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I 

I^««Ti^''!.°^  *  November  afternoon,  crisp  and  sharp, 
f^rf^T^^  ™nmng  into  dusk.  Down  the  street  came 
mo.hJ»^  i  u  1^1  '!l^*'  *  •""*"  ^^""^  *nd  quite  a  behe- 
«o^tii^'  u*''^  ^f^  ^"  *  "^^^  ^'^^^r.  or  he  a  shade 
more  behemothian,  the  thing  would  have  approached  a 
parody  on  one's  settled  idea  of  a  giri  and  a  d^.  She  had 

T^te^C       '"  '"'''  '^*''  ^"'  *'  ^^  ^"  n^ow«t  «>rt 

The  dog  was  of  th   breed  which  ar«  said  to  come  trotting 

mto  Alpine  monasteries  of  a  winter's  night  with  fat  Ameri- 

^travelers  in  their  mouths,  frozen  sti/  uTZZt^Z 

ri^vrJ"  ""^u  7^1^""^'  ^*'  ^^-  ^  ^^^  o^er  hand, 
the  giri  w^  small  for  her  age,  which  was  twenty-four  next 
month;  not  so  much  short,  you  underetand,  for  she  was  of 
a  re^nable  height,  as  of  a  dainty  slimness,  a  certain  ex 
quisite  reticence  of  the  flesh.  She  had  cares  and  du^  and 
even  sober-sided  responsibilities  in  this  world,  beyond  the 
usual  run  of  girls.  Yet  her  hat  was  decidedly  of  the  mode 
that  year;  her  smt  was  smartly  and  engagingly  cut;  her  fure 
were  glossy  and  black  and  big.  Her  faS,  it'^may  b^sTS 
here  as  well  as  later,  had  in  its  time  given  pleasure  to  the 

^.l!^k  t^li'^"^  ^°°?  ^°'  ""^^^  conversation  to  the 
^lu     ^^^  u"?^"y  °^  ^^^  y°""«  "»en  whom  she  met 

to  ^  Vher  °°"  ^^^^  ^^'^y  P^^^ 


/ 
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The  girl  was  Sharlee  Weyland,  and  Sharlee  was  the  short 
for  Charlotte  Lee,  as  invented  by  herself  some  score  of  years 
before.  One  baby-name  in  a  hundred  sticks  through  a  life- 
time, and  hers  was  the  one  in  that  particular  hundred.   Of 
the  young  men  along  the  way,  one  was  so  lucky  as  to  catch 
her  eye  through  a  large  plate-glass  window.   It  was  Semple 
and  West's  window,  the  ground-floor  one  in  the  great  new 
Commonwealth  Building,  of  which  the  town  is  rightly  so 
proud,  and  the  young  man  was  no  other  than  West,  Charles 
Gardiner  himself.    A  smile  warmed  his  good-looking  face 
when  he  met  the  eye  of  the  girl  and  the  dog ;  he  waved  a  hand 
at  them.  That  done,  he  immediately  vanished  from  the 
window  and  reached  for  his  hat  and  coat;  gave  hurried 
directions  to  a  clerk  and  a  stenographer;  and  sallying  forth, 
overtook  the  pair  before  they  had  reached  the  next  corner. 
"Everything's  topsy-turvy,"  said  he,  coming  alongside. 
"Here  you  are  frivolously  walking  downtown  with  a  dog. 
Usually  at  this  time  you  are  most  earnestly  walking  up- 
town, and  not  a  sign  of  a  dog  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see.  What 
on  earth's  happened?" 

"Oh,  how  do  you  do?"  said  she,  apparently  not  displeased 
to  find  herself  thus  surprised  from  the  rear.  "  I  too  have  a 
mad  kind  of  feeling,  as  though  the  world  had  gone  upside 
down.  Don't  be  amazed  if  I  suddenly  clutch  out  at  you 
to  keep  from  falling.  But  the  name  of  it  —  of  this  feeling 
—  is  having  a  holiday.  Mr.  Dayne  went  to  New  York  at 

12.20." 

"Ah,  I  see.  When  the  cat's  away?" 

"Not  at  all.  I  am  taking  this  richly  earned  vacation  by 
his  express  command. " 

"  In  that  case,  why  might  n't  w*^  turn  about  and  go  a 
real  walk —  cease  picking  our  way  through  the  noisome  hum 
of  commerce  and  set  brisk  evening  faces  toward  the  open 
road  —  and  all  that?  You  and  I  and  the  dog.  What  is  his 
name?  RoUo,  I  suppose?" 

"Rollo!  No!  Or  Tray  or  Fido,  either!  His  name  is  Bee, 
short  for  Behemoth  —  and  I  think  that  a  very  captivating 
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^  "^1.°f  Bee  a,  though  he  we,^  tomTTwSc?" 

turned  around  »«A/owoy/"  i-<»k,  look.   He 

West  laughed.   "Wonderfully  gifted  doe    Bi.r  I  h^- 
you  mentioned  taking  a  walk  in  The  No«ml^  air  1Z 
^LtJf^l:!^  ^'""^'^  -mn.end'-U.Tale^u^ 

h  J  ^i,"^?  "^^""*^y  ^^^  conception  of  a  Say  was 
badly  nuxed  As  they  walked  he  p£d  for  her  ^etv^ 
incessantly  taking  off  his  hat;  near^eveXb^vXvC^ 
spoke  to  them,  many  more  to  him  thJnTo  her    Tu      I' 

It  the  girl  had  only  lately  come  to  know  West  xZu  .  L   u 
did  not  know  him  very  well  now.  Allthe^^rsSeTto  tl 
had  jomed  m  the  general  admiration  of  him  shy^  and  ?rfm 
a  distance,  the  pretty  waiting-lady's  attitude  toward  T 
dazzling  young  crown  prince.   She  was  obseitanr  'n^  ^ 

«r-TduttTye^2t--ifE^? 

mon  good.  In  fact  Semple  &  West's  ZmL^'°^^^^^ ''°'"" 

.^^"rwe.ti«zu%r^^--~-t^ 
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pleasant  to  rest  one's  eyes  upon.  She  drew  his  attention 
to  their  humming  environment.  For  a  city  of  that  size 
the  life  and  bustle  here  were,  indeed,  such  as  to  take  the 
eye.  Trolley  cars  clanged  by  in  a  tireless  procession;  trucks 
were  rounding  up  for  stable  and  for  bed;  delivery  w£^ons 
whizzed  corners  and  bumped  on  among  them;  now  and 
then  a  chauffeur  honked  by,  grim  eyes  roving  for  the  un- 
wary pedestrian.  On  both  sides  of  the  street  the  homeward 
march  of  tired  humans  was  already  forming  and  quick- 
ening. 

"  Heigho!  We're  living  in  an  interesting  time,  you  and  I," 
said  West.  "It  isn't  every  generation  that  can  watch  its 
old  town  change  into  a  metropolir    'ght  under  its  eyes." 

"I  remember,"  said  she,  "whei  cwas  an  exciting  thing 
to  see  anybody  on  the  street  you  did  n't  know.  You  went 
home  and  told  the  family  about  it,  and  very  likely  counted 
the  spoons  next  morning.  The  dty  seemed  to  belong  to  us 
then.  And  now  —  look.  Everywhere  new  kings  that  know 
not  Joseph.  Bee! " 

"  It's  the  law  of  life;  the  old  order  changeth."  He  turned 
and  looked  along  the  street,  into  the  many  faces  of  the  home- 
ward bound.  "The  eternal  mystery  of  the  people.  .  .  . 
Don't  you  like  to  look  at  their  faces  and  wonder  what  they  're 
all  doing  and  thinking  and  hoping  and  dreaming  to  make 
out  of  their  lives?" 

"Don't  you  think  they're  all  hoping  and  dreaming  just 
one  thing?  —  how  to  make  more  money  than  they're  mak- 
ing at  present?  All  over  the  world,"  said  Miss  Weyland, 
"bright  young  men  lie  awake  at  night,  thinking  up  odd, 
ingenious  ways  to  take  other  people's  money  away  from 
them.  These  young  men  are  the  spirit  of  America.  We're 
having  an  irruption  of  them  here  now  .  .  .  the  Goths  sack- 
ing the  sacred  city." 

"Clever  rascals  they  are  too.  I,"  said  West,  "belong  to 
the  other  group.  I  sleep  of  nights  and  wake  up  in  the  morn- 
ing to  have  your  bright  young  Goths  take  my  money 
away  from  me." 
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He  laughed  and  continued:  "Littie  Bobby  Smythe,  who 
used  to  hve  here,  was  in  my  office  the  other  day.  I  was 
comphmenting  him  on  the  prosperity  of  the  plumbers' 
supply  manufacture  —  for  such  is  his  mundane  occupation, 
m  Schenectady,  N.  Y.  Bobby  said  tiiat  plumbers'  suppUes 
were  all  well  enough,  but  he  made  his  real  money  from  an 
mterestmg  device  of  his  own.  There  is  a  lot  of  building 
gomg  on  m  his  neighborhood,  it  seems,  and  it  occurred  to 
him  to  send  around  to  the  various  owners  and  offer  his  pri- 
vate watchman  to  guard  the  loose  building  materials  at 
night.  This  for  the  very  reasonable  price  of  $3.50  a  week 
It  went  like  hot  cakes.  '  But,'  said  I,  'surely  your  one  watch- 
man can't  look  after  thirty-seven  different  places.'  'No' 
said  Bobby,  'but  they  think  he  does.'  I  laughed  and  com- 
mended  his  ingenuity.  'But  the  best  part  of  tiie  joke,' 
said  he,   is  that  /  have n'i  got  any  waUhman  at  all:" 

Sharlee  Weyland  laughed  gayly.  "Bobby  could  stand  for 
the  portrait  of  young  America." 

"You've  been  sitting  at  the  feet  of  a  staunch  old  Tory 
Gamaliel  named  Colonel  Cowles.  I  can  see  that.  Ah,  me" 
My  garrulity  ha?'  cost  us  a  splendid  chance  to  cross.  What 
are  all  these  dreadful  things  you  have  still  left  to  do  on  your 
so-called  holiday?" 

"Well,"  said  she,  "first  I'm  going  to  Saltman's  to  buy 
stationery.  Boxes  and  boxes  of  it,  for  the  Department. 
Bee!  Come  here,  sir!  Look  how  fat  this  purse  is.  I'mgoine 
to  spend  all  of  that.  Bee!  I  wish  I  had  put  him  to  leash! 
He  s  going  to  hurt  himself  in  a  minute  —  you  see!  —  " 

"Don't  you  think  he's  much  more  likely  to  hurt  some- 
body else?  For  a  guess,  that  queer-looking  little  citizen  in 
spectacles  over  the  way,  who  so  evidently  does  n't  know 
where  he  is  at." 

"Oh,  do  you  think  so?  —  Bee!  .  .  .  Then,  after  station- 
ery, comes  the  disagreeable  thing,  and  yet  interesting  too. 
1  have  to  go  to  my  Aunt  Jennie's,  dunning." 
"You  are  compelled  to  dun  your  Aunt  Tennie?" 
She  laughed.    "No  — dun  Jor  her,  because  she's  too 
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tender-hearted  to  do  it  herself.   There's  a  man  there  who 
ITu^^:,^'   ^^    B-'-BEEI-OheavenTi^ 

in.^^'  Ti  '*"'?*'  ^^'  ^^''  ^^*  '^^  «°"« i"to  the  mgl6e,  which 
mat  hi'/^'^  ^"^^"^  ^"^'  barricading  him 'away 

Tne  httle  atizen  m  spectacles,  who  had  been  standing 
^  the  opposite  corner  vacantly  eating  an  apple  out  of  a 
paper  bag.  had  unwisely  chosen  his  moment  to  t!y  the  cross- 
ing. He  was  evidently  an  indoors  sort  of  man  and  no  shakes 
at  crossing  streets,  owing  to  the  introspective  nature  of  his 
mind.  Agrocerywagon  shaved  him  by  an  inch.  It  was  doing 
tibings  to  the  speed-limit,  this  wagon,  because  a  dash  ng 

d^^nTl  ""^  '•^  ^^"^'  ''^^'''«  °"  its  tail  and  in 
Jw^^^'?^''^"?  '^  *?  ^"™  °"t'  ^*»»^h  it  could  not  pos- 
h»H  .       T°  f  °'1  ^'^'"^  ^^^  ""le  citizen,  the  patrol  nn^n 
had  to  pull  sharply  out;  and  this  manoeuvre,  as  Fate  had 
wntten  it.  brought  him  full  upon  the  great  dog  Behemoth 
who  having  slipped  across  the  tracks,  stood  gravely  wait- 
ing for  the  flying  wagon  to  pass.  Thus  it  became  a  clear 
case  of  sauve  qm  pent,  and  the  devil  take  the  hindermost. 
There  was  nothing  m  the  world  for  Behemoth  to  do  but 
wildly  leap  under  the  hoofs  for  his  life.  This  he  did  success- 
fu  y.    But  on  the  other  side  he  met  the  spectacled  citizen 
full  and  fa:r,  and  down  they  went  together  with  a  thud. 

f  J,  .  1  r"f "  "^"^^  promptly  to  a  sitting  posture  and 
took  stock  of  the  wreck.  His  hat  he  could  not  se^  anywhere, 
the  reason  being  that  he  was  sitting  on  it.  The  paper  bag 
of  couree,  had  buret;  some  of  the  apples  had  rolled  toamaz' 
ing  distances,  and  newsboys,  entire  strangers  to  the  fallen 
gentleman,  were  eating  them  with  cries  of  pleasure.  This 
he  saw  m  one  pained  glance.  But  on  the  very  heels  of  the 
dog.  It  seemed  came  hurrying  a  giri  with  marks  of  great 
anxiety  on  her  face. 

cJ!.^^K-^°"  P^'^l^  f°'"«i''^  ^'"^^  'T^at  fire-alarm  thing 
s^red  br  n  crazy-  he's  usually  so  good!  You  are  n't  hurt, 
are  your  1  do  hope  so  much  that  you  are  n't?" 
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ptTJ^  ^w"^,  "!"'  '^^^"8  ^™^y  ^"  the  street,  glanced  ud 
at  Miss  Weyland  with  no  sign  of  interest.  ^ 

••  .1  ^f  !u"°,''°"'?'^"'  *°  "*^'^'^'"  he  answered,  precisely 

lels'of  k .•' '  °^  ''  "'  '™''  ^'"^ unfortunate/to  Sylhe 

"I  know!   The  way  they  fell  on  them."  she  answered  as 

t'^LTl  W"''T''^"^I^  ^^°"^^  you  had  ot'rS 
T  .K       L  r    '^^'^""'^^  mortified  -  But- Arc  you  hurt? 

ove'r'o'uV"  '  """"'^  ^'^^  ^'^  ^°^  -^  --  ^^^"^  "^ht 
taces  watch  ng  the  unembarrassed  girl  apologizing  to  the 
m  the  middle  of  the  street.  Meantime  all  traffic  on  that  side 
JJidrtltrm'^rtf -.'""^"^  truck  drive,:  ^t^^Vt: 
prS^on.  ^""^^  '°  "^  ^^^^  ^^^  halted  the 

"But  what  is  the  object  of  a  dog  like  that?"  inouired  thi» 
manrummatively.  "What  good  if  he?  What  irhe"^?"'' 

-.'^^Z:.^^r77^^'    "^^  '^^'  '°oki"«  ^eady  to  laugh 
-    he  s  not  autthtartan  dog  at  all,  you  see!  He's  a  oleas^ 

"The  pleasure  he  has  given  me."  said  the  man  eravelv 

Sn^eSit't^'^-T  "f"^^^'  '^•"^  -^  methS^,'^ 
S^    '     u  "^^''K^'^Je.  I  may  say  non-existent." 
from  soi-ewhere  rose  a  hoarse  titter.   The  rirl  elancM 

up,  and  for  the  first  time  became  aware  that  £r  SiW 

I  m  so  glad  you  are  n't  hurt,  believe  me  AnH  ,-f 

my  dog  has  given  you  no  pleasu^,  you  m^y  lie  to  Sink 
that  you  have  given  him  a  great  dekl  "        ^  ^ 

in  B^Je^oti's"^  ^"' "°'  ^!i"^*^'  ^^'  K'oved  hand  knotted 
m  Behemoth  s  gigantic  scruflF,  she  moved  away,  resigning  the 
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situation  to  West.  West  handled  it  in  his  best  manner 
ayiUy  assisting  the  little  man  to  rise,  and  bowing  himself  off 
with  the  most  graceful  expressions  of  regret  for  the  mishap 

Miss  Weyland  was  walking  slowly,  waiting  for  him,  and 
he  fell  in  beside  her  on  the  sidewalk. 

"Don't  speak  to  me  suddenly,"  said  she,  in  rather  a  muf- 
fled voice.  "  I  don't  want  to  scream  on  a  public  street." 

"Scratch  a  professor  and  you  find  a  Tartar,"  said  West 
laughing  too.  "When  I  finally  caught  you,  laggarxl  that  I 
was,  you  looked  as  if  he  were  being  rude." 

Miss  Weyland  questioned  the  rudeness;  she  said  that  the 
man  was  only  superbly  natural.  "Thoughts  came  to  him  and 
he  blabbed  them  out  artlessly.  The  only  things  that  he 
seemed  in  the  lea^  interested  in  were  his  apples  and  Bee. 
Don't  you  think  from  this  that  he  must  be  a  floral  and  faunai 
naturalist?" 

"No  Goth,  at  any  rate.  Did  you  happen  to  notice  the 
tome  sticking  out  of  his  coat  pocket?  It  was  The  ReUgion 
cf  Humanity,  unless  my  old  eyes  deceived  me.  Who  under 
heaven  reads  Comte  nowadays?" 

'•Not  me,"  said  Miss  Weyland. 

"There's  nothing  to  it.  As  a  wealthy  old  friend  of  mine 
once  remarked,  people  who  read  that  sort  of  books  never 
make  over  eighteen  hundred  a  year." 

On  that  they  turned  into  Saltman's.  There  much  sta- 
tionery and  collateral  stuff  was  bought  for  cash  paid  down, 
and  all  for  the  use  ot  the  Department.  Next,  at  a  harness- 
store,  a  leash  was  bargained  for  and  obtained,  and  Behe- 
moth bowled  over  no  more  young  men  that  day.  There- 
after, the  two  set  their  faces  westeriy  till  they  came  to  the 
girl  s  home,  where  the  dog  was  delivered  to  the  cook,  and 
Miss  Weyland  went  upstairs  to  kiss  her  mother.  Still  later 
they  set  out  northward  through  the  lamp-lit  night  for  the 
older  part  of  town,  where  resided  the  aunt  on  whose  behalf 
there  was  dunning  to  be  done  that  mght. 

Charles  Gardiner  West  asserted  that  he  had  not  a  thing 
in  aU  this  world  to  do,  and  that  erranding  was  only  another 
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way  of  taking  a  walk,  when  you  came  to  think  of  it.  She 
was  frankly  glad  of  his  company;  to  be  otherwise  was  to  te 
fantastic;  and  now  as  they  strolled  she  led  him  to  talk  of 
his  work,  which  was  never  difficult.  For  West,  despite  his 
nsing  prc^penty.  was  dissatisfied  with  his  calling,  the  reason 

^1'  ^.^K  """"'^  ^T^""^  P"^  ^^'  '^^'  ^^  heart  didTot 
abide  with  the  money  changers. 

"Sometimes  at  night,"  he  said  seriously,  "I  look  back 
over  the  busy  day  and  ask  myself  what  it  has  all  amounted 
to.  Suppose  I  did  all  the  world's  stock-jobbing,  what  would 

Lit  ail  thTm'r™?"'!?'  "5"  "^^^  -^^^^^  ^ -"«d 

take  all  the  money  I  made  and  spend  it  for  free  hosni 
tak,  but  would  I  do  it?  No.   The  more  I  mad^ The  Ze 

ItZ^l^'''  ^^r'^'  ?^"  "^°'""  ^"  "^y  •"^^'•'^t  and  ambftTon 
wou  d  twine  themselves  around  the  counting-room.  You 

^^f^^  1"^°  masters  can  you,  Miss  Weyland?   Uplift- 
1^^  those  who  need  uplifting  is  a  separate  business,  aS  by 

'•You  could  make  the  money,"  laughed  she,  "and  let 
me  spend  It  for  you.  I  know  this  minute  where  I  could  put 
a  million  to  glorious  advantage." 

"  I  'm  going  to  get  out  of  it,"  said  West.  "  I  Ve  told  Semole 
so-though  perhaps  it  ought  not  to  go  further  jus^y^t! 
I  d  enjoy,"  said  he,  "just  such  work  as  yours.  Thefe'^ 
none  finer  You  'd  like  me  immensely  as  your  royal  rn^ter 
I  suppose?  Want  nothing  better  thL  to^u  te/and  W 
tow  when  I  flung  out  a  gracious  order? -as,  for^^tanl 
to  shut  up  shop  and  go  and  take  a  holiday?"  ' 

Delicious!   Though  I  doubt  if  anybody  in  the  world 
could  improve  on  Mr.  Dayne."    Suddenly  a  new  ^Z^ 

S"tfiL\11'""'^"'""*^'"^«^-  "There'snothfng 
ffiou^wt^tt""  "'"'"'  "°^'^°'  "^•'  ^'"  ^-  y- 
js  ;|J,fe  I  must  look  this  gift  horse  over  very  closely.  What 

"They  call  it  dunning." 

"I  forgot.  You  started  to  tell  me,  and  then  your  dog  ran 
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amtKrk  and  began  butting  perfect  strangers  aU  over  the 

'2^''\^?  '!'.^'  "*''^  ^^^  commonest  little  story  in  the 
world.   All  landUtdies  can  teU  them  to  you  by  the  Lur 

IhlVT?h  ^""^  ^^u^  ^""'  J^"™^'«  "^"-'y  *  month,  and 
what  8  the  color  of  his  money  she  has  n't  the  faintest  idea. 
Such  ,s  the  way  our  bright  young  men  carve  out  thS 
fortunes -the  true  Gothic  architecture!  Possibly  Aunt 
Jennie  has  thrown  out  one  or  two  delicate  hints  carefuUv 
insulated  to  avoid  hurting  his  feelings.  You  kno;^e  way 

worW  hf  "^  '^'  °'^''^?°'  ^°-^^  ^o"'  collecS^^Se 
world  has  ever  seen.  So  she  telephoned  me  this  morning  - 
1  m  her  busmess  woman,  you  see  —  asking  me  to  come  and 
advise  her,  and  I  'm  coming,  and  after  supl«r-°' 

"Well,  what '11  you  do? " 

;•  I  'm  going  to  talk  with  him,  with  the  man.  I  'm  simply 
going  to  coUect  that  money.  Oriflcan't— "  *"  «"»P*y 

"What's  the  horrid  alternative?" 

" I'm  going  to >e  him!" 

W^t  laughed  merrily.  His  face  always  looked  most  charm- 
ingwhen  he  smiled  "  Upon  my  word  I  Llieve  youSn  do^" 
I  have  done  it,  :ots  of  times." 

stJrand^fole'nce?'''"""^"^  '""  ^"^"'«*  ^^  ^^^  <>' 
"Never.   They  march  like  little  Iambs  when  I  say  the 

word.  Hay-foot  — straw-foot!"  ^ 

"But  then  yourauntlosestheirarrearsof  board.  I  suppose." 
Yes   and  for  that  reason  I  never  fire  except  as  alast 

fcT/^!/Tr-    ^T'  °^  P^"'*""^^'  earnest  resolves  to 
lead  a  better  he,  are  always  noted  and  carefully  considered." 

.u  A  J'u  •"  f  ^"^  "^  ^^'P  "^^  ^^'«  customer  to-night  -  not 

r^   ^u  ^ ^?"  ^^i''  °^  ""'-telephone me.  I 'm  amazingly 

good  at_^handhng  bright  young  men.   This  is  your  aunj^s"^ 

L^k-ZkJ-^''''  *°  ^^^  "-    ""^^  °^^^  t^e'-e.   O  heavens! 
West  looked.    Up  the  front  steps  of  Miss  Weyland's 


OUEED 

at  the  corner  UluminedWmpeSv-In^^'"^ 

spectacles,  touched  up  the  sto  J^  vSmeT/ he  ^^^ 

beat  full  upon  the  swaybacked  dJrhv  ^l     '^e  coat-pocket. 

now  thXti^!!"'  l""  ?"''  ^^^i"*""  h^l  halted;  and 

into  a  laJ^h  "°""  "''^"'>'    West  broke 

"Well,  do  you  think  you  '11  have  the  nerve  to  lire  Mm?" 


II 

Mrs,  Paynter's  ^mrding-House :  which  was  net  founded  as 

L     Eleemosynary  Institution. 

THERE  was  something  of  a  flutter  among  the  gathered 
boarders  when  Miss  Weyland  was  seen  to  be  enter- 
ing the  house,  and  William  Klinktr.  who  announced 
the  fact  from  his  place  by  the  window,  added  that  that 
had  ought  to  help  some  wi''i  the  supper.  He  reminded 
the  parlor  that  there  had  been  Porterhous-  the  last  time. 
Miss  Miller,  from  the  sofa,  told  Mr.  Klinker  archly  that  he 
was  so  material.  She  had  only  the  other  day  mastered  the 
word,  but  even  that  is  more  than  could  be  said  for  Mr. 
Klinker.  Major  Brooke  stood  by  the  Latrobe  heater,  read- 
ing the  evening  paper  under  a  flaring  gas-ligh  t.  He  habitu- 
ally came  down  early  to  get  it  before  anybody  else  had  a 
chance.  By  Miss  Miller  on  the  sofa  sat  Mr.  Bylash, 
stroking  the  glossy  moustache  which  other  ladies  before  her 
time  had  admired  intensely.  Despite  her  archness  Miss 
Miller  had  heard  with  a  pang  that  Miss  Weyland  was  com- 
ing to  supper,  and  her  reason  was  not  unconnected  with 
this  same  Mr.  Bylash.  In  earlier  meetings  she  had  vaguely 
noted  differences  between  Mrs.  Paynter's  pretty  niece  and 
herself.  True,  she  considered  these  differences  all  in  her 
own  favor,  as,  for  example,  her  far  larger  back  pompadour, 
with  the  puffs,  but  you  never  could  tell  about  gentlemen. 

"I'm  surprised,"  she  said  to  Mr.  Klinker,  "Mr.  Bylash 
did  n't  go  out  to  give  her  the  glad  hand,  and  welcome  her 
into  our  humble  coturee." 

Mr.  Bylash,  who  had  been  thinking  of  doing  that  very 
thing,  said  rather  shortly  that  the  ladies  present  quite 
satisfied  him. 

"  And  who  do  you  think  brought  her  around  and  right 
up  to  the  door  ?  "  continued  William  Klinker,  taking  no 


.:r»^--"* 


QUEED  ,j 

A  scream  from  Miss  Miller  applauded  the  witty  hit. 
Oh,  It  amt  mme,"  said  Mr.  Klinker  modestly.  "I 
heard  a  fellow  get  it  off  at  the  shop  the  other  day.  He's  a 
pretty  smooth  fellow,  Charles  Garder  =a  is -a  little  too 
smooth  for  my  way  of  thinking.  A  fellow  that's  always 
so  smilm  -Oh  you  Smithy!"  he  suddenly  yelled  out  the 
wmdow--';bmUhy!  Hey!~Aw,  I  can  beat  the  face  off 
you!— Awnght— eight  sharp  at  the  same  place.— Go  on 
you  fat  Mohawk  you!  .  .  .  But  say,  he  Resumed  to  the 
parlor,  y  know  that  little  woman  is  a  stormy  petrel  for 
this  house  -  that 's  right.  Remember  the  last  time  she  was 
here- the  time  we  had  the  Porterhouse?  Conference  in 

L.n.  .kT'*^,""  f  ^l'  ""PP^'"'  ^"^  ^^^  "e^t  "horning  out 
went  the  trunks  of  that  red-head  fellow-from  Baltimore 
—  what 's  his  name?— Milhiser." 

e  -A^f'  J'^l  ^f  "'f  ^°^  ^"y  «=^"  *o  ^nt'-ude  in  my  affairs,* 
said  Mr.  Bylash,  still  rather  miffed.   "  I  'm  here  to  tell  you 

^   "On.  I  ain't  speakin' of  the  reg'lars."  answered  Klinker, 
so  don  t  get  nervous.  But  say,  I  got  kind  of  a  hunch  that 
here  is  where  the  little  Doc  gets  his." 

Klinker's  hunch  was  not  without  foundation;  this  very 
qu^tion  was  being  agitated  at  that  moment  in  the  room 
justoverhis  head.  Miss  Weyland,  having  passed  the  i^o^ 
portieres  with  no  thought  that  her  movements  werTat- 
tracting  interest  on  the  other  side  of  them,  skipped  up  the 

Sv'intn^  °"  ^''  »""'  J"""^"'^  ^°°'-'  ^"d  ^^"  breath- 
lessly  into  the  room.    Her  aunt  was  sitting  by  the  bureau, 

ua'H.^  "°X^^  ^~™  '^^  circulating  library.  Though  she 
had  been  sitting  right  here  since  about  four  o'clock  onl^ 

^nir  0"Jy  killing  a  moment's  time  between  important 
en^gements.  She  looked  up  at  the  giri's  entrance,^d  an 
affectionate  smile  lit  her  well-lined  face. 

My  dear  Sharlee!  I  'm  so  glad  to  see  you." 
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They  kissed  tenderly. 

"Oh,  Aunt  Jennie,  tell  mef  Is  he  — this  man  you  tele- 
phoned me  about  —  is  he  a  little,  small,  dried  young  man, 
with  spectacles  and  a  brown  derby,  and  needing  a  hair-cut, 
and  the  gravest,  drollest  manner  in  the  world?  Tell  me 
—  is  he?" 

"My  dear,  you  have  described  him  to  the  life.  Where 
did  you  see  him?" 

Sharlee  collapsed  upon  the  bed.  Presently  she  revived 
and  outlined  the  situation  to  Aunt  Jennie. 

Mrs.  Paynter  listened  with  some  interest.  If  humor  is  a 
defect,  as  they  tell  us  nowadays,  she  was  almost  a  fault- 
less woman.  And  in  her  day  she  had  been  a  beauty  and  a 
toast.  You  hear  it  said  generously  of  a  thousand,  but  it 
happened  to  be  triie  in  her  case.  The  high-bred  regularity 
of  feature  sthl  survived,  but  she  had  let  herself  go  in  latter 
years,  as  most  women  will  who  have  other  things  than  them- 
selves to  think  about,  and  hard  things  at  that.  Her  old 
black  dress  was  carelessly  put  on;  she  could  look  at  herself 
in  the  mirror  by  merely  leaning  forward  an  inch  or  two,  and 
it  never  occurred  to  hei  vO  do  it  —  an  uncanny  thing  in  a 
woman. 

"I'm  sure  it  sounds  quite  like  him,"  said  Mrs.  Paynter, 
when  her  niece  had  finished.  "And  so  Gardiner  West 
walked  around  with  you.  I  hope,  my  dear,  you  asked  him 
in  to  supper?  We  have  an  exceptionally  nice  Porterhouse 
steak  to-night.   But  I  suppose  he  would  scorn  — " 

The  girl  interrupted  her,  abolishing  and  demolishing  such 
a  -thought.  Mr.  West  would  have  been  only  too  pleased, 
she  said,  but  she  positively  would  not  ask  him,  because  of 
the  serious  work  that  was  afoot  that  night. 

"The  pleasure  I  've  so  far  given  your  little  man,"  laughed 
she,  patting  her  aunt's  cheeks  with  her  two  hands,  "has  been 
negligible  —  I  have  his  word  for  that  —  and  to-night  it  is 
going  to  be  the  same,  only  more  so." 

Shariee  arose,  took  off  her  coat  and  furs,  laid  them  on  the 
bed,  and  going  to  the  bureau  began  fixing  her  hair  in  the 
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uack  before  the  long  mirror.  No  matter  how  well  a  woman 
looks  to  the  untramed,  or  man'g,  eye.  she  can  always  put  in 
some  time  pleaaurably  fixing  her  hair  in  the  back. 

theSdealilt'' "'  ""  '"""^-    ^^'  ^  ^'  ^^^^ 
"It  is  four  weeks  next  Monday,"  said  Mrs.  Paynter. 
puttmg  a  shoe-horn  m  her  novel  to  mark  the  place,  "since 
the  young  man  came  to  me.   He  was  from  New  York  and 
just  off  the  train.   He  said  that  he  had  been  recommended 
to  my  house,  but  would  not  say  by  whom,  nor  could  he  give 
references.  I  did  not  insist  on  them,  for  I  can't  be  too  strict. 
Sharlee.  with  all  the  other  boarding-places  there  are  and 
that  room  standmg  empty  for  two  months  hand-running, 
and  then  for  three  months  before  that,  before  Miss  Catlett 
I  mean    The  fact  is.  that  I  ought  to  be  over  on  the  Avenue! 
where  I  could  have  only  the  best  people.  It  would  be  in- 
finitely more  lucrative -why.  my  dear,  you  should  hear 
Amy  Marsden  talk  of  her  enormous  profits!    And  Amy 
while  a  dear,  sweet  little  woman,  is  not  clever!  I  remembei^ 
as  girls  —  but  to  go  back  even  of  that  to  the  very  heart  of 
the  matter,  who  ever  heard  of  a  clever  Wilkerson  ?  For  she 
you  know,  was  born  ..."  ' 

,  "Never  you  mind  Mrs.  Marsden,  Aunt  Jennie,"  said  the 
pri,  gently  drawing  her  back  to  the  muttons,  —  "  we  '11  make 

r^nTr  T"^^  *^^"  '^^  ^"^^  ^^y-  ^  yo"  «ave  Wm  the 
room,  tnenr 

"Yes,  the  room  known  as  the  third  hall  back.  A  small 
neat,  economical  room,  entirely  suitable  for  a  single  gentle- 
man. I  gave  him  my  lowest  price,  though  I  must  say  I  did 
not  dream  then  that  he  would  spend  all  his  time  in  his  room 
apparently  having  no  downtown  occupation,  which  is  cer- 
tainly not  what  one  expects  from  gentlemen,  who  get  low 
terms  on  the  silent  understanding  that  they  will  take  them- 
selves out  ofthe  house  directly  afte  .reakfast.  Nevertheless 

Z^  \^t  '^^^  '^^  ~  ^^"  ^^y^  -  ^^^  and  not  a  word  was 
said  about  payment.  So  one  morning  I  stopped  him  in  the 
hall,  as  though  for  a  pleasant  talk.  However.  I  was  careful 
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to  introduce  the  point,  by  means  of  an  anecdote  I  told  him, 
that  guests  here  were  expected  to  pay  by  the  week.  Of 
course  I  supposed  that  the  hint  would  be  sufficient." 

"But  it  was  n't,  alas?" 

"On  the  contrary,  ten  days  again  passed,  and  you  might 
suppose  there  was  no  such  thing  as  money  in  all  this  world. 
Then  I  resolved  to  approach  him  directly.  I  knocked  on  his 
door,  and  when  he  opened  it,  I  told  him  plainly  and  in  so 
many  words  that  I  would  be  very  much  gratified  if  he  would 
let  me  have  a  check  whenever  convenient,  as  unfortun- 
ately I  had  heavy  bills  due  that  must  be  met.  I  was  very 
much  mortified,  Sharlee!  As  I  stood  there  facing  that  young 
man,  dunning  him  like  a  grocer's  clerk,  it  flashed  into  my 
mind  to  wonder  what  your  great-grandfather,  the  Governor, 
would  think  if  he  could  have  looked  down  and  seen  me.  For 
as  you  know,  my  dear,  though  I  doubt  if  you  altogether  real- 
ize it  at  all  times,  since  our  young  people  of  to-day,  I  regret 
to  have  to  say  it  —  though  of  course  I  do  except  you  from 
this  criticism  — " 

By  gentle  interruption  and  deft  transition,  Sharlee  once 
more  wafted  the  conversation  back  to  the  subject  in  hand. 
"And  when  you  went  so  far  as  to  tell  him  this,  how  did  he 
take  it?" 

"He  took  it  admirably.  He  told  me  that  I  need  feel  no 
concern  about  the  matter;  that  while  out  of  funds  for  the 
moment,  doubtless  he  would  be  in  funds  again  shortly.  His 
manner  was  dignified,  calm,  unabashed  — " 

"But  it  did  n't  blossom,  as  we  might  say,  in  money?" 

"As  to  that  —  no.  What  are  you  to  do,  Sharlee?  I  feel 
sure  the  man  is  not  dishonest,  —  in  fact  he  has  a  singularly 
honest  face,  transparently  so,  —  but  he  is  only  somehow 
queer.  He  appears  an  engrossed,  absent-minded  young  man 
—  what  is  the  word  I  want?  —  an  eccentric.  That  is  what 
he  is,  an  engrossed  young  eccentric." 

Sharlee  leaned  against  the  bureau  and  looked  at  her  aunt 
thoughtfully.  "Do  you  gather.  Aunt  Jennie,  that  he's 
a  gentleman?" 
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Mrs    Paynter  threw  out  her  hands  helplessly.    "What 
f '^^  the  term  mean  nowadays?  The  race  of  gentlemen  L 

Z  f^  T?^  '"  ?y  ^^y'  ^^^'"^  '°  be  disap^a^Tfrom 
the  face  of  the  earth.  We  see  occasional  sur^vals  of  th^ 
old  order,  hke  Gardiner  West  or  the  young  Byrd  men  but 
as  a  whole  -  well,  my  dear,  I  will  only  say  that  thrmc;dem 
standards  would  have  excited  horror  fif^y  ^^S  a^o  an^ 

thinlfhe'isr'  ^''"'"^'"^  '°  '^^  '"^^^^  ^^"^^^<^«'  do  you 

Hp'jI  ?f^  ^Z-  "^  ^'  ^"^  ^^  >«  "'^-  B"t  no-no  -  no' 
He  IS  noi  one.  No  man  can  be  a  gentleman  who  is  utterly 
ir^fferent  to  the  comfort  and  feelings  of  others,  do  ^ou 

''Indeed,  no!  And  is  that  what  he  is?" 
I  will  illustrate  by  an  incident,"  said   Mrs.  Paynter 
As  I  say.  this  young  man  spends  his  entire  time  in  his 
«x>m  where  he  IS,  I  believe,  engaged  in  writing  a^k  " 
-uT ;,      !  ^^"^  ^^  ^  penniless,  depend  upon  it." 
Well,  when  we  had  the  frost  and  freeze  early  last  week 
he  came  to  me  one  night  and  complained  of  the  cold  in  his 
njom^You  know.  Sharlee,  I  do  not  rent  that  r^m  ^  a  si  ! 

th.n  T"i  """".^^  ^  ^'^P^^'  ^°  ^^^' '''  ^'  ^he  low  price,  other 
than  the  heat  from  the  halls.  So  I  invited  him  tl  make  u^ 

^>h  .K   7'!r°°?  ^  '^^  ^^^"^"^'  ^^^^^'  as  you  know 
with  the  foldmg-doors  drawn,  and  the  yellow  lamo  Hf  Tl 

fortable  readmg-room.    Somewhat  grumblingly  he  went 

laJn  •  T^'^  ^^  '^''^  ^  "^"^J'  d°'"g  ^^^  algebra  by  the 
lamp.  The  young  man  took  not  the  smallest  notice  of  her 
and  presently  when  she  coughed  several  times  -  t^e  child's 

and  ilSS?"^  f  ^  ^"^  '^^'  "•^'^^  -  he  looked  up  sha  ply 
rntflH^f K^'f  ?'^^^  '°  ^'°P-  ^'^  ^^  that  she  was  afraid  The 

to  work  in  the';  "'  "^'jf"  ''''''  ''  "^^  '^^^'^  f-  ht 
to  work  in  the  room  with  a  noise  of  that  sort,  and  either 


ner  things  and  left.   I  fo 
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little  bed-room,  which  was  ice-ccld,  coughing  and  crying 
over  her  sums,  which  she  was  trying  to  work  at  the  bureau. 
That  was  how  I  found  out  about  it.  The  child  would  nev-^ 
have  said  a  word  to  me." 

"How  simply  outrageous!"  said  .he  girl,  and  became 
silent  and  thoughtful. 

"Well,  what  do  you  think  I'd  better  do,  Sharlee?" 

"  I  think  you  'd  better  let  me  waylay  him  in  the  hall  after 
supper  and  tell  him  that  the  time  has  come  when  he  must 
either  pay  up  or  pack  up." 

"My  dear!  Can  you  well  be  as  blunt  as  that?" 

"  Dear  Aunt  Jennie,  as  I  view  it,  you  are  not  running  an 
eleemosynary  institution  here?" 

"Of  course  not,"  replied  Aunt  Jennie,  who  really  did  not 
know  whether  she  was  or  not. 

Sharlee  dropped  into  a  chair  and  began  manicuring  her 
pretty  little  nails.  "The  purpose  of  this  establishment  is  to 
collect  money  from  the  transient  and  resident  public.  Now 
you're  not  a  bit  good  at  collecting  money  because  you're 
so  well-bred,  but  I'm  not  so  awfully  well-bred  — " 

"You  ar«—" 

"  I  'm  bold  —  blunt  —  brazen !  I  'm  forward.  I  'm  reso- 
lute and  grim.  In  short,  I  belong  to  the  younger  generation 
which  you  despise  so  — " 

"I  don't  despise  you,  you  dear  — " 

"Come,"  said  Sharlee,  springing  up;  "let's  go  down. 
I'm  wild  to  meet  Mr.  Bylash  again.  Is  he  wearing  the 
moleskin  vest  to-night,  do  you  know?  I  was  fascinated 
by  it  the  last  time  I  was  here.  Aunt  Jennie,  what  is  the 
name  of  this  young  man  —  the  one  I  may  be  compelled  to 
bounce?" 
"His  name  is  Queed.  Did  you  ever  — ?" 
"Queed?  Queed?  Q-u-e-e-d  ?" 

"An  odd  name,  is  n't  it?  There  were  no  such  people  in 
my  day." 

"  Probably  after  to-morrow  there  will  be  none  such  once 
more." 
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"Mr  Klinker  has  christened  him  the  little  Doctor  — » 
hit  at  his  appearance  and  studious  habits,  you  s^-I^S 
even  the  servants  have  taken  it  up  "  ^"** 

"Aunt  Jennie,"  said  Sharlee  at  thp  Hrv.r    "    u 
introduce  the  little  Doctor  to  me  refer  to  ^'^    ^^^V°." 
ness  woman,  won't  you?    Lv  'Thf«  •  ^.y°"'' ^"^'■ 

Weyland,  who  looks  a?te    my'bu^nSs'ff^s r^'  "^^^ 

bowed  iZ  and  refe^^  ,o  h?r      ''^' l'^ *'  ""^  ™<»'K'', 
nor  did  he  agitu™  t^Mt  S's  L"   ll^ ^?" 

?f  oTe  s^^  r,XTi-SHlr;? 

At  supper  they  were  Uvely  and  irav    Tl,«  k  »• 
preserves  were  in  front  nf  «kl,i       f^^i      ™  ""^^  =""1 
her  side  ,«  Flfi  ,k  ™"'««'  'or  her  to  help  to;  by 

house,  upon  ^U^'^Ln  ^: ^^Xm^t^^^f!,- 

"nd^h^'r^h?±~?^^^^^^^ 

a  great  d^l  S  m^I^ell  "m'  ''".'  ?'  **^'"  '^"'«» 
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Doctor.  Mr.  Queed.  Across  the  table  from  Sharlee  stood  an- 
other. This  one  belonged  to  the  old  professor,  Nicolovius 
When  the  meal  was  well  along,  Nicolovius  came  in,  bowed 
around  the  table  in  his  usual  formal  way,  and  silently  took 
his  place.  While  Sharlee  liked  everybody  in  the  boarding, 
house,  including  Miss  Miller,  Professor  Nicolovius  was  the 
only  one  of  them  that  she  considered  at  all  interesting 
This  was  because  of  his  strongly-cut  face,  like  the  grand- 
ducal  villain  in  a  ten-twenty-thirty  melodrama,  and  his 
habit  of  saying  savage  things  in  a  soft,  purring  voice  He 
was  rude  to  everyl)od>,  and  particulariy  rude,  so  Shariee 
thought,  to  her.  As  for  the  little  Doctor,  he  did  not  come 
m  at  all.  I^alf-way  through  supper,  Shariee  looked  at  ner 
aunt  and  gave  a  meaning  glance  at  the  empty  seat. 

"I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it,"  said  Mrs.  Paynter 
sottovoce.  "He's  usually  so  regular." 

To  the  third  floor  she  dispatched  the  colored  giri  Emma 
to  knock  upon  Mr.  Queed's  door.  Presently  Emma  re- 
turned with  the  report  that  she  had  knocked,  but  could 
obtain  no  answer. 

cu"?^'®  PT°?^?'y  ^^"^"  ^^^P  o^^''  J^'s  book,"  murmured 
Sharlee.      I  feel  certain  it's  that  kind  of  book." 

But  Mrs.  Paynter  said  that  he  rarelv  slept,  even  at  night. 

".  .  .  Right  on  my  own  front  porch,  mind  you!"  Major 
Brooke  was  declaiming.  "And,  gentlemen,  I  shook n-y finger 
m  his  face  and  said,  'Sir,  I  never  yet  met  a  Republican  who 
was  not  a  rogue!'  Yes,  sir,  that  is  just  what  I  told  him  — " 
I  m  afraid,"  said  Nicolovius,  smoothly,  —  it  was  th° 
only  word  he  uttered  during  the  meal,  — "your  remark 
harrows  Miss  Weyland  with  reminders  of  tlie  late  Mr 
Surface. 

The  Major  stopped  short,  and  a  silence  fell  over  the  table 
It  was  promptly  broken  by  Mrs.  Paynter,  who  invited  Mrs.* 
Brooke  to  have  a  second  cup  of  coffee.  Sharlee  looked  at 
her  plate  and  said  nothing.  Everybody  thought  that  the 
o  d  professor's  remark  was  in  bi.d  taste,  for  it  was  gener- 
ally known  that  Henry  G.  Surface  was  one  subject  that  even 
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Miss  Weyland's  intimate  friends  never  mentioned  to  her 
Nicobvius,  how'.ver,  appeared  absolutely  uncon^rn^  by 
the  boarders'  si^nt  rebuke.  He  ate  on,  rapidly  but  absTemr 

s^s^rrrhiS:^-^  ^^-  "^'-^'  -^'  ^^^  ^^^^^^^ 

The  last  boarder  rising  -Irew  shut  the  folding-doors  into 
the  parlor  while  the  ladies  of  the  house  remained  ^super? 
intend  and  assist  in  clearing  off  the  supper  things  The 
last  boarder  this  time  was  Mr.  Bylash.  To  trii  without 
success  to  catch  Miss  Weyland's  eye  as  he  slid  tolri^r" 
He  hung  around  in  the  parlor  waiting  for  her  till  S-S^at 
which  time  having  neither  seen  nor  heard  sign  of  her '  he 
took  Miss  Miller  out  to  the  moving-picture  shows.   In  the 

things,  the  ladies  put  away  the  unused  silver,  watered  the 
geramum,  set  back  some  of  the  chairs,  folded  up  the  white 
cloth,  pladng  it  in  the  sideboard  drawer,  spread  the  p'ettv 
Turkey-red  one  m  ts  stead,  set  the  reading  lamp  ut^n  it^ 
and  just  then  the  clock  struck  eight 

"Now  then,"  said  Sharlee. 

So  the  three  sat  down  and  held  a  council  of  war  as  to  how 
httle  Doctor  Queed    the  young  man  who  would  n't  pa v 

rh\^^!:S''^'w   ^  ^"""".^^^  ^"*°  P^^«>"^J  ^o"tact  with 
Charlotte  Lee  Weyland,  the  orim  and  resolute  collector. 

£rX      S'T'"^  ^"';^  P'"°P^'  ^"^^  '""^f^  merriment 
But  the  collector  herself  adhered  to  her  original  idea  of  a 
masterly  waiting  game. 

"Only  trust  me."  said  she.   "He  can't  spend  the  rest  of 
his  life  shut  up  in  that  room  in  a  state  of  dreadful  sege 
Hunger  or  thirst  will  force  him  out;  he'll  want  to  buy  J^me 
of  those  apples,  or  to  mail  a  letter  — " 

anZtlfthTsmTnu'ti:""  ^^^  "^'^^^  ^"^^^^^  ^^"'  «° 
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"The  doctor  gave  it  to  you,  my  child,  and  it's  going  to 
make  you  better  soon." 

Shariee  followed  Fifi  out  with  troubled  eyes.  However, 
Mrs.  Paynter  at  once  drew  her  back  to  the  matter  in  hand. 

"Shariee,  do  you  know  what  would  be  the  very  way  to 
settle  this  little  difficulty?  To  write  him  a  formal,  business- 
like letter.  We'll—" 

"No,  I've  thought  of  that.  Aunt  Jennie,  and  I  don't 
believe  it 's  the  way.  A  letter  could  n't  get  to  the  bottom  of 
the  matter.  You  see,  we  want  to  find  out  something  about 
this  man,  and  why  he  isn't  paying,  and  whether  there  is 
reason  to  think  he  can  and  will  pay.  Besides,  I  think  he 
needs  a  talking  to  on  general  principles." 

"Well  —  but  how  are  you  going  to  do  it,  my  dear?" 

"Play  a  Fabian  game.  Wait!  —  be  stealthy  and  wait! 
If  he  does  n't  come  out  of  hiding  to-night,  1  '11  return  for 
him  to-morrow.  I'll  keep  on  coming,  night  after  night, 
night  after  night,  n —  Some  one's  knocking — " 

"Come  in,"  said  Mrs.  Paynter,  looking  up. 

The  door  leading  into  the  hall  opened,  and  the  man  him- 
self stood  upon  the  threshold,  looking  at  them  absently. 

"May  I  have  some  supper,  Mrs.  Paynter?  I  was  closely 
engaged  and  failed  to  notice  the  time." 

Shariee  arose.  "Certainly.  I'll  get  you  some  at  once," 
she  answered  innocently  enough.  But  to  herself  she  was 
saying:  "The  Lord  has  delivered  him  into  my  hand." 


Ill 

SHARLEE  glanced  at  Mrs.  Paynter,  who  cpuelit  her 
^^f^and  said:  "Mr.  Queed,  my  niece -Mtwey." 

But  over  the  odious  phrase,  "my  business  woman  " 
her  hi^  boggled  and  balked;  not  to  save  her  iTe  couS  she 
bnng^he^elf  to  damn  her  own  niece  with  such  S  Intrl' 

Noticing  the  omission  and  looking  thmno-h  th^  ,«, 
'V\^  5^°;;«^  -ndow-glass.^hX  sSer^  a  ir^^^^ 

s^le^H^^A  ^'-  ^"^  ^^^'  ^^'  ^^  notlugh  o  evt' 
smile  He  drew  up  a  chair  at  his  usual  place  and  sat  down 
As  by  an  mvoluntary  reflex,  his  left  hand  dropped  to3' 
his  coat-pocket.  whence  the  top  edges  of  a  b^k  could  be 
de^cned  protruding.  Mrs.  Paynter  moved  vaSelytowaS 
the  door  As  for  her  business  woman,  she  made  at  onJI  for 
the  btchen.  where  Emma  and  her  fiithful  co-worker  and 
mother,  Laura,  rose  from  their  supper  to  assist  her  W^?h 
her  own  hands  the  girl  cut  a  niece  of  th/?  *    u  r 

^^^^'   CreamS  UtatL^Xola^    l^^l^l 

a  luted  with  a  little  hot  water  to  make  out  the  full  cud- 

forth  an/"""  ""L^"^''  •"  ^  ^"^^^--^  -"  °f  whSi  duly  S 
forth  and  arranged  on  a  shiny  black  "waiter."  ^ 

..«•*•  1?"^  .  ?  "^^""^^  platform  of  doctors."  said  Sharlee 
critical  y  reviewing  the  spread.  "Thank  you  Emma  "  ' 
She  took  the  tray  in  both  hands  and  pushS  onen  the 
••"ngKloors  with  her  side,  thus  making  her  in^eTto  tJe 
dming-room  in  a  sort  of  crab-fashion    Mrs.  P^^ter  was 
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gone.  Mr.  Queed  sat  alone  in  th'i  ..ining-room.  His  book 
lay  open  on  the  table  and  he  v/as  hump^  over  it,  hand  in 
his  hair. 

Having  set  her  tray  on  the  side-table,  Sharlee  came  to  his 
side  with  the  plate  of  steak  and  potatoes.  He  did  not  stir, 
and  presently  she  murmured,  "I  beg  your  pardon." 

He  looked  up  half -startled,  not  seeming  to  take  in  for  the 
first  second  who  or  what  she  was. 
"Oh  .  .  .  yes." 

He  moved  his  book,  keeping  his  finger  in  the  place,  and 
she  set  down  the  plate.  Next  she  brought  the  appurten- 
ances one  by  one,  the  butter,  coflfee,  and  so  on.  The  old 
mahogany  side^board  yielded  knife,  fork,  and  spoon;  salt 
and  pepper;  from  the  right-hand  drawer,  a  fresh  napkin. 
These  placed,  she  studied  them,  racked  her  brains  a  mo- 
ment and,  from  across  the  table  — 

"Is  there  anything  else?" 

Mr.  Queed's  eye  swept  over  his  equipment  with  intelli- 
gent quickness.  "A  glass  of  water,  please." 

"Oh!  — Certainly." 

Sharlee  poured  a  glass  from  the  battered  silver  pitcher  on 
the  side-table — the  one  that  the  Yankees  threw  out  of  the 
window  in  May,  1862— and  duly  placed  it.  Mr.  Queed  was 
oblivious  to  the  little  courtesy.  By  this  time  he  had  propped 
his  book  open  against  the  plate  of  rolls  and  was  reading  it 
between  cuts  on  the  steak.  Beside  the  plate  he  had  laid 
his  watch,  an  open-faced  nickel  one  about  the  size  of  a 
desk-clock. 

"Do  you  think  that  is  everything?" 

"  I  believe  that  is  all." 

"Do  you  remember  me?"  then  asked  Sharlee. 

He  glanced  at  her  briefly  through  his  spectacles,  his  eyes 
soon  returning  to  his  supper. 

"I  think  not." 

The  girl  smiled  suddenly,  all  by  herself.  "It  was  my  dog 
that  — upset  you  on  Main  Street  this  afternoon.  You 
may  remember  .  .  .?  I  thought  you  seemed  to  —  to  limp 
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r  J''-"i  °^  n°  ^°"8e*l"ence,"  he  said,  with  some  s'  jnsof  un- 
Itust? "  '*°'"-  ^°"'  ~  Pleasure^og  was  uninjureS. 

"Thank  you.  He  was  never  better." 

That  the  appearance  of  the  pleasure-dog's  owner  as  a 
Zh!Z  Ifarding-house  piqued  his  curiosity  not  the 

shghtest  was  only  too  evident.  He  bowed,  his  eyes  return! 
mg  from  steak  to  book.  return 

''I  ani  obliged  to  you  for  getting  my  supper." 
haHlt^  h      ^«i'"Will  you  kindly  go?"  his  meaning  could 
hardly  have   been   more   unmistakable.     Howevei.    Mrs 

t^T  /t'"^^"'"  T"'  ^"'^  ^^'  K^°""d-  Taking  kdvan.' 
tage  of  his  gross  absorption,  she  now  looked  the  delin- 
quent  boarder  over  with  some  care.  At  first  glance  Mr 
Queed  looked  as  if  he  might  have  been  born  in  a  librarJ' 
where  he  had  unaspiringly  settled  down.  To  support  this 
mpression  there  were  his  pallid  complexion  and  enormous 
round  spectacles;  his  dusty  air  of  premature  age;  Ws^e"! 
eral  eflf^t  of  dried-up  detachment  from  his  environment 
One  noted  too,  the  tousled  mass  of  nondescript  hair,  which 
he  wore  about  a  month  too  long;  the  necktie-band  triumph- 

ISSdTi'ir  r^;  'V'%'^1'^^  '""^  ^°"-  '^-'f'  which  had  a 
s^l  undl  "  hi  °°r  T^  ^''T  ^^'^  ^  ^'"^  unwholesome 
nnZ.-  M  .  ^^  gas-hght.  On  the  other  hand  there  was  the 
undeniably  trim  cut  of  the  face,  which  gave  an  unex^^tS 
and  contradictory  air  of  briskness.  The  nose  wa^  iSdh^tS 

tion.   Probably  the  great  spectacles  were  the  tuming-ooint 
mthemanswholeeffect.  You  felt  that  if  youcouWget^our 
hands  on  him  long  enough  to  pull  those  off,  and  cut  his  hafr 
you  might  have  an  individual  who  would  not  ^  surely  hate 
been  chastened  the  little  Doctor.  ^ 

tJir^  details  the  agent  gathered  at  her  leisure.  Mean- 
time  here  was  the  situation,  stark  and  plain;  and  she  and 
she  alone,  must  handle  it.  She  must  te^^i  th  s  young  m^ 
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•o  frankly  engrossed  in  his  mental  and  material  food,  which 
he  ate  by  his  watch,  that  he  must  fork  over  four  times 
seven-fifty  or  vacate  the  premises.  .  .  .  Yes,  but  how  to  do 
it?  He  could  not  be  much  cider  than  she  herself,  but  his 
manner  was  the  most  impervious,  the  most  impossible 
that  she  had  ever  seen.  "I'm  grim  and  I'm  resolute,"  she 
said  over  to  herself;  but  the  splendid  defiance  of  the  motto 
failed  to  quicken  her  blood.  Not  even  the  recollection  of  the 
month's  sponge  for  board  and  the  house-rent  due  next  week 
spurred  her  to  action.  Then  she  thought  of  Fifi,  whom  Mr. 
Queed  had  packed  off  sobbing  for  his  good  pleasure,  and  her 
resolution  hardened. 

"  I  'm  afraid  I  must  interrupt  your  reading  for  a  moment," 

she  said  quietly."  "There  is  something  I  want  to  say.  .  .  ." 

He  <?lanced  up  for  the  second  time.   There  was  surprise 

and  some  vexation  in  the  eves  behind  his  circular  glasses, 

but  no  sign  of  any  interest. 

"Well?" 

"When  my  aunt  introduced  you  to  me  just  now  she  did 
not  —  did  not  identify  me  as  she  should  — " 
"Reaiiy,  does  it  make  any  difference?" 
"Yes,  I  think  it  does.  You  see,  I  am  ..  r.Iy  her  niece, 
but  her  business  woman,  her  agent,  as  well.  She  is  n't  very 
good  at  business,  but  still  she  has  a  good  deal  of  it  to  be 
done.  She  runs  this  boarding-place,  and  people  of  various 
kinds  come  to  her  and  she  takes  them  into  her  house.  Many 
of  these  people  are  entirely  unknown  to  her.  In  this  way 
trouble  sometimes  arises.  For  instance  people  come  now  and 
then  who  —  how  shall  I  put  it?  —  are  very  reserved  about 
making  their  board-payments.  My  aunt  hardly  knows  how 
to  deal  with  them  — " 

He  interrupted  her  with  a  gesture  and  a  glance  at  his 
watch.  "It  always  seems  to  me  an  unnecessary  waste  of 
time  not  to  be  direct.  You  have  called  to  collect  my  arrear- 
age for  board?" 

"Well,  yes.    I  have." 

"Please  tell  your  aunt  that  when  I  told  her  to  give  hereelf 


OUEED  ^9 

no  concern  about  that  matter,  I  exactly  meant  what  I  said 
To-night       received  funds  through  the  mailTthe  ^m 

Sur/to  h-'"-  /°"'  """^'"  -^'^  ^''  obviously  r^dy  To 
return  to  his  reading  matter,  "shall  have  it  all." 

.u  .1  i^  5^  *'®*'"^  delinquent  young  men  ulk  like 

to  be  introduced  to  their  funds  direct.  ^^ 

"That  would  cut  down  the  account  nicely."  said  she 
looking  at  him  pleasantly,  but  a  shade  too  hard  to  imply 
a  beautiful  trust.  She  went  on  much  like  the  firm  young 
lady  enumerators  who  take  the  census:  "By  the  wTy-1  lef 
me  ask:  Have  you  any  regular  business  or  LupaTfon?" 

inteJJ^^ktln"^^'  "  *'^  """  '"  "^-^  y^-  -««  the 

''Perhaps  you  have  friends  in  the  city,  who—" 
pera^rvtem"en^;  "^  ^^^  — ^"-id  he.  withexa. 
^^' father,"  was  surprised  from  her.  "that  you  do  not 

"They  are  the  last  thing  in  the  world  that  I  desire    Mv 
experience  m  that  direction  in  New  York  quite  suffi^  me 
I  assure  you.  I  came  here."  said  he  with  ratLr  t^TK.     ^ 
an  implication,  "to  be  let  alone  "  ^°°  ^'""^ 

fri^nds^ NetY:fk.1h;^^^^^^        ^°"  ^"^^^    ^^  ^-« 

"Yes.  I  h^^ve  two.  But  I  doubt  if  you  would  rt^arA  *u^^ 

^,?r^''lj  for  reference,.   The^t  rieSTsl^W  a 

^ZZl,  *'  °*"  "  ^  ^'^^  ''^  trade  -his  bSrt 

b«d*;rytsSe'^!^;s''~"^-'--"'«»'"'^^° 

te.3htT'  -^1'  ^  ?'^  *"  y™  «"  '^^  »  remittance 
He  put  hi,  hand  into  his  outer  breast-pocltet,  pulled  out 
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an  envelope,  and  absently  pitched  it  acroM  the  table.  She 
looked  at  it  and  taw  that  it  was  postmarked  the  dty  and 
bore  a  typewritten  address. 

"Am  I  to  open  this?" 

"Oh,  as  you  like,"  said  he,  and,  removing  the  spoon,  turned 
a  page. 

The  agent  picked  up  the  envelope  with  anticipations  oif 
helpful  clues.  It  was  her  business  to  find  out  everything 
that  she  could  about  Mr.  Queed.  A  determinedly  moneyless, 
friendless,  and  vocationless  young  man  could  not  daily  stretch 
his  limbs  under  her  aunt's  table  and  retain  the  Third  Hall 
Back  against  more  compensatory  guests.  But  the  letter 
proved  a  grievous  disappointment  to  her.  Inside  was  a 
folded  sheet  of  .cheap  white  paper,  apparently  torn  from  a 
pad.  Inside  the  sheet  was  a  new  twenty-dollar  bill.  That  was 
all.  Apart  from  the  address,  there  was  no  writing  anywhere. 

Yet  the  crisp  greenback,  incognito  though  it  came,  indu> 
bitably  suggested  that  Mr.  Queed  was  not  an  entire  stranger 
to  the  science  of  money-making. 

"  Ah,"  said  the  agent,  insinuatingly,  "  evidently  you  have 
«Ofn«  occupation,  after  all — of — of  a  productive  sort.  .  .  ." 

He  looked  up  again  with  that  same  air  of  vexed  surprise, 
as  much  as  to  say:  "What!  You  still  hanging  around!" 

"I  don't  follow  you,  I  fear." 

"  I  assume  that  this  money  comes  to  you  in  payment  for 
some  —  work  you  have  done  — " 

"It  is  an  assumption,  certainly." 

"You  can  appreciate,  perhaps,  that  I  am  not  idly  inquisi- 
tive.  I  shouldn't—" 

"What  is  it  that  you  wish  to  know?" 

"As  to  this  money  — " 

"Really,  you  know  as  much  about  it  as  I  do.  It  came 
exactly  as  I  handed  it  to  you:  the  envelope,  the  blank  paper, 
and  the  bill." 

"  But  you  know,  of  course,  where  it  comes  from  ?" 

"  I  can't  say  I  do.  Evidently,"  said  Mr.  Queed,  "  it  is 
intended  as  a  gift." 
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««lT*'*""~J^i!**P*  ^°"  ***^  *  ««^  '"«nd  here  after  all? 
Some  one  who  has  guessed  —  " 

"I  think  I  told  you  that  I  have  but  two  friends  and  I 
know  for  a  certainty  that  they  are  both  in  Ne^  York  fie- 
sides  neither  of  them  would  give  me  twenty  dollars  "' 

nt.  K  ~iS"'  ~  ^"'•"  ^'"^  '^^  K^""''  'aughing  through  her 
uuer  bewilderment  -  "are  n't  you  interested  to  know  who 
^*i  give  1  to  you?  Are  n't  you  c«ru,«.?  I  assure  you  tl^adn 
h.s  city  It's  not  a  bit  usual  to  get  money  through  the  mil b 
from  anonymous  admirers  —  " 

I  Z°J'f^  ^  "''^u^'''  this  was  a  usual  case.  I  told  you  that 
I  did  n  t  kttow  who  sent  me  this  " 
"Exactly—" 

"But  I  have  an  idea.  I  think  my  father  sent  it." 
Oh!  Your  father.  ..." 

wh^  !lf  ^^  ^  ^^^^f''  ^"  ^^^^"tric  but  well-tOKio  father, 
TnH  Vk  f  "?•  ^  ^uf""^'  y^^  ^"^  •"  t^^^"ty  dollars  now 
and  then  to  relieve  his  son's  necessities.  Sharlee  felt  her 
neart  rising. 

inl^Tj  -^'"u^  ""^  ""^'^'y  P'y'^K-  ^°"  ^  I  am  naturally 
mterested  in  the  question  of  whether  you  -  will  find  your- 
self  able  to  stay  on  here  — "  ^ 

menS"  '^^^'  '°  ""^  ^^""'^^  '°  ""^^^  "^  '^^'■^  P^^ 
"Yes." 

Throughout  this  dialogue,  Mr.  Queed  had  been  eating 

s  eadily  and  effectively.  Now  he  slid  his  knife  and  fork  into 

place  with  a  pained  glance  at  his  watch;  and  simultaneous  y 

a  change  came  oyer  his  face,  a  kind  of  tightening,  shot 

through  with  Christian  fortitude,  which  plainly  advmi^ 

an  unwelcome  resolution.  /  «»uvciusea 

"My  supper  allowance  of  time,"  he  began  warningly 

IS  practically  up^  However.  I  suppose  thTdefinite  sLtde: 

ment  of  h.s  board  question  cannot  be  postponed  further    I 

must  not  leave  you  under  any  misapprehSsions.     f  this 

money  came  from  my  father,  it  is  the  first  I  ever  had  from 

him  in  my  life.  Whether  I  am  to  get  any  more  from  him 
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IS  problematical,  to  say  the  least.  Due  consideration  must 
be  given  the  fact  that  he  and  I  have  never  met." 
"Oh!  .  .  .  Does  —  he  live  here,  in  the  dty?" 
"I  have  some  reason  to  believe  that  he  does.  It  is  in- 
deed," Mr.  Queed  set  forth  to  his  landlady's  agent,  "be- 
cause of  that  belief  that  I  have  come  here.  I  have  assumed, 
with  good  grounds,  that  he  would  promptly  make  himself 
known  to  me,  take  charge  of  things,  and  pay  my  board; 
but  though  I  have  been  here  nearly  a  month,  he  has  so  far 
made  not  the  slightest  move  in  that  direction,  unless  we 
count  this  letter.  Possibly  he  leaves  it  to  me  to  find  him, 
but  I,  on  my  part,  have  no  time  to  spare  for  any  such  un- 
dertaking. I  make  the  situation  clear  to  you?  Under  the 
circumstances  I  cannot  promise  you  a  steady  revenue  from 
my  father.  On  the  other  hand,  for  all  that  I  know,  it  may 
be  his  plan  to  send  me  money  regularly  after  this." 

There  was  a  brief  pause.  "But  —  apart  from  the  money 
consideration  —  have  you  no  interest  in  finding  him?" 

"Oh  —  if  that  is  all  one  asks!  But  it  happens  not  to  be 
a  mere  question  of  my  personal  whim.  Possibly  you  can 
appreciate  the  fact  that  finding  a  father  is  a  tremendous 
task  when  you  have  no  idea  where  he  lives,  or  what  he  looks 
hke,  or  what  name  he  may  be  using.  My  time  is  wholly 
absorbed  by  my  own  work.  I  have  none  to  give  to  a  wild- 
goose  chase  such  as  that,  on  the  mere  chance  that,  if  found, 
he  would  agree  to  pay  my  board  for  the  future." 

If  he  had  been  less  in  earnest  he  would  have  been  gro- 
tesque. As  it  was,  Sharlee  was  by  no  means  sure  that  he 
escaped  it;  and  she  could  not  keep  a  controversial  note  out 
of  her  voice  as  she  said :  — 

"Yours  must  be  a  very  great  work  to  make  you  view  the 
lindmg  of  your  father  in  that  way." 

"The  greatest  in  the  world,"  he  answered,  drily.  "I  may 
call  it,  loosely,  evolutionary  sociology." 

She  was  so  silent  after  this,  and  her  expression  was  so 
peculiar,  that  he  concluded  that  his  words  conveyed  nothing 
to  her.  * 
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JZ^Lf^''''^''^^u-  *^^^  ^"^^y*  "'^Wch  treats  of  the 
onpn,  nature,  and  history  of  human  society;  analyzes  the 
relations  of  men  in  organized  communities;  formulaS  the 
law  or  laws  o  social  progress  and  permanent;  and  SSctly 

"I  am  familiar  with  the  terms.  And  your  ambition  is  to 
become  a  great  evolutionary  sociologist?"  °'"°**  **  ^ 

Pe  smiled  faintly.   "To  become  one?" 
Oh!  Then  you  are  one  already?" 

For  answer.  Mr.  Queed  dipped  his  hand  into  his  inner 
pockety  produced  a  large  wallet,  and  from  a  mass  of  Jt^rl 
selected  a  second  envelope.  *^P^  ® 

"You  mention  references.  Possibly  these  will  imnr»oo 
you  as  even  better  than  friends."  "^'^ 

Sharlee,  seated  on  the  arm  of  Major  Brooke's  chair  ra« 

tijrmigh  the  dippings:  two  advertised J"f1  wJknown 

heavy      review   announcing    articles    by   Mr.  QuS  a 

letter  from  the  edito'r  of  the  '  "he^a^  "  ur^^^^^^^^^^ 
^eanother  article  on  a specified^bjec^.  .^^oS:;;^^!:^ 

hJth!^"^!f  ^^^'^ibit  seemed  surprisingly  formidable 

?or' Se  fee"  th'at" ^h" '"" "". "°' ^^  ^  ''''  "^ --''j-- 
lor  tne  tact  that  the  man  who  was  capable  of  so  cruellv 

elbowing  httle  Fifi  out  of  his  way  should  b^\SintS  a 

follower  of  the  tenderest  and  most  human  of  SeS^ 

"hJlZ  'T'""  T'"  '^^  ^^^'  ^^^"^ng  his  e^elope. 
•^yj  not  as  better  than  friends."  "»  envelope, 

^  Ah?  A  matter  of  taste.  Now—" 
him  -'^I.^JIS^  supposed."  continued  the  girl,  looking  at 
th^;,-.  ^^^r^°}<^  had  a  close  relation  Tiith  lif;  -  S  fact 
?o:^7maS!^°"^~"^^°"--°^^-of-lbr^^^^^ 
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"  Your  supposition  is  doubtless  sound,  though  you  express 
it  so  loosely." 

"Yet  you  feel  that  the  sociologist  has  no  such  relation?" 

He  glanced  up  sharply.  At  the  subtly  hostile  look  in  her 
eyes,  his  expression  became,  for  the  first  time,  a  little  inter- 
ested. 

"How  do  you  deduce  that?" 

"Oh!  .  .  .  It  is  loose,  if  you  like  —  but  I  deduce  it  from 
what  you  have  said  —  and  implied  —  about  your  father 
and  —  having  friends." 

But  what  she  thought  of,  most  of  all,  was  the  case  of 
Fifi. 

She  stood  across  the  table,  facing  him,  looking  down  at 
him;  and  there  was  a  faintly  heightened  coIch*  in  her  cheeks. 
Her  eyes  were  th^  clearest  lapis  lazuli,  heavily  fringed  with 
lashes  which  were  blacker  than  Egypt's  night.  Her  chin 
was  finely  and  strongly  cut;  almost  a  masculine  chin,  but 
unmasculinely  softened  by  the  sweetness  of  her  mouth. 

Mr.  Queed  eyed  her  with  some  impatience  through  his 
round  spectacles. 

"You  apparently  jumble  together  the  theory  and  what 
you  take  to  be  the  application  of  a  science  in  the  attempt 
to  make  an  impossible  unit.  Hence  your  curious  confusion. 
Theory  and  application  are  as  totally  distinct  as  the  poles. 
The  few  must  discover  for  the  many  to  use.  My  own  task — 
since  the  matter  appears  to  interest  you — is  to  work  out  the 
laws  of  human  society  for  those  who  come  after  to  practice 
and  apply." 

"And  suppose  those  who  come  after  feel  the  same  unwill- 
ingness to  practice  and  apply  that  you,  let  us  say,  feel?" 

"It  becomes  the  business  of  government  to  persuade 
them." 

"And  if  government  shirks  also?  What  is  government 
but  the  common  expression  of  masses  of  individuals  very 
much  like  yourself?" 

"There  you  return,  you  see,  to  your  fundamental  error. 
There  are  very  few  individuals  in  the  least  like  me.  I  hap- 
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pen  to  be  writing  a  book  of  great  importance,  not  to  myself 
merely^  but  to  posterity.  If  I  fail  to  finish  m^  book  inTin 

willbe  the  loser.  This  is  not  a  task  like  organizing  a  oro- 
longed  search  for  one's  father,  or  dawdling  with  fSf.  tS 
anuUion  men  can  do  equally  well.  I  alone  can  write  my 
book  Perhaps  you  now  grasp  my  duty  of  concentr^ing"  H 
my  time  and  energy  on  this  single  work  and  ruthSst 
ehmmatmg  whatever  interferes  with  it  "  '^"tniessiy 

The  gjri  found  his  incredible  egoism  at  once  amusing  and 
extremely  exasperating.  -"lusmg  anp 

of'o^Jr  S?.r',^°"^*'''\'''^  '^^'^'  "^^*  thousands 
of  other  self-absorbed  men  have  considered   their  own 

Zl't""  w^  °^  '^P'"T"  importance,  and  that  mosH 
them  have  been  —  mistaken?" 

"Really  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  other  men's  mistakes 
I  am  responsible  only  for  my  own."  ""staKes. 

"And  that  is  why  it  is  a  temptation  to  suggest  that  con- 
ceivably  you  had  made  one  here." 

"But  you  find  difficulty  in  suggesting  such  a  thoueht 
convinangly ?  That  s  because  I  have  not  conceivably  mSe 
any  such  mistake.  A  Harvey  must  discover  the  thL^y  of 
the  circu  at,on  of  the  blood;  it  is  the  business  of  less^  men 
to  apply  the  discovery  to  practical  ends.  It  takes  a^itnev 
to  invent  the  cotton  gin.  but  the  dullest  negro  roustaS 
^  operate  it.    Why  multiply  iUustratioi^of  a  truS 

^^7oJ%r:"""''  f '^  ^""^  °*^^  ^"^  ^^«»»-  ^^^  than  a^ 
phcation.    The  man  who  can  formulate  the  eternal  laws  of 

Sharlee  gazed  at  him  in  silence,  and  he  returned  her  gaze 
his  face  wearing  a  look  of  the  rankest  complacence  thaf The 
h^  ever  seen  upon  a  human  countenance  But  all  at  onc^ 
his  eyes  fell  upon  his  watch,  and  his  brow  clouded. 

qu^rioTorm;  bSLT  °"  ^'™^^'^'  "^^^^  ----  t^e 
"Yes Do  I  understand  that  you  — derive  your 
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living  from  these  social  laws  that  you  write  up  for  others 
to  practice?" 

"Oh,  no  —  impossible!  There  is  no  living  to  be  made 
there.  When  my  book  comes  out  there  may  be  a  different 
story,  but  that  is  two  years  and  ten  months  off.  Every 
minute  taken  from  it  for  the  making  of  money  is,  as  you 
may  now  understand,  decidedly  unfortunate.  Still,"  he 
added  depressedly,  "  I  must  arrange  to  earn  something,  I 
suppose,  since  my  father's  assistance  is  so  problematical.  I 
worked  for  money  in  New  York,  for  awhile." 

"Oh  — did  you?" 

"Yes,  I  helped  a  lady  write  a  thesaurus." 

"Oh.  ..." 

"  It  was  a  mefe  fad  with  her.  I  virtually  wrote  the  work 
for  her  and  charged  her  five  dollars  an  hour."  He  looked 
at  her  narrowly.  "  Do  you  happen  to  know  of  any  one  here 
who  wants  work  of  that  sort  done?" 

The  agent  did  not  answer.  By  a  series  of  covert  glances 
she  had  been  trying  to  learn,  upside  down,  what  it  was  that 
Mr.  Queed  was  reading.  "Sociology,"  she  had  easily  picked 
out,  but  the  chapter  heading,  on  the  opposite  page,  was  more 
troublesome,  and,  deeply  absorbed,  she  had  now  just  suc- 
ceeded in  deciphering  it.  The  particular  division  of  his  sub- 
ject in  which  Mr.  Queed  was  so  much  engrossed  was  called 
"  Man's  Duty  to  His  Neighbors." 

Struck  by  the  silence,  Sharlee  looked  up  with  a  small 
start,  and  the  faintest  possible  blush.  "I  beg  your  par- 
don?" 

"  I  asked  if  you  knew  of  any  lady  here,  a  wealthy  one, 
who  would  like  to  write  a  thesaurus  as  a  fad." 

The  girl  was  obliged  to  admit  that,  at  the  moment,  she 
could  think  of  no  such  person.  But  her  mind  fastened  at 
once  on  the  vulgar,  hopeful  fact  that  the  unsocial  sodol- 
ologist  wanted  a  job. 

"That's  unfortunate,"  said  Mr.  Queed.  "I  suppose  I 
must  accept  a  little  regular,  very  remunerative  work  —  to 
settle  this  board  question  ouce  and  for  all.  An  hour  or  two 
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a  day,  at  most.   However,  it  is  not  easy  to  lay  one's  hand 
on  such  work  in  a  strange  city." 

^vJn  rut.'.^'"  ^^  ^^^^  '  '-^  ^"  apprSrrf^: 

notTot'drctI"'''  '"'  ''  ^"  """"^^  --^^  °f  t^- 
He  sat,  slightly  frowning,  impatiently  fingering  the  paees 
of  his  book.   The  hit  bounded  off  him  likl  a  rubter  b^ 
^'Jirn^^f."'^  *^^  ^'■^^^  Wall  of  China.  * 

Well?    he  demanded.  "What  have  you  to  propose? " 
The  agent  sat  down  in  a  chair  across  the  table.  V^Uiam 
ramker's  chair  and  rested  her  chin  upon  her  shaj^iy  S 
hand.   The  other  shapely  little  hand  toyed  with  the  crisn 
twenty  dollar  bHl,  employing  it  to  trace  geometric  des'Z 
upon  the  colored  table-cloth.    Mr.  Queed  had  o^cSto 
consult  his  watch  again  before  «he  raised  her  hea^      °"  '° 
I  propose,    she  said,  "that  you  apply  for  some  soecial 
editorial  work  on  the  Post  "  special 

''Seo?tw'''''''  The  morning  newspaper  here?" 

1.^1  't"f^^-'  ^''l"^"^  i^^Shed.    It  was  a  curious,  slow 

t^\  KrT°^  ^^^'  ^^^  "^"^^'^  ^hich  accompUsh^  k 
were  flabby  for  want  of  exercise.  "^mpusnea  it 

''And  who  writes  the  editorials  on  the  Post  now?" 
A  genUeman  named  Colonel  Cowles  — " 
Ah!  His  articles  on  taxation  read  as  if  they  might  have 
been  written  by  a  military  man.  I  happened  to'^-Sd  onel^e 
day  before  yesterday.  It  was  most  amusing  -" 

^^^xcuse  me.  Colonel  Cowles  is  a  friend  of  mine  -" 
If  '1.  J        ^  ^^^}  ^^^  ^°  ^"^  "^^^  h'«  poetical  economy? 

Sharlee  rose,  decidedly  irritated.    "Well  — that  is  mv 
SnigSi."  '""^^'^  ^°"  ""^  «"^  ''  -^^  thiX  ovTr' 
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"The  Post  pays  its  contributors  well,  I  suppose?" 

"That  you  would  have  to  take  up  with  its  owners." 

"Clearly  the  paper  needs  the  services  of  an  expert  — 
though,  of  course,  I  could  not  give  it  much  time,  only  enough 
to  pay  for  my  keep.  The  suggestion  is  not  a  bad  one  —  not 
at  all.  As  to  applying,  as  you  call  it,  is  this  amiable  Colonel 
Cowles  the  person  to  be  seen?" 

"Yes.  No  —  wait  a  minute."  She  had  halted  in  her  pro- 
gress to  the  door;  her  mind's  eye  conjured  up  a  probable 
interview  between  the  Colonel  and  the  scientist,  and  she 
hardly  had  the  heart  to  let  it  go  at  that.  Moreover,  she 
earnestly  wished,  for  Mrs.  Paynter's  reasons,  that  the  ten- 
ant of  the  third  hall  back  should  become  associated  with 
the  pay-envelope  system  of  the  city.  "Listen,"  she  went 
on.  "  I  know  one  of  the  directors  of  the  Post,  and  shall  be 
glad  to  speak  to  him  in  your  behalf.  Then,  if  there  is  an 
opening,  I'll  send  you,  through  my  aunt,  a  card  of  intro- 
duction to  him  and  you  can  go  to  see  him." 

"Could  n't  he  come  to  see  me?  I  am  enormously 
busy." 

"So  is  he.  I  doubt  if  you  could  expect  him  to  — " 

"H'm.  Very  well.  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your  sugges- 
tion. Of  course  I  shall  take  no  step  in  the  matter  until  I 
hear  from  you." 

"Good-evening,"  said  the  agent,  icily. 

He  bowed  slightly  in  answer  to  the  salute,  uttering  no 
further  word ;  for  him  the  interview  ended  right  there,  cleanly 
and  satisfactorily.  From  the  door  the  girl  glanced  back.  Mr. 
Queed  had  drawn  his  heavy  book  before  him,  pencil  in  hand, 
and  was  once  more  engrossed  in  the  study  and  annotation 
of  "Man's  Duty  to  His  Neighbors." 

In  the  hall  Sharlee  met  Fifi,  who  was  tipping  toward  the 
dining-room  to  discover,  by  the  frank  method  of  ear  and 
keyhole,  how  the  grim  and  resolute  collector  was  faring. 

"You're  still  alive,  Sharlee!  Any  luck?" 

"The  finest  in  the  world,  darling!  Twenty  dollars  in  the 
hand  and  a  remunerative  job  for  him  in  the  bush." 
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herif/„ifv„'S*'""^"""-  "««-W"  .aid  she" 

"■■^v'e-S'  ^'^'^^?"-  "ttlr"*  ™"-  «'•' 

^j  Why.    ,a.d  F.fi,  "I  don't  think  he  feel,  that  way  at 

paA^c'  HT'.ThetddriitTt"  •"''"  t™  •»  ■■>«»"ely 
ha.  never  dawned  on  Wrn^'    "'*  ™"  '"  «■*  W"".  and  it 

ATr  M  in'hroiJrJirv^"™  ^"^  "-^  "•-^-s 

that  there  wa.  ^JmetWng™  j '  i'„''^L;f  T-™*  "•  ^'""^^ 
cousin.  For  she  had  starfj^  i  •  ^  *''""  ">  her  little 
Mr.  Queed  that  hXr^l  - -,V^^in.„tion  to  teU 
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Relating  how  Two  Stars  in  their  Courses  fought  for  Mr. 
Queed;  and  how  he  accepted  Remunerative  Employment 
under  Colonel  Cowles,  the  Military  Political  Economist. 

THE  stars  in  their  courses  fought  for  Mr.  Queed  in  those 
days.  Somebody  had  to  fight  for  him,  it  seemed, 
since  he  was  so  little  equipped  to  fight  for  himself, 
and  the  stars  kindly  undertook  the  assignment.  Not  merely 
had  he  attracted  the  militant  services  of  the  bright  little  ce- 
lestial body  whose  earthly  agent  was  Miss  Charlotte  Lee  Wey- 
land ;  but  this  little  body  chanced  to  be  one  of  a  system  or 
galaxy,  associated  with  and  exercising  a  certain  power,  akin 
to  gravitation,  over  that  strong  and  steady  planet  known 
among  men  as  Charles  Gardiner  West.  And  the  very  next 
day,  the  back  of  the  morning's  mail  being  broken,  the  little 
star  used  some  of  its  power  to  draw  the  great  planet  to  the 
telephone,  while  feeling,  in  a  most  unstellar  way,  that  it  was 
a  decidedly  cheeky  thing  to  do.  However,  nothing  could 
have  exceeded  the  charming  radiance  of  Planet  West,  and  it 
was  he  himself  who  introduced  the  topic  of  Mr.  Queed,  by 
inquiring,  in  mundane  language,  whether  or  not  he  had  been 
fired. 

"No!"  laughed  the  star.  "  Instead  of  firing  him,  I  'm  now 
bent  on  hiring  him.  Oh,  you  *d  better  not  laugh !  It 's  to  you 
I  want  to  hire  him!" 

But  at  that  the  shining  Planet  laughed  the  more. 

"What  have  I  done  to  be  worthy  of  this  distinction?  Also, 
what  can  I  do  with  him?  To  paraphrase  his  own  inimitable 
remark  about  your  dog,  what  is  the  object  of  a  man  like  that? 
What  is  he  for?" 

Sharlee  dilated  on  the  renown  of  Mr.  Queed  as  a  writer 
upon  abstruse  themes.  Mr.  West  was  not  merely  agreeable; 
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?JL  ?  '^^'.'^^^'  ''  "^med  that  at  the  very  last  meeting  of 
the  Post  directoiB-to  which  body  Mr.  West  had  SLn 
elected  at  the  stockholders'  meeting  iLt  Junr^  it  h^  i^n 
decided  that  Colonel  Cowles  should  have  a  little  hel^nlhe 

T:^n:'^:'^L  J'; r^'  -^ growing;  the  cl^e! 
was  «8e»n«.  The  point  had  been  to  find  the  help.  Who  knew 

l4"g  for?"  '"''  '^*''~"  ^"  ^^^  ^^^  --  ^»^ey  we« 

Jl '  il/f "  on  him  -  at  your  aunt's,  shall  I  ?  -  to-day  if  I 
can.  Why,  not  a  bit  of  it!  The  thanks  are  quite  the  other 

T^'^  "SX:'"™  °"'  ^"°^«'  CharlesA.  Da,L  deverly 
uS?"  ^^""*^^y°"««'"«t<>haveanother half-Say 

Sharlee  left  the  telephone  thinking  that  Mr.  West  was 

r„Hrl5'"'K^'  "'•^  '^'  ^"^^-  Ninfty-nine  men  ott  o^^ 
hundred,  m  his  position,  would  have  said,  "  Send  him  to  se^ 

"!i  L  5*'u^f*^  ^^  ^'^'  "  I '"  «"  on  Wm  at  your  a™  ^t'^^ 
and  had  absolutely  refused  to  pose  as  the  gracious  dtj^n^r 
of  patronage.  However,  a  great  many  p^ple  shared^^' 
lee  8  opmion  of  Charles  Gardiner  West  ^e  of  them  walk^ 
mto  his  office  at  that  very  moment,  also  petitS  fS 

aSl'e^lt^"^  T''^  '^^  ^'^  just^a^s^mf  ut 
^^tle'^^t^r^lTb^"!^^^^^  - 

S^;    "uf?'  *""  "^^"^  ^^^^  •'  ^"other  thought   The  fof: 

riTn"?  "?''«  ^^  ''^"*  *°  New  York  with  a  liftle  party  of 

friends,  chiefly  on  pleasure  bent;  and.  having  no  partSrlv 

SS''S'rl'^""lL^  r'^  happyVyr^t'th^ 
metropolis    Hence  it  happened  that  Sharlee,  leamine  from 

^^eZ^Tu^^^t^'^T'"'^  -"«^ fordngSn'r 
SterThl  .1     u     ^^'  "^^^  '^  convenient,  about  five  days 

stLt  aJj^f^^"' ?"''"'?^^°"'  *°  ™^*  Mr.  West  u^n  the 

^C^hTy  tl^/^^v '^^^^^^^  """^S  ?^^'r  ^«"  y-  how  it  ^done 
T  ^A       ivZ?  ^^'   ®"®  ^^^  »n  the  most  casual  way  "shall 
I  send  my  little  Doctor  Queed  to  call  upon  you  «>me  day  ?  " 
West  was  agreeably  contrite;  abused  Wnilf  fTa  SL 
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lackwit  who  was  Blated  for  an  unwept  grave;  promised  to 
call  that  very  day;  and,  making  a  memorandum  the  instant 
he  got  back  to  the  office,  this  time  did  not  fail  to  keep  his 

wordi 

Not  that  Mr.  Queed  had  been  inconvenienced  by  the  little 
delay.  The  minute  after  his  landlady's  agent  left  him,  he  had 
become  immersed  in  that  great  ^ork  of  his,  and  there  by  day 
and  night,  he  had  remained.  Having  turned  over  to  the  agent 
the  full  responsibi  ity  for  finding  work  for  him,  he  no  longer 
had  to  bother  his  head  about  it.  The  whole  matter  dropped 
gloriously  from  his  mind;  he  read,  wrote,  and  avoided  prac- 
ticing sociology  with  tremendous  industry;  and  thus  he 
might  have  gone  on  for  no  one  knows  how  long  had  there  not, 
at  five  o'clock  on  the  fifth  day,  come  a  knock  upon  his  door. 

"Well? "  he  called,  annoyed. 

Emma  came  in  with  a  card.  The  name,  at  which  the  young 
man  barely  glanced,  conveyed  nothing  to  him. 

"Well?  What  does  he  want?" 

Emma  did  not  know. 

"Oh! "  said  Mr.  Queed,  irritably— "tell  him  to  come  up, 

if  he  must."  ^.  ,.      t.   ,       ,  ^ 

The  Post  director  came  up  -     vo  flights ;  he  knocked ;  was 

curtly  bidden  to  enter;  did  sc 

He  stepped  into  one  of  tl.  smallest  rooms  he  had  ever 
seen  in  his  life;  about  nine  by  five-and-a-half,  he  thought.  A 
tiny  single  bed  ran  along  one  side  of  it;  jammed  agdnst  the 
foot  of  the  bed  was  a  tiny  table.  A  tiny  chair  stood  at  the 
table;  behind  the  chair  stood  a  tiny  bureau;  beside  the  bu- 
reau, *.he  tiniest  little  iron  wash-stand  in  the  world.  In  the 
chair  sat  a  man,  not  tiny,  indeed,  but  certainly  nobody's 
prize  giant.  He  sat  in  a  kind  of  whirling  tempest  of  books 
and  papers,  and  he  rode  absorbedly  in  the  whirlwind  and 
majestically  directed  the  storm. 

West  was  intensely  interested.  "Mr.  Queed?  he  asked, 
from  just  inside  the  door. 

"Yes,"  said  theother,not  looking  up.  "Whatcan  I  do  for 

you?  " 
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could  n't  help  it. 


West  burst  out  laughing; 

"  Maybe  you  can  do  a  great  deal,  Mr.  yueed.  un  tne 
other  hand  maybe  I  can  do  some  little  trifle  for  you.  Which 
leg  the  boot  is  on  nobody  on  earth  can  say  at  this  juncture. 
I  have  ventured  to  call,"  said  he,  "as  an  ambassador  from 
the  morning  Post  of  this  city." 

"The  Post?" 

The  name  instantly  started  Queed's  memory  to  workmg; 
he  recalled  something  about  the  Post—  as  yet,  so  it  hap- 
pened, only  the  copy  of  it  he  had  read;  and  he  turned  and 
looked  around  with  slow  professorial  amusement  kindling 

in  his  eyes.  .      ,  ^     ,        l 

"Ah!"  said  he.  "Possibly  you  are  Colonel  Cowles,  the 
military  political  economist? "  , .     .. 

West  was  more  amused  than  ever.  "No,'  said  he,  on  the 
contrary,  West  is  the  name,  C.  G.  West  —  to  correspond, 
you  know,  with  the  one  on  that  card  you  have  in  your  hand. 
I  '11  sit  down  here  on  the  bed— shall  I?— so  that  we  can  talk 
more  comfortably.  Sitting  does  help  the  flow  of  ideas  so 
remarkably,  don't  you  find?  I  am  trespassing  on  your  time, 
said  he,  "at  the  suggestion  of-— an  acquaintance  of  yours, 
who  has  been  telUng  me  great  things  about  your  work." 
Queed  looked  completely  puzzled.  ^^ 

"  The  Post,  Mr.  Queed,"  went  on  West  agreeably,  is  al- 
ways looking  for  men  who  can  do  exceptional  work.  There- 
fore, I  have  come  to  consider  with  you  whether  we  might 
not  make  an  arrangement  to  our  mutual  advantage." 

At  that  the  whole  thing  came  back  to  the  young  man.  He 
had  agreed  to  take  light  remunerative  work  to  pay  his  board, 
and  now  the  day  of  reckoning  was  at  hand.  His  heart  grew 
heavy  within  him. 

"Well,"  said  he,  exactly  as  he  had  said  to  the  agent, 
"what  have  you  to  propose?  " 

"  I  thought  of  proposing,  first,  that  you  give  me  some  idea 
of  what  you  have  done  and  can  do  on  lines  useful  for  a  daily 
newspaper.  How  does  that  method  of  procedure  strike 
you?  " 


^Jl^pj 

tV 

1 

m 

44 


QUBED 


Q«««<1  produced  hit  celebrated  envelope  of  dipDinm  Aim 
he  hunted  up  one  or  two  .tray  cuttings  which  provSto  be 
editonai.  he  had  written  on  alignment,  for  a  N^  York 
newapaper.  West  ran  through  them  with  intelUgent  quick- 
ness>  • 

"I  say!  These  are  rather  fine,  you  know.  This  article 
c«^the  income  tax  now -just  right! -just  the  «,rt  of 

Queed  sat  witF.  lis  hand  clamped  on  his  head,  which  was 
achmg  rather  badly,  as  indeed  kdid  about  tCfou.!S: 
Ot  the  umu. 

"0,'i,  yes,"  he  said  wearily. 

"vL^^^u    "^  *"?  to  you!"   added  West  presently. 
You  re  rather  out  of  my  depth  here,  but  at  least  I  know 
enough  political  economy  to  know  what  is  good  " 

a.^^lTn'tj^t   ?!!??•  r"*"8^'  ^^^  good-humored  and 

Sh'  »riB"*^  ^"^^^  ^^^  ^'  *^'"'  "°^  ^^  good-humored 
and  anything  but  gay.  Doubtless  it  would  have  surprised 
the  young  Doctor  very  much  to  know  that  West  was  feeUnjr 

w^  for  wZr^  ^^"'  ^°'  **  ^^^  ™°'"^"'  ^^  ""^  '~""« 
'•  Now  look  here,"  said  West. 

;nJ?.^-^''^fi.V'^  ^°^  ^^^  ^^''  ^^^'«*  *  "^an  to  write  sleep- 
mducing  fillers -"occasional  articles  of  weight  and  aSl 
thonty  was  the  way  he  put  it  —  and  wanted  to  know  if 
such  an  opemng  would  interest  Mr.  Queed.  Queed  said  he 
suppc^  so,  provided  the  Post  took  little  of  his  time  and 
paid  his  board  in  return  for  it.  West  had  no  doubt  that 
everything  could  be  satisfactorily  arranged. 

"Colonel  Cowles  is  the  man  who  hires  and  fires,"  he  ex- 

t^r  ri/^rH°  "^u^Z '''  ^  ^^y  °^  ^°'  ^^^  you?  Mean, 
time,  I II  tell  him  all  about  you. 

Presently  West  smiled  himself  out,  leaving  Queed  decid- 
edly relieved  at  the  brief  reprieve.  He  had  been  harried  by 
the  fear  that  his  visitor  would  insist  on  his  stopping  to  pro- 
duce  an  article  or  so  while  he  waited.  However,  the  time  had 
come  when  the  inevitable  had  to  be  faced.  His  golden  pri- 
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vacy  mutt  be  ravished  for  the  grim  god  of  bread  and  meat 
The  next  afternoon  he  put  on  hit  hat  with  a  bad  grace,  and 
went  forth  to  seek  Colonel  Cowlet,  editor-in-chief  of  the 
leading  paper  in  the  State. 

The  morning  Post  was  an  old  paper,  which  had  been  in 
the  hands  of  a  single  family  from  a.  d.  1846  till  only  the 
other  day.  It  had  been  a  power  during  the  war,  a  favorite 
mouthpiece  of  President  Davis.  It  had  stood  like  a  wall 
during  the  cruelties  of  Reconstruction;  had  fought  the  good 
fight  for  white  man's  rule;  had  crucified  carpet-baggism  and 
scalawaggery  upon  a  cross  of  burning  adjective.  Later  it 
had  labored  gallantly  for  Tilden;  denounced  Hayes  as  a 
robber;  idolized  Cleveland;  preached  free  trade  with  pure 
passion;  swallowed  free  silver;  stood  "regular,"  though  not 
without  grimaces,  through  Bryanism.  The  Post  was,  in 
short,  a  paper  with  an  honorable  history,  and  everybody 
felt  a  kind  of  affection  for  it.  The  plain  fact  remained, 
however,  that  within  recent  years  a  great  many  worthy 
persons  had  acquired  the  habit  of  reading  the  more  hustline 
State.  * 

The  Post,  not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it,  had  for  a 
time  run  fast  to  seed.  The  third  generation  of  its  owners 
had  lost  their  money,  mostly  in  land  speculations  in  the 
suburbs  of  New  York  City,  and  in  the  State  of  Oregon. 
You  could  have  thrown  a  brick  from  their  office  windows 
and  hit  far  better  land  speculations,  but  they  had  the  com- 
mon fault  of  believing  that  things  far  away  from  home 
are  necessarily  and  always  thr  best.  The  demand  rose 
for  bigger,  fatter  newspapers,  with  comic  sections  and 
pl€.ity  of  purple  ink,  and  the  Pcsi's  owners  found  them- 
selves unable  to  supply  it.  In  fact  they  had  to  retort  by 
mortgaging  their  property  to  the  hilt  and  cutting  expenses 
to  rock-bottom.  These  were  dark  days  for  the  Post.  That 
it  managed  to  survive  them  at  all  was  due  chiefly  to  the 
personality  of  Colonel  Cowles,  who,  though  doubtless 
laughable  as  a  political  economist,  was  yet  considered  to 
have  his  good  points.    But  the  Hercules-labor  grew  too 
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fct]:;je:r?&^^^^^^^^^  beaded  stnught  for 

in  and  bought  it.  I^e^YnVrLts  !^"*.''.'"^^«"^y  stepped 
pssive  men  of  the  ^unl^J^'^T'"''?  '^^V  of  p*!^ 

hauledandreoi^anizedXp^^pe'^TraS'"^ 

ink,  and  were  now  irraHnrm,T-.'"'^«"eeded  purple 

the  dividend-p^yrnl^^^^^^^^^^  '^^  o'^  Paper  bLic'to 

child's  play  t'o  h^t"  MaiLS^oV"  fh  "^^^  ^  ""''''  -- 
himself;  the  dty  editor  was  h,?„!l  i^^'.^  ^^  "«"«  but 
piece;  even  the  august  buSiSs  ZIZ  "^"^'^^  ^"^  "O"^^. 
great  advertisers  on  fequal  tems  t-^^"-'  ^^^^  "tingled  with 
from  him.  In  addition  the  r^<!'  T  ^"""^  '°  ^^^  orders 
editorials  every  day  Of  thjS^^f  '^?'f  '^'^  ^^^^"^^  of 
at  this  pointlhat  there  we^H^'rt  »t  is  enough  to  say 

Toward  this  dominLT^^^f  S^i'^^  ^-™- 
cant  for  work  now  made  hif^y  He^^^  '^t.^**"^  WU- 
figure  upon  the  street,  did  MrOueS  h?. f "  ^'^"^-minded 
hi«  crossings  withoui  mishan  llSi-  .^  ?'j ''™^  ^«  "»ade 
landed  at  the  I>ost  buiSw  ^^nd  ^nT'^.  ^^  ^°««'  »»« 
a  room  described   as  ''mtotiaV'l^Tu    ^^.""^^'•«*  »"to 

fnendly  young  giri  sitting  the^tun^^^^^^^^  ^'"^°°'-  ^ 
wnter,  referred  him  to  theneS'Sffi-  ^.^^^  °"  *  ^yP^- 
opemng  the  connecting  ^<:r:i^.' ^t^y^^^^^: 

inil"^;t'SL1;3ffl^^^^  man  sat 

black  pencil  in  a  w" oiSw  ^    a  ''S^"^^  ^'^^  «  very 
the  door  opened.  ^P'^'^^^K  hand.   He  glanced  up  ^ 

"Colonel  Cowles?" 

Oh -Mr.  Q«e«J!    Certainly -certainly.    Sit  d<«„. 
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t  Jf 'rr  ^y"  .^'^^•"^  y--  -  Let  mc  get  those  papel' 

some  day.  How"ver  Wstead  l,TtP'"^r.  ^"'^  ^^^  ^im 
of  Judah;  his  eye  wL  kfnd'v  hr'  ^  'i°"  '  °^  '^^  '"^^ 
ous.  and  charming  Qu^h^H  "^""^!;d'gnified,  courte- 
Colonel  right  in  hfsvi?ws^„J:^i^'.^f^  "°Vo  set  the 
a  useless  discussion  which  wo.?^.u'  ^  '^'^"'^  ™^^"  only 

gentleman's  Politrin^JfrLTeti^elot^^^  ^'^  °''^' 

the  city  and  so  forth  he  for  thT.r  '^  'mpressions  of 

est  possible  replies  fiu"  the  Col^nTl'  ''^'°"  ^^^^  ^^^  ^"ef. 
trine  that  time  is  farrorlth^n  ZJ '  "°  ^^'^^  °^  *^^  ^°<^- 
monologue,  kindly  dTsknS  to  •  ^^' T"^  °^ '"*°  ^  ^°ng 
^r^^-ofhisnLtruld^^^^^ 

a  ^ioublest^.^:?;^S:X  '^  ^«  «¥  ^^at  :JiX  long- 

different  in  the  old  davs  Trer^    iL^'T'  ^"^  ''  ^^  ^ery 
to  come  tinkling  down^ioundThr.^'"  ^^^"  '^^  ^°^«  "«ed 
A  twelve-story  office  EunXg'^^^f^^^^^^^^ 
year.  We  have  here  the  finitril  "^^  /^^  ^^°''^  another 
the  Union.  You  comet  them  S  Vt"a  ,•'"  'r*  ^"^'^  ^" 
interest.   We  are  changing  fa^i    ekn  nt    ""^  of  exceptional 
I  do  not  hold  with  tho^who  tairi^i?  •?  ^°'^^'^  ^^"^  ^^t. 
but  God  gr^nt  that  o^  St  Ire  se    in  h"^"  .'°  "^  P^°^^' 
section  of  the  country  is  movL  '^'^  "«^^  P^^^-  No 

believe,  with  all  our  ^u Its   toX^.."'°'"/^Pi^'y'  °'-'  ^«  ' 
own  eyes  have  seen  from  thL^  •^'/"'^'  ''^^^  *^«-  My 
stagnant  in  tradeTndpoTulI?^  ^f^  ^  '''•°^^"  town, 
transform  itself  ^^^XsSen^^^^^^ 
before  you.   Our  faces   tL  £  1     '^1'"^  "*y  yo"  see 
at  last  toward  the  fSure    Frol      ""^  ^^^^^'•^'  ^'^  «et 
another  the  spirit  of  ho„o!ihl!         °"^  5"^  ^^  ^^^^  State  to 
our  people.   We'htve°r:^^ti^:Sfrand^^^^^^^^^ 
our  school  system.  We  have  w^rfS  of  ITk'^  '"P'"°^^ 
laying  the  foundations  of  a  nerXl^^li^t^^^^^^^  ^l 
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are  doing  wonders  for  the  public  health.  Our  farmers  are 
learning  to  practice  the  new  agriculture  —  with  plenty  of 
lime,  sir,  plenty  of  lime.  They  grasp  the  fact  that  com  at  a 
hundred  bushels  to  the  acre  is  no  dream,  but  the  most 
vital  of  realities.  Our  young  men  who  a  generation  ago 
left  us  for  the  irrigated  lands  of  your  Northwest,  are  at  last 
understanding  that  the  finest  farmlands  in  the  country  are 
at  their  doors  for  half  the  price.  With  all  these  changes 
has  come  a  growing  independence  in  political  thought. 
The  old  catchwords  and  bogies  have  lost  their  power.  We 
no  longer  think  that  whatever  wears  the  Democratic  tag 
IS  necessarily  right.  We  no  longer  measure  every  Repub- 
lican by  Henry  G.  Surface.  We  no  longer  .  .  ." 

Queed,  somewhat  interested  in  spite  of  himself,  and  toler- 
ably familiar  with  history,  interrupted  to  ask  who  Henry 
G.  Surface  might  be.  The  question  brought  the  Colonel 
up  with  a  jolt. 

^^  "Ah,  well,"  said  he  presently,  with  a  wave  of  his  hand, 

you  will  hear  that  story  soon  enough."  He  was  silent  a 
moment,  and  then  added,  sadly  and  somewhat  sternly: 

Young  man,  I  have  reserved  one  count  in  the  total,  the 
biggest  and  best,  for  the  last.  Keep  your  ear  and  eye  open  — 
and  I  mean  the  inner  ear  and  eye  as  well  as  the  outer  — 
keep  your  mind  open,  above  all  keep  your  heart  open,  and 
it  will  be  given  you  to  understand  that  we  have  here  the 
bravest,  the  sweetest,  and  the  kindliest  people  in  the  world. 
The  Lord  has  been  good  to  you  to  send  you  among  them. 
This  IS  the  word  of  a  man  in  the  late  evening  of  life  to  one  in 
the  hopeful  morning.  You  will  take  it,  I  hope,  without 
offense.  Are  you  a  Democrat,  sir?" 

"I  am  a  rolitical  economist." 

The  Colcael  smiled.  "Well  said,  sir.  Science  knows  no 
party  lines.  Your  chosen  subject  rises  above  the  valley  of 
partisanry  where  we  old  wheel-horses  plod  —  stinging  each 
other  in  the  dust,  as  the  poet  finely  says.  Mr.  West  has  told 
me  of  your  laurels."  * 

He  went  on  to  outline  the  business  side  of  what  the  Post 
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had  to  offer.  Queed  found  himself  invited  to  write  a  certain 
number  of  editorial  articles,  not  to  exceed  six  a  week,  under 
the  Colonel's  direction.  He  had  his  choice  of  working  on 
space,  at  the  rate  of  five  dollars  per  colunrn,  payment  de- 
pendent upon  publication;  or  of  drawing  a  fixed  honorarium 
of  ten  dollars  per  week,  whether  called  on  for  the  stipulated 
six  articles  or  for  no  articles  at  all.  Queed  decided  to  accept 
the  fixed  honorarium,  hoping  that  there  would  be  many 
weeks  when  he  would  be  called  on  for  no  articles  at  all.  A 
provisionjil  arrangement  to  run  a  month  was  agreed  upon. 

"I  have,"  said  the  Colonel,  "already  sketched  out  some 
work  for  you  to  begin  on.  The  legislature  meets  here  in 
January.  It  is  important  to  the  State  that  our  whole  tax- 
system  should  be  overhauled  and  reformed.  The  present 
system  is  a  mere  crazy-quilt,  unsatisfactory  in  a  thousand 
ways.  I  suggest  that  you  begin  with  a  careful  study  of  the 
law,  making  yourself  familiar  with  — " 

"I  am  already  familiar  with  it." 

"Ah!  And  what  do  you  think  of  it?" 
"  It  is  grotesque." 

"Good!  I  like  a  clean-cut  expression  of  opinion  such  as 
that,  sir.  Now  tell  me  your  criticisms  on  the  law  as  it 
stands,  and  what  you  suggest  as  remedies." 

Queed  did  so  briefly,  expertly.  The  Colonel  was  consider- 
ably impressed  by  his  swift,  searching  summaries. 

"We  may  go  right  ahead,"  said  he.  "I  wish  you  would 
block  out  a  series  of  articles  —  eight,  ten,  or  twelve,  as  you 
think  best  —  designed  to  prepare  the  public  mind  for  a 
thorough-going  reform  and  point  the  way  that  the  reform 
should  take.  Bring  this  schedule  to  me  to-morrow,  if  you 
will  be  so  good,  and  we  will  go  over  it  together." 

Queed,  privately  amused  at  the  thought  of  Colonel 
Cowles's  revising  his  views  on  taxation,  rose  to  go. 

"By  the  bye,"  said  the  Colmel,  unluckily  struck  by  a 
thought,  "  I  myself  wrote  a  p;  iminary  article  on  tax  re- 
form a  week  or  so  ago,  meaning  to  follow  it  up  with  others 
later  on.  Perhaps  you  had  best  read  that  before  — " 
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;;i  have  already  read  it." 

rather  amusing.''  ^'  '  "^^^  ^y  that  I  thought  it 

The  Colonel  looked  nettlerf    H«  -      u   ' 
man,  but  in  his  age  he  had  leamLT^  ^^  "f-'"'^  ^  ^^°^«"c 
tK»n  and  affray,  and  now^day^Spt  Idih?''?'  °'  ^^^P"^" 
self.  "J'"  '^ept  a  tight  rem  upon  him- 

'You   are   frank    sir 'f.* 

Doubtless  vour  work  will  J^   *   commendable    quality 
blush."  "^""'^  ^^"  P"t  ^y  own  poor  efforts  toihe 

TLtoloSraCdS  ^°^o-'  Cowles." 

his  new  assista'nftrsup^^ftH't^,^^^^  of  inviting 

dignity,  and  Queed  ea^rl^ Lft  iTm  I^^  ""b'  ^^^  with 
m  the  elevator,  the  youne  „"  i  5  ^I*"^"*^  **  his  watch 
mcluding  going  and  cZS^r^ouS'ltfl'  ''-^  ^"^^™-' 
tune,  which  was  tenminutefCrela^e^ar^^^^^^^ 


vv 


Selections  from  Contemi>ornr^,  n^-  • 
concerning  ffenryTsuT.^^^"^  '^ ^r.  Queed;  also 
the  Landlady's  Daug^a^  f     ^Y'  ^"^  ^"^i  of  Fifi 
AUruisM  in  the  D^f^r^^^  ^  '^  ^PP^ned  ti  dok  up 

.Colonel,  a  lone  widower  re^r^^^^'f^^^ 
2,-;  there  to  tai.  over  the  st^teTS^e  J^L^,- „t 
Colonel, "  said  Wp«f  ri«.^  •     . 

Weyiand,  who  omamenS^^th  JS^  ""«■«?•<»  «»  Miss 
that  evening  at  the  home  nffhlv  *  ""^  ''""'er  given 

Mrs.  Stewart  Byrt       '  "'  **"  "^  8»«i  Wends,  M^ 

amonga  thousand.  Tnlto  ^tful?^  "'^  werehoste 


ago  recognized 
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writing  his  name  so^eu^nZu^^'  ^*^^»  ^^re  already 

thedim.lit„,u„dofh?irS,t:wS^3^'iL^^  A^"t 
evening,  including  the  host  andh^ST^?^*^  but  six  this 

Sharlee  WeylandLd  W^t  Sfne^'.'^'o^'^""''  ^^^ 
Avery:  the  youngest  oflJ'e  fo^f  fZV'^^'^  ^^  ^^^ 
witii  them  to  one  of  the  la^^t  f«?f      °^^"'  ^^  ^ei*- 
and  tje  only  daughter  SoldAvery^w^^^^^  '"  "^^  ^'^''' 
Mauch  Chunk.  Pa.,  his  money  prS^w  ^™^.'°  "«  ^''o™ 
train  of  boxca«,  espedally  invlnf^    ?u^'™  *"  *  ^P^aa' 
of  Pennsylvania  millS^  toX^th^;;.'^ J  transportation 
congregate.  P'***^  '^^ere  the  first  families 

IdidX/n'^e.J^rd'^es?- "'i?  °'™„'««'  <>««  eiti.er. 
Pri-dples  of  Inddence^^  J'tT*!  "^.'^  'Elementary 

^e^lcoked  at  her  with  boundles.  admiration.  "Hi.  «,. 

Faithful  Followe.,;  ^e^^  Me  ",7  "'.""  <^'' 
nMmberSecretanr.forhe.-.ilL-       i  !'  "^e  ">«  other 

at  present  SecS^o^^trSSo^  "  *^*  ""^  He". 
Did  Colonel  C««L  Tow  ^u^T^i ""''"' ^"It- 
«»?  from  him.  ^Vi^tbTZl' T^'""'  '"'"  ^at 

wnttngthePoaVmasteriytaSes  et^,"""  "'"'  ^ 
,  No-really!  ButteUme  I^» ?."'"''•  ""fwa?" 

enjoyed  them?"  *'  ''°*  ""^  ^o".  as  President 

.t  is  the  plain  duty  of  both  of'^us  J^^'j'^''"'*'^  Vet 
as  one  of  his  emp^oyera  I  m  th.  ■,_."!'*  "'«^'«:  you 
whokeep.  a  watehf^J  Son  t^^T*  .'^'^>''»  ap»t 
boarders."  ^*  "•""  "»  earning  power  of  her 
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West  mused    "H«  u^  ^ 

ail  the  «nte,^t  our^f  anyUwt1"Jjrr  '°'  -^^n, 
ZTa  ™2"^^«y  the  first  duty  oHn  ^■^''^^^'  ^  "'^  he? 
^•6h -'^  "'"^  ""^  ^°"  thinkhe  is?"       °"^  "  '°  ««^  »teelf 

"He'll  l^^iLty-SrtKo';;'^  r-^-^-ven." 
a^  the  office,  you  know  whSe Te  s^i,  \T.  ^'"^  ^''"^times 
trusive  subscription  aeent    r!  ^'^ts  me  like  an  in- 

edly  the  oldest  man  infheUwTn'  ^"^'  ^«  «  ""^ouit- 
any  age  at  all.  Spiritua  ly  h^°s  1  J"  ^"°*^'-  '^ay  he  has  n't 
«»st  at  all.   I  di^raoi  hJ-  J*^''"  -  '^e  simply  does  n't 

of  a  si„^,,Hy  vlSvt-ety™^'""'  ^  -^^o^nV^iTJ 

to  hijn  was  a  strong  te^^'^f':,^^^^^ 
his  hfe  that  West  did  not  know  iL  r.  k^'E'^  ^^'''«^  about 
For  though  the  little  DiJoTlf  Mr/'p^"^  ?"^^^  ^°"W- 
ably  not  intended  to  give  her  l^^fij^y"*""'  had  pr,  b- 
had  no  right  to  do  so  she  hZ  f.  ^^^^^^nce.  and  certainly 
t?  her  in  the  dimV/oo^  ^?,^I^«  «^arded  what  h^d 

situation  in  regard  tll7^^Z^^''  ^"^  °^  ^is  pathSc 
to  anybody.  '^"^^^  '^^  "ever  meant  to  say  a  wo^' 

I^sawrwSiX^^^^^^  sa^-d  she,  "when 

I>on't  you  remember?    He^L"P?"^''^^*'^^t  afternoon 
natural,  unconscious,  and  dlr^^rS^L"^"  »2^"  ^  the  m^i 
<lon't  you  think  that?  --  tn^   ^"""^^  ^"8^  I  ever  saw  -- 
^ncentration.   AH  h L  waW  dl'''"'^  ""'  ^^«  P°-«"  of 
to  the  Post,  goes  to  that  aJS.n  f^  '  ff "^P*  ^hat  he  gives 
now  because  his  theoty  J^l^^-^  ^^  "^  '«  "dicu^oS 
«t  popped  into  his  head  s^mi  S      ndiculous.   But  suppZ 
^ess  and  concentrate^^^^'^^  *°  «T'"^  ^^  that  S 
you  think  he  might  teiTKSd'^Kr'^'^^^^^^  ^^'t 
West  conc^.  ,,      ther^^i^T^trti;-^^-/^^" 
glance  across  th^  fl^    ™  _    *"^ 


And 


across  the  flower- 


SSsI"- J£l 


sweet  table  at 
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the  moment,  he  waa  adroitly  detached  and  re-attached  by 
the  superbly  "  finished  "  Miss  Avery.  ^ 

The  little  dinner  progressed.  Nor  was  this  the  only  spot 
m  town  where  evening  meals  w.re  going  forward  amid 
stimulatmg  talk.  Far  away  over  the  town,  at  the  same  hour, 
the  paying  guests  of  Mrs.  Paynter's  were  gathered  about 
her  hospitable  toard,  plying  the  twin  arts  of  supping  and 
talking.  And  as  Sharlee's  fellow-diners  talked  of  Mr.  Queed 
It  chanced  that  Mr.  Queed's  fellow-suppers  were  talWng  of 

M  JT'^  *.'  ?"^  '^^^  °^  ^^'  ^^"^"y'«  famous  misfortune. 
Mr.  Queed,  it  is  true,  did  not  appreciate  this  fact,  for  the 
name  of  the  female  agent  who  had  taken  his  Twenty  from 
him  could  not  have  been  more  unknown  to  him  if  she  had 
been  a  dweller  m  Pl>rygia  or  far  Cappadocia. 

Major  Brooke  told,  not  by  request,  one  of  his  well-known 
stories  about  how  he  had  flouted  and  routed  the  Repub- 
hcans  in  1875.  The  plot  of  these  stories  was  always  the  sTme, 
but  the  setting  shifted  about  here  and  there,  and  this  one 
had  to  do  with  a  county  election  in  which,  the  Major  said, 
the  Republicans  and  negroes  had  gone  the  limit  trying  to 
swindle  the  Democrats  out  of  the  esteemed  offices. 

And  I  said,  'You-  —  the  ladies  will  excuse  me,  I'm  sure 
--  You  lying  rascal,'  s'  I,  'don't  you  dare  to  contradict  met 
You  re  a  I  tarred  with  the  same  pitch,'  s'  I.  'Everything 
you  touch  turns  corrupt  and  rotten.  Look  at  Henry  G. 
Surface  si.  'The  finest  fellow  God  ever  made,  till  the 
palsied  hand  of  Republicanism  fell  upon  him,  and  now  can- 
kenng  and  toning  in  jail  — '  " 

•'^^"ir,?^"'^T£-  f^^^^^  was  n't  rotting  in  jail  in  187s," 
said  Wilham  Klinker,  and  boHV  winked  at  the  little 
Uoctor. 

The  Major,  disconcerted  for  an  stant  by  his  anachron- 
ism,  recovered  superbly.  "My  vision,  sir,  was  prophetic. 
The  stmn  was  upon  him.  The  cloven  foot  had  already  been 

"*{S^  ^hoj»ras  Henry  G.  Surface?"  inquired  Mr.  Queed. 
What!    You   haven't  heard   that  infamous  story  I" 
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^  ^^X'i^.^^^t^^^'  '-vet. 
audience.  unexpectedly  stumbled  upon  an 

M.^r^^7.  "Stl.dS^  "  often  fadl,  through 
good  a.  to  excuK  TO  "       ™'°'"'  >^"  "'"  •»'>«(»  be  » 

heavy  silence.  ^'rao'Pl'ere  before  him,  in  rather  a 

head  a  few  S„  waS  i^S^^'SS""'''  <>=  gave  hi, 
bi^aphy  of  Henry  G^lfrf^''  ''""'^  "•»"  *«  worn 

Brooke  e«pou„ded*'S^  feS^eSrlu:'^'  ."."'"J 

Surface  io^^^'li^^^:'^^,^  ."'T  <"■ 
mattox,  with  his  little  world  at  M.f!S^  J  "*"«  ^PPO" 
the  time,  handsomer^S  hfgh^"/?^  "tT  '""V  « 
man  who  already  stMrf  hiih  f»  'f""*™'  »  bnlliant  young 
But  he  wastfs^  rSfe^t  1'^?""'=^  °'  *e  State* 

wee^ngly  vain.  and""amWti;",lLTaS°£dir??,\°r- 

^y^^XTil^'""  ^^  •-'Ma- 
ture "f  the  Sry  seventh  thrti' >!?"=•*•  f™""  *  '"^i^a- 
*Wch  he  had  »S"'^'  '^S^^/„;?'1,^"»«o,ship 

■•nigge'^"l"who^aShl^*^rr'? '';'<'*«'•  ^<'<.  to  the 
hi.^a<' evervbZ  eli  l?.rl^'  '"^'^^'  ^"^  "'^'^ons,  all 
w«e  d«|iraw!7sl^^u^"^;\-l'"fH"5"  and  tradition,, 

In  our  ™ild  mode^p^^'ST^^STnli^iSlt • 
or  th«  governor  and  that,  we  catch  no^^Sce^orth^e 
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fi«t»  antagomsms  of  the  elections  of  recoiwtruction  days. 
The  idolized  young  tribune  of  the  people  became  a  Judas 
Iscanot  overnight,  with  no  silver  pieces  as  the  price  of  his 
apostasy.    If  he  expected  immediate  preferment  from  the 
other  camp,  he  was  again  bitteriy  disappointed.  Life  mean- 
time had  become  unbearable  to  him.    He  was  ostracized 
more  studiously  than  any  leper;  it  is  said  that  his  own 
father  cut  him  when  they  passed  each  other  in  the  street. 
His  young  wife  died,  heartbroken,  it  was  believed,  by  the 
flood  of  hatred  and  vilification  that  poured  in  upon  her 
husband.   One  man  alone  stood  by  Surface  in  his  down- 
fall, his  classmate  and  friend  of  his  bosom  from  the  cradle, 
John  Randolph  Weyland,  a  good  man  and  a  true.   Wey- 
lands  affection  never  faltered.    When  Surface  withdrew 
from  the  State  with  a  heart  full  of  savage  rancor,  Weyland 
went  every  year  oi*  two  to  visit  him,  first  in  Chicago  and 
later  in  New  York,  where  the  exile  was  not  slow  in  winning 
name  and  fortune  as  a  daring  speculator.  And  when  Wey- 
tend  died,  leaving  a  widow  and  infant  daughter,  he  gave  a 
final  proof  of  his  trust  by  making  Surface  sole  trustee  of  his 
estate,  which  was  a  large  one  for  that  time  and  place.  Few 
have   forgotten  how   the   political   traitor  rewarded  this 
misplaced   confidence.     The    crash    came  within    a   few 
months.  Surface  was  arrested  in  the  company  of  a  woman 
whom  he  referred  to  as  his  wife.  The  trust  fund,  saving  a 
fraction,  was  gone,  swallowed  up  to  stay  some  ricketty 
deal.  Surface  was  convicted  of  embezzlement  and  sentenced 
to  ten  years  at  hard  labor,  and  every  Democrat  in  the  State 
cned,     I  told  you  so."  What  had  become  of  him  after  his 
release  from  prison,  nobody  knew;  some  of  the  boarders 
said  that  he  was  living  in  the  west,  or  in  Australia;  others, 
that  he  was  not  Uving  anywhere,  unless  on  the  shores  of 
perpetual  torment.  All  agreed  that  the  alleged  second  Mrs. 
Surface  had  long  since  died  —  all,  that  is,  but  Klinker,  who 
said  that  she  had  only  pretended  to  die  in  order  to  make  a 
fade-away  with  the  gate  receipts.    For  many  persons  be- 
lieved, It  seemed,  that  Surface,  by  clever  juggling  of  his 


OUBED 


57 


boola,  had  managed  to  "hold  out"  a  large  sum  of  monev 
n  the  enforced  «ittlement  of  his  aflfairs.  At  ^y  ^tT7^ 

put  trust  m  h,m.  and  that  was  why  the  daughter  whue 
daTb^d.^^'^'^"^  "^  '^'''^'  "-^  wofk^^foT  W 
That  Major  Brooke's  hearers  found  this  story  of  ever 

S'^nrTr:^'"?'^"^;*^*^-  ^-besid^TeCriS 
Diackness  of  the  narrative,  there  was  the  close  oersonal 
connection  that  all  Paynterites  had  with  some^f  ^Twef 

W^Csit  a^d  "°'  -H'  *"'n"-'*"  °'  John'klndd^h 
Weyland  sit  and  preside  over  them  daily,  pourinir  their 

coff^  morning  and  night  with  her  own  hin^  And  did 

not  the  very  girl  whose  fortune  had  been  stolen,  the  bereft 

These  personal  bearings  were  of  course  lost  uoon  Mr 

to  him.  He  left  the  table  the  moment  he  had  abSrbS^ 
the  supper  he  wanted.  In  the  hall  he  ran  up^n  ProS^r 
Nicoloyius.   the  impressive-Iooking  master  ^0^7^! 

^Z^'T'''  ^^\r^-'  -'eady  l^tt^  and  ovc^! 
coated,  was  drawing  on  his  gloves  under  the  deoresaed 
fancy  chandelier.    The  old  professor  glanced  up  a^he 

1  can  t  resist  taking  our  doughty  swashbuckler  down  a 
peg  or  two  every  now  and  then,"  said  he.  "Did  you^ver 
know  such  an  interminable  ass? "  ^        ^^ 

"Really.  I  never  thought  about     ,"  said  the  youne  man 

IddreL^'  ''"'""^  "  ^"^P"-  ^"^  annoyanLat'S 
Amenca.   You  show  your  wisdom,  at  any  rate,  in  rivine  as 
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••  ySu 'iHi^tJ^  *?"?  any  Solomonic  wWom.  I  fancy  " 
.«w  M?  ?  "  '***  ***"**•  °'  '*»•  Philistines  here.  Mr  OuLl  •' 

at  any  rate,  a  fire  and  a  so-so  d^r^""  ^*''  '  ""  °^*^''  >^"' 

It  had  be<i  a  day  whm  th,  P??^^'"*"  '»>'  "^f-^  W"- 
by  hour  .ina  b^MMt  t  ^rf  *''"<«, «?•■«  him;  hour 
book.  But  to-S  hb  ImJ^  "^^  glor.ou.ly  upon  hi. 
cold;  not  e«mX  ikmZl  7^  •'*"  "*"=  unendurably 

*j^n  tnere      ^it  was  all  an  accident  ooor  rKJw  i   u  j    rl 
ing  in  his  bottom  bureau  drawer  hJZS^  Kummag- 


OUE£D 

.   The  precauti(Mi  was  bv  nr  " 

tngly  enough  the  landlady',  da.  .h^r'"'^''''"'^""-    '^''«"»t- 
dwing-room  before  him   th^     ^    J  '^**'  °"<*  "»«>«  in  his 

.pread  over  half Ve'^futy'l^Jd^tTh'^^^^^^  *^^^  ^'«"  ^^^ 
plainly  terrified  at  his  entrTZ  "^^  5^'°5*'  '''fi  looked  up 
f«>n-  It  ...  her  se^^nd  Sfuf  h^" ^'^'^^^"•f -P'^' 
little  wigl,i!  She  had  faifhf.  n  •^''l"'^^'''  P^""  luckJtw 
and  Mr.  Oueed  had  shown  no  f-"' 5  *''^°'"  ^*'^-^^'"" 
J?d  he  waited  so  lonTaTthTs  Xn^i'""^  '^°''"'  ^'^''^ 
dinin.  roon,.   Mrs.  Paynter'    r^  ™^^"^  *°  ^'^''n  the 

flume  uo,,  ,,,,  J-atrob?heTt  rn;T,'""">'  ^^''^  ^^  ^ 
coo hsh  on  ^  vintr^  ,.,  ^hP  fll'dJ  fK^''*"''  ^^«  "oticeabJy 
ami  everyboa,   WnowJ  tLt  ^^^^S^t'^^  "° '^^^ 

vojoB.  •^°"'^°'^    '''^  ^^  «yin«  in  .  fnjfUtened 

Mr.  Queed  bowed,  indienanMv    q;i      ■,    . 

h«.chair,  the  one  ju;t  (ZS^  .n^    "^^    '"  "^^^'"^  to 

majesty.  To  Fifi  it'seem^Xt'to^t""    ^'""  ^''^  '^*'^^'^ 

the  room,  which  she  would  Lladlv  h^l^  '  "    ""'"'  -''■  *^*ve 

^ea  thing  to  do,  too  g.^s!  al^J^:^;.    V?  f  ^^'  -^  ^^>o 

ment  in  He^^gL^tdt^^^^^  -^^.r- 

and  inoflfensive  as  she  could  ^''^  ^^"^^  ^  «mall 

The  landlady's  daughter  wore  a  PptPr  Tk 
blue  serge,  which  reviled  ^Zt  ^    u       T^o^Pson  suit  of 
neck.   She  was  sixte^rLnd  rSdi  ht'- f,^  ^""^  *»»•"  '^hite 
Jast  year  at  the  High  ScCl  '^^     l"^'^'  and  it  was  her 
Pletion  of  the  regular  cur^ull^  '?'""" ''  '°  ^'^'^  ^^m- 
»ng  promotion  to  a  stHl  ffiair'*;  ."^  f^^o?  ^"^  '^P^nd- 
uncomplaining  little  th  ng  who  h!?^^    ^?'  ^^  ^  ^"^' 
feehngs  in  her  life,  and  ier'evL  tluT'  ^l^'"'  anybody's 
just  that  look  of  ether^i'^w  JniL^  ^''^  ^'^^'  ^'"«'  h^ 
Jones's  women  and  for  just  S^e^^T  iTer"-- 
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she  took  with  commendable  faithfulness;  the  doctor   ai 
tare  visits,  spoke  cheerily  of  the  time  wh^  she  vS  to  C 

ShirUT^.*":?  rL*8^^"'  ^"'  '^^"^  ^^'^  "foments  when 
Sharlee  Weyland.  looking  at  her  little  cousin's  face  in  repoi 
felt  her  heait  stop  still.  repose, 

Fifi  dallied  with  her  algebra,  hoping  and  praying  that  she 
would  not  have  to  cough.  She  had  beJn  vei?  h^pp^y  alfthat 
day.  There  was  no  particular  reason  for  it;  so  it  was  the 
nicest  kind  of  happiness,  the  kind  that  com^s  from™  iJe 

r^    ri"K  ^"  P.^"""  °^  '^^  «"'^  I^^^tor  couldlt  tLke 
away  from  h^r.  Heaven  knew  that  Fifi  harbored  no  grudS 

JTl^lS"^'  ^"?  '^^  ^^  "°^  ^°^°«en  what  sKS 
«ud  about  being  gentle  with  Wm.    But  how  to  be  genti^ 

tTe  n~/ w"!  ^  ^""^  ^'■^'^^  ^^«"K  her  head  upon 
th^pretext  of  turmng  a  page,  Fifi  stole  a  hurried  glance  at 

The  first  thing  Mr.  Queed  had  done  on  sitting  down  was  to 
produce   his   placard,   silently  congratulating  himseTon 

tTf-u^^  \  ?'^''"^  *h^  book  which  he  would  te 
least  hkely  to  '..-ed,  he  shoved  it  well  forwaiti,  nearly  half! 

tnllVn  r-r'-?^^'^  '•^'  '^^  P""^«^  P^rt  staring  s^gh? 
toward  Fifi.  The  sign  was  an  old  one  which  he  had  chan^ 
to  pick  up  years  ago  at  the  Astor  Library.  It  read: 

SILENCE 
Arch-type  and  model  of  courteous  warning' 

nn/^?u^f  '^"^  ^^^  ""'^  ^"^^^''^  «>«"'  her  feelings  were 
not  in  the  least  wounded,  insufficiently  subtle  though  ^me 

OnT cnn^^''  •"'^'^  'r  ^^^"«^^^^  admoniSTtX 
On  the  contrary.  ,t  was  only  by  the  promptest  work  in  get- 

ting  her  handkerchief  into  her  mouth  that  she  avoided 

^ughmg  out  loud.  The  two  of  them  alone  in  the  r<^ml1 

his  5ifence  sign  gazing  at  her  like  a  pasteboanl  Gorgon » 

Fifi  became  more  than  ever  interested  in  Mr.  Queed.  An 

intense  and  strictly  feminine  curiosity  filled  her  soul  to 

know  something  of  the  nature  of  that  work  which  demanded 
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»  stem  a  noiseletsness.  Observing  ricomiK'i,  fk.  _  •  .  j 
Rule  of  the  Dining-Roo™.  she™Sld  S^forCr  .o^Jl^ 
gtoceaf^  glance  at  the  promulgator  ofl  mTqu^'''^ 

get^-rs.\tr-rsL£S5£ 

whS  fhf^ir^^"'''""^  ^  ^^•'■^  *°  «t"dy  out.  upside  S^ 
what  this  heading  was.   Several  peeks  were  need^^K 
artful  attention  to  algebra  betweeVuSnl  Lr        / 
at  last  convinced  tl  Jshe  had^rUiS^^i^^ed^Tw^'  "" 

XVIII 

ALTRUISM 

^.Pk'^  ^f?  ''^^^'"S^  enormous  about  Fifi's  vocabularv 
but  she  well  knew  what  to  do  in  a  case  like  thi^    Su-  J  u^' 

quickly,  and  her  worst  fea^  t"*Tea°L^-    Mr  0°°^!?  "" 
•taring  at  her,  as  one  scarcely  aWe  to  r^if  ??    ^'^  "^ 

"I  beg  your  pardon!  —  Mr.  Oueed     If       :«•  oi-       j 
really  —  "  «*r.  v^ueea.   it  —  it  slipped  out, 

"Indeed?  Be  kind  enough  to  explain  the  occasion  of  it." 


it-< 


1 
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-,y^tf^.*(^  '"'i-?ijj^- 
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mj)^^'  !!?'^.r;^'  *?°  ^^^^""^  '°  prevaricate  and  com- 
pfctely  cowed,  "it- it  wa.  only  the  meaning  of  a  word 

IlctTy  -  •  ~  ™      '^  °^  "*•    ^  -  '  ^"'^  ^'^P'^"  it  -  ex. 

«.Jrt"?^  ^°u  ^"y.-  .^""^  y°"''  "merriment  interrupts  my 
work,  I  claim  the  privilege  of  sharing  it." 

"  WeU !  I  —  I  _  happened  to  see  that  woixl  at  the  head  of 
the  page  yoa  are  writing  —  " 

"Proceed." 

"  I  —  I  looked  it  up  in  the  dictionary.  It  says  "  she  rearf 
out  with  a  g^lp  and  a  cough,  "it  means  4Tf:sacrifid^ 
devotion  to  the  interests  of  others. ' "  ^'""^mg 

r^iln^u^lu^^  ^^T^^^  ^^'  P°'"*  ™"«*  "°^  be  indelicately 

plain,  but  the  li^  of  Doctor  Queed  merely  emitted  another 

close-clipped:  "Proceed."  ««  «iotner 

At  a  desperate  loss  as  she  was,  Fifi  was  suddenly  visited 

"What  leads  you  to  that  conclusion,  if  I  may  ask?" 
Why-I-I  suppose  its  the-way  you-you  do. 
Of  course  I  ought  n't  to  have  said  it  —" 

"Go  on.  What  way  that  I  do?" 

Poor  Fifi  saw  that  she  was  flounderiaf  in  ever  mor« 
<teeply.  With  the  boldness  of  despair  she  blurted  o«f  "  WeH 
-  one  thing  —  you  sent  me  out  of  the  room  that  night  — 
when  I  coughed,  you  know.  I  -  I  don't  understand  about 
altruism  hke  you  do,  but  I  ~  should  think  it  was  -mv 
interests  to  stay  here  —  "  ^ 

There  followed  a  brief  silence,  which  made  Fifi  more  mis- 
erable  than  any  open  rebuke,  and  then  Mr.  Queed  said  in  a 

f  ^.f"^"  J  **",'  ^"^^^^  "P*'"  ^  '""'■^  «^  «^eat  importance 
to  the  public.  I  may  say  to  posterity.  Perhaps  you  can 
appreciate  that  such  a  work  is  entitU^i  t<.  the  most  favor- 
able conditions  in  which  to  pursue  it." 

"Of  couise.  Indeed  I  wnderstand  peff«ftly,  Mr  Queed  " 
said  Fifi,  inynediately  touched  by  what  seemed  like  kind- 
m*m  from  hffn.    And  she  «d4ed  innocently  :    "  All  men  — 
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writing  men.  I  mean  —  fed  that  way  about  th^  «»^ 
I  suppose.    I  remember  Mr.  SutiHho  u^^rj°*  T 
very  same  room  you're  in  now    H.  wl  •       ^""^  ^^ 

play,  an  in  poetry  to7wX'h        ™^wrmag  a  five-act 
to  say  -"        ^'       ^^  ^  ^°"^  °^  war.  and  he  used 

The    young   man    involuntariiv   shudd^vvl      "i    u 

;;oh  - ,  ^eers  ftX^.-^^,^'''  -^f" 

"Whv  it  ^*^  ^  ^"^  understand  so  e«actlv>" 

Doctor,  who  kLwevemlT/^^^l'        ""^  ^^«  "^tk 

science  would  e^S^^foSIteLd^  ^'™''™  '^^^  «^'^ 
All  at  once,  his  I^J^^lS  V        5??  ^^^^  "«^t  ^^^e. 

i-tive.  TH;  ^Lton^^e;,^ -d:^}^;^^J^^^^^ 
thing  inside   Hke  a  still  o^«^*       "^'^  ^°  '^ook  onto  some- 

andleginniigt  rutlT'r;^^^':^  Sf''  °^  ^  ^^'^ 
aw«ared  to  be  seized  and^p  "n^^^^^  ^^  >;«""?  "^an 
a  iK,rd  he  resumed  his  writi^  Presently  without 

Fifi  was  much  disturbed  at  the  effort  nf  u^.    ^t 
t^.  and  just  when  everything  wr^Lnnin     f""  ^""'* 
niodytoo.   In  about  half  an  K«..r  ^  t)eginning  to  go  so 
she  said  timidlv^  ^^"'  ""^^^  ^^^  ^^^  up  to  retire. 

d J. Ydrd?tli;;:Lr  ^"'^^"^^  ■--'  ^^-  Q"-^-  In- 

look^tr  "'  ''''  '°"  ""^  "''^'■'  ^  — «*  -thout 
^m  V^^  "^"^[-^'^  ^^^  ^^"-^t^*!  by  his  voice 

flustered.   "L^-^n^o^  warmer,  you  know."  said  Fifi. 
lamp.  But-^nui^^Si}.?^^"^'^^^'  '^^  ^^le  and 
»£  made  1  answer     ^^'  "P"'^'"  "  ^^^">'' " 
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^''^^f'^P^ic^aData  imparted  Jor  Sound  Business  Reasons 
to  a  Landlady  s  Agent;  of  the  Agent^s  Other  Titled     ' 

WHILE  all  move  in  slots  in  this  world,  Mr.  Queed's 

h*.o  ti       neighbors'.   It  ran  exclusively  between  the 

heaven  of  his  room  and  the  hades  of  the  Post  nffiZ  H,     • 
esting  itself  at  the  latter  place  in  cemln  stTw  v^f^^^^^ 
in  exchange  for  ten  dollars,  currency  of  the  realm  nL^-?^ 
each  and  every  Saturday. '  Into  thTs  l^L  td 'iSn  Hft^" 

8een_    Even  Miss  Miller,  ordinarily  indefatigtbfe  whire 
Bv^n  ^^^\^«"^-'-ned.  soon   gave  him  up.    To  Mr 

Buc  was  awed  by  his  stately  manner  of  sn^vh  o«^  u- 
godhke  indiffere^  u,  .1,  pleasures  induSTg  Tel  ^ 
female  sock  y.  Of  them  aM.  Nicolovius  was  thf  onhTnni 
who  seemed  in  the  least  imofessed  hv  Mr  n.,^'  ^  •  * 
ment  as  «litorial  writerrZ^^'^  WiS^lS'Z 
e^ted  world  he  moved  «  w«  so  remo^  fr^' ^^^^^t^^t 
no  surpn=«=s  were  possible  there,  a™J  if  informed  that  the 

WS  l^lf f  ISlerr^ffeel  h'.^  "^^r^^ 

<rf  his  fnend  the  y^gman  in  New  York.  ^ 
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owner's  big  grievance'^a^S't^e  Lw  L\^ tt  H  T 

eave  It  occasionally  to  earn  his  btJ^ancWt   a^,^^^  '° 

this  he  never  left  it  in  thr^,^  a  •  ^Part  from 

viz.,  the  consu^ptil  thrt^i^S'r  °""  ^^^"' 

and  meat.    Probab  v  t hJ.  *  ^^^  ""^  ^^^  ^d  bread 

pallor  of  his  ch^tbu?:^^^^^^^ 
the  smallest  notice  ^^  ^^"'^  ^^  "«^er  took 

*fak„«ses.  Nowadays  neXall^QSs1i,r*"f-  ^^ 
administered  by  an  iron^larf  -Cu^  1  ^  ^"'°'  *'"'*  ••« 
up,  went  to  the'^actS^n^f"^"' "<»"'.  duly  drawn 

hadp-acticallydeddJr,  "LoLX^1S""T?rS-  «' 
of  Sciences."  For  his  book  xv=^  a      °^ ?^"^     ^"e Science 

unify  the  theories  of  aKer^i^tofir^  '"  f°^.'''"^'"  ^"^ 
alone  gave  any  of  them  aT^?S  valu™! v  '.S'°'^  "^^^^ 
ive  evolution  of  a  higher  m3;  ^  '  ^^'"^'y'  ^he  progress- 
dividual  tvne  Th.r.l-     o'fanized  soaety  and  a  higher  in- 

composition  he  g^^e  fiftSn  l^u^T  "^  ^°«^^-  ^o  its 
sixteen  hours  on  noLpJrdav.  M  "^  ^  ^^^  °"  ^^^'  ^^y«' 
ing  hours  like  th^  oriven'^lon^r'''"'rP^^  ^^  ^°'-^^- 
would  generally  sh^  that  'u  wXn^f""'*  ^5.'"^^«^'gation 

^^tyT^W^l^J^^'^^-  T""«  "P'«'y.  with 
articles  which  were  2'n^h^    ^"'  °*  unanswerable 

paper.  It  w2  a  L7eX"^'&rF'r  '^^P''''^  ''™- 
the  opening  of  the  le^is  atuT,n^ T ^  February,  soon  after 

A  ...oc.  fin  uponrXr;::^:-^'-^j^'fj5 
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S!!!f  I  '^IZ}'^^  f  P««y  as  a  dewy  May  mornings. 
Quecd  looked  up  at  her  with  no  welcome  in  his  eye,  or 
grating  on  his  lip  or  spring  in  the  pregnant  hinges  of  his 
knee.  Yet  if  he  had  been  a  less  self-absorbed  young  scien- 
tist, It  must  certainly  have  dawned  on  him  that  he  had 
seen  this  lady  before. 

"Oh!  How  do  you  do!"  said  Sharlee,  for  it  was  indeed 
no  other. 

"Oh  — quite  well." 

"  Miss  Leech  tells  me  that  Colonel  Cowles  has  gone  out.  I 

SifS'back?^''^"*  '°  ^  ^'"'*  ^^'^^P'  ^°"  ^''''^  "^^^^  ^^ 

"Perhaps  in  half  an  hour.  Perhaps  in  an  hour.  I  cannot 
say.  J 

She  mused  disappointedly.  "  I  could  hardly  wait.  Would 
you  be  good  enough  to  give  him  a  message  for  me?" 
Very  well." 

"Well— just  tell  him,  please,  that  if  he  can  make  it 
convenient,  we  d  like  the  article  about  the  reformatory  to 
go  m  to-morrow,  or  the  next  day,  anyway.  He'll  under- 
stand  perfectly;  I  have  talked  it  all  over  with  him.  The 
only  point  was  as  to  when  the  article  would  have  the  most 
eltect,  and  we  think  the  time  has  come  now." 

"You  would  like  an  article  written  about  a  reformatory 
lor  to-morrow  s  Post  or  next  day's.  Very  well  " 

''Thank  you  so  much  for  telling  him.  Good-afternoon." 
You  would  like,    the  young  man  repeated  —  "but  oat 
moment,  if  you  please.  You  have  omitted  to  inform  me  who 

To  his  surprise  the  lady  turned  round  with  a  gay  laueh 
Sharlee  had  supposed  that  Mr.  Queed,  having  been  offended 
by  her,  was  deliberately  cutting  her.  That  her  identity 
had  literally  dropped  cleanly  from  his  mind  struck  her  L 
both  much  better  and  decidedly  more  amusing 

"Don't  you  remember  me?"  she  reminded  him  once 
again,  laughing  full  at  him  from  the  threshhold.  "My  doe 
knocked  you   over  in   the  street  one  day— surely  you 
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remember  the  pleasure-dog?  -  and  then  that  night  I  gave 

iJ^LTt^renTvTn  ^S^'"-  ^*>^^'"«  ^"^  afterwards  ^S^! 
lected  twenty  dollars  from  you  for  back  board.   I  am  Mrs 

T'?  'J'J"""  ^"^  '"y  "*"^«  «  Charlotte  Weylanr- 
Weyland?  .  .  .  Weyland?  Oho!  So  this  was  the  rirl- 

"Ah,  yes,  I  recall  you  now." 

She  thought  there  was  an  inimical  note  in  his  voice  and 

touched  the  spnng  of  the  automatic  card-index  svstem 
^T.^„';?  ^r^Z^-^  the  ingenious  macWner^  TrSS 
on    Presently  it  pushed  out  and  laid  before  him  the  c-!^ 

^IrZ  h  r^'^ii't'^  ^^  ^^"«^'  ^«  full  doS^r. 
of  all  that  had  passed  between  him  and  the  girl    B^she 

was  nearly  through  the  door  before  he  had  dedded  to  sly 

I  had  another  letter  from  my  father  last  night."         ^ 

Util    she  said,  turmng  at  once  —  "Did  you'" 

mo":;^!'^'^'^"™"^-  "«o^^-«r.therewasnotacentof 

de^-n'her-whtf  ^^  brains  for  a  subject  calculated  to 
aetain  her  — which  we  may  rely  upon  it  that  he  did  not 
do  -  he  could  not  have  hit  upon  a  siirer  one.  Sharif  Wev 
and  had  a  great  fund  of  pity  for  this  young  m^ntwoX 
than  fatherlessness,  and  did  not  in  the  least  mhSsho^^ 

milnJ^  it  help  you  at  all  -  about  knowing  where  he  is,  I 

"Not  in  the  least.    I  wonder  what  he's  up  to  anyway?" 
He  squinted  up  at  her  interrtjgatively  throu4^  dr- 

Z^L^^^\T  '^\°"^  '^^  °"«^t  t°  b«  able  toTdl  him  I 
anybody  could.   Then  a  thought  very  much  like  that  t^ 
defimte  shape  in  his  mind.   He  himself  had  no  time  to  S^ 
to  mysterious  problems  and  ^^H-o'-the-wisp  ^^*S^ 
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book  and  posterity  claimed  it  all.  Thl«  girl  wa«  familiar 
with  the  aty;  doubtless  knew  aU  the  people;  she  seemed 
mtelhgent  and  capable,  as  girls  went.  He  remembered  that 
he  had  consulted  her  about  securing  remunerative  work, 
with  some  results;  possibly  she  would  also  have  something 
sensible  to  say  about  his  paternal  problem.  He  might  make 
an  even  shrewder  stroke.  As  his  landlady's  agent,  this  girl 
would  of  course  be  interested  in  estabUshing  his  connection 
with  a  relative  who  had  twenty-dollar  bills  to  give  away. 
Therefore  if  it  ever  tihoukl  come  to  a  search,  why  might  n't 
he  turn  the  whole  thing  over  to  the  agent  —  persuade  her 
to  hunt  his  father  for  him,  and  thus  leave  his  own  time  free 
for  the  service  of  the  race? 

"Look  here,"  said  he^  with  a  glance  at  his  watch.  "I'll 
take  a  few  minutes.  Kindly  sit  down  there  and  I  'U  show 
you  how  the  man  is  behaving." 

Sharlee  sat  down  as  she  was  bidden,  close  by  his  side, 
piqued  as  to  her  curiosity,  as  well  as  flattered  by  his  royal 
condescension.  She  wore  her  business  suit,  which  was  rough 
and  blue,  with  a  smart  little  pony  coat.  She  also  wore  a 
white  veil  festooned  around  her  hat,  and  white  gloves  that 
were  quite  unspotted  from  the  world.  The  raw  February 
winds  had  whipped  roses  into  her  cheeks;  her  pure  ultra- 
marine eyes  made  the  blue  of  her  suit  look  commonplace 
and  dull.  Dvak  had  fallen  over  the  cu\ ,  and  Queed  cleveriy 
bethot^t  him  to  aiap  on  an  dertric  hght.  It  revealed  a 
very  shabby,  ramshackle,  and  dingy  office;  but  the  long 
table  in  it  was  new,  oaken,  aad  handsome.  In  fact,  it  was 
<Mie  of  the  rei»irs  mtroduced  by  the  new  management. 

"Here,"  said  be,  "is  his  first  letter  — the  one  that 
brought  me  from  New  York." 

He  took  it  from  its  envelope  and  laid  it  open  on  the  table. 
A  sense  of  the  pathos  in  this  ready  sharing  of  one's  most 
intimate  secrets  with  a  stranger  took  hold  of  Sharlee  as  she 
leaned  fcM^nrard  to  see  what  it  might  say. 

"Be  careful!  Your  feather  thii^  is  stickii^  my  eye." 
Meekly  the  giri  withdrew  to  a  safer  distance.  From  there 
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dolla™  came  in  -  it Ts  e^dV^fl.  T'"'*.  *"  *<■  '"'"«>' 
Krve.  -  Tlie  last  ^IhL^^    '''  *'  '>'''"  two,  you  ofc 

Sharlee  required  no  urging.  She  read: 

"JS  tatl*,"^'^'  """■  l^*'  """"-n,  .0  lifa  tl™.  Hi.  i.  A. 
^^  Your  father. 

Q  on  °e^T?ire'^h'i^tlvri»nr''v*  """•    "*=  '"itial 
"  in  ever.  '■'^^TSV^l- -«^^^ ^ 

"I  suppose  that  removes  all  douht  "  =«vi    •. 
these  came  from  the  same^^Ln^"^  '    "^"^  '^''     "^'^^  ^' 
^^^  Unquestionably. -Weil?  wiat   do   they   suggest    to 

<^o\nZ\::it^^^^^  b.t 

with  bewilderment  mix«I  wi^'mf      i^''?  '*"^'«^  ^e'« 

"Is  it  conceivabl^"  Jd ^fr  °""'*  "l^^"^<>'y- 
suggest  this  because  d,e  whole  thinr""^^^'^-'*'  ^"'>' 
ary-that  somebody  is   ola^-'^"«^  ^™«,«>  extraordin- 
you?"  ^y  *^  P'^y^«  a  very  foolish  joke  on 
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"Who  on  earth  would  wish  to  joke  with 


He  stftTed* 
me?" 

Of  course  he  had  her  there.  "  I  wish,"  she  said,  "that  you 
would  tell  me  what  you  yourself  think  of  them." 

"  I  think  that  my  father  must  be  very  hard  up  for  some- 
thing to  do." 

"Oh  —  I  don't  think  I  should  speak  of  it  in  that  way  if 
1  were  you." 

"Why  not?  If  he  dtes  filial  duty  to  me,  why  shall  I  not 
dte  paternal  duty  to  him?  Why  should  he  confine  his  entire 
relations  with  me  in  twenty-four  years  to  two  preposterous 
detective-story  letters?" 

Sharlee  said  nothing.  To  tell  the  truth,  she  thought  the 
behavior  of  Queed  Senior  puzzling  in  the  last  degree. 

"  You  grasp  the  situation?  He  knows  exactly  where  I  am ; 
evidently  he  has  known  it  all  along.  He  could  come  to  see 
me  to-night;  he  could  have  come  as  soon  as  I  arrived  here 
three  months  ago;  he  could  have  come  five,  ten,  twenty 
years  ago,  when  I  was  in  New  York.  But  instead  he  elects 
to  write  these  curious  letters,  apparently  seeking  to  make  a 
mystery,  and  throwing  the  burden  of  finding  him  on  me. 
Why  should  I  become  excited  over  the  prospect?  If  he 
would  promise  to  endow  me  now,  to  support  or  pension  me 
off,  if  I  found  him,  that  would  be  one  thing.  But  I  subnet 
to  you  that  no  man  can  be  expected  to  interrupt  a  most 
important  life-work  in  consideration  of  a  single  twenty- 
dollar  bill.  And  that  is  the  only  proof  of  interest  I  ever  had 
from  him.  No—"  he  broke  off  suddenly  —  "no,  that's 
hardly  true  after  all.  I  suppose  it  was  he  who  sent  the  money 
to  Tim." 
"To  Tim?" 
"Tim  Queed." 

Presently  she  gently  prodded  him.  "And  do  you  want 
to  tell  me  who  Tim  Queed  is?" 

He  eyed  her  thoughtfully.  If  the  ground  of  his  talk 
appeared  somewhat  delicate,  nothing  could  have  been  more 
matter-of-fact  than  the  way  he  tramped  it.    Yet  now  he 
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ever  became  necemarv  to  adc  >h.  tJj-t^\.  "  ** 

«nd  hi.  father  f^uZ  Vt-        .!  °'»«''"«-hou«  acent  to 

once  and  for  ill.     "'™"™'  **  «"»«  ^  n»ke  it  plain  to  her 

that  Tin,  w^mTfitherbrnThTf  i:^'r:?'^rT 

toW  me,  first  that  I  wa.  an  ^t^    J^  !?i."  twe\vt,  he 

him  to  bring  up.  J^i  rer  ™X^^  W  .  falh^lTir"- 
who  was  not  in  a  nosff.'»»  *«  u  •         "««  a  lauier  somewhere 

he  would  ever  ^n£"  k  rSJ!^"*^"^^;  That  wasall 
a  little  boy  hrw^urlvi^^"",,  ^  ''"^^"*  ^^"«  «till 
instruction'if  any^rt  an^^heirr'^  T^'^^'^  '^''^°"t 
because  he  maniedTat  thl  !^        '^j  ^""."^^n  '  »eft  Tim 

ingand  drin^n'^at  f JloweJ'"L 'hi  "^t"^'  '''^'^'' 
able.  Tim  thea  told  me  ^^^,6  fi«.T  ^^^'"^  ""bear- 
from  some  source  fi,nH«  T  •  .  "'  ^"*  ^^^^  he  had, 
la«  a  month  formyl^rdTn7f!  k°  ^"t^five  doK 
fifteen  of  that  kLoL^n  A  n  '^^'  ^^  "^^"'^  ^"o'^  me 
as  agent.   Yoi  ^a  Uht'^^^f^^^^^^^  ^^  --ces 

along  for  ten  vea«  T.,«  k  •  P?"^"^^  So  matters  went 
ever?monrh\nTc"omlTfXTn"tfyTos2'  fifteen  do„a„ 
often  bringing  along  his^rXr  MumhT  who"  ^'^'""• 
man.  Last  fall  came  this  letter  nnr^-^'  ^Z  '^  ^  ^^^^ 

a.  he.  -  and  i.t^  -"C^^^u  d^^ed^^^ir 

£.;SnrHt'?--trLrhe=2jsrH^- 
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"But  if  you  meant  to  take  no  steps  when  you  got  here 
why  did  you  come?"  ' 

"To  give  him  his  chance,  of  course.  One  city  is  exactly 
like  another  to  me.  All  that  I  ask  of  any  of  them  is  a  table 
and  silence.  Apart  from  the  forfeiture  of  my  income,  living 
here  and  living  there  are  all  one.  Do!  You  talk  of  it  glibly 
enough,  but  what  is  there  to  do?  There  are  no  Queeds  in 
this  city.  I  looked  in  the  directory  this  morning.  In  all 
probability  that  is  not  his  name  anyway.  Kindly  bear  in 
mind  that  I  have  not  the  smallest  clue  to  proceed  upon, 
even  had  I  the  time  and  willingness  to  proceed  upon  it." 

"I  am  obliged  to  agree  with  you,"  she  said,  "in  thinking 
that  your—"  * 

"Besides,"  continued  Doctor  Queed,  "what  reason  have 
I  for  thinking  that  he  expects  or  desires  me  to  track  him 
down?  For  all  that  he  says  here,  that  may  be  the  last  thing 
in  the  world  he  wishes." 

Sharlee,  turning  toward  him,  her  chin  in  her  white-gloved 
hand,  looked  at  him  earnestly. 

''Do  you  care  to  have  me  discuss  it  with  you?" 

"Oh,  yes,  I  have  invited  an  expression  of  opinion  from 
you." 

"Then  I  agree  with  you  in  thinking  that  your  father  is 
not  treating  you  fairly.  His  attitude  toward  you  is  extraor- 
dinary, to  say  the  least  of  it.  But  of  course  there  must  be 
some  good  reason  for  this.  Has  it  occurred  to  you  that  he 
may  be  in  some  —  situation  where  it  is  not  possible  for 
him  to  reveal  himself  to  you?" 

"Such  as  what?" 

''Well,  I  don't  know— " 

"Why  does  n't  he  say  so  plainly  in  his  letters  then?" 

"I  don't  know." 

The  young  man  threw  out  his  hands  with  a  gesture  which 
mquired  what  in  the  mischief  she  was  talking  about  then. 

"Here  is  another  thought,"  said  Sharlee,  not  at  all  dis- 
concerted. "Have  you  considered  that  possibly  he  may  be 
doing  this  way  —  as  a  test?" 
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"Test  of  what?" 

"Of  you.    I  mean  that,  wanting  to  — to  have  vrn  v^^U 

vou  cll'n/""  u^K  •u"''  "^^  "°  "ay  ''"  *«<:'>  a  search,  as 
you  call  t,  could  be  begun.  Nor,  if  there  were  have  I  .hf 
smallest  inclination  to  begin  it  Nor  alain  Ti  uTa  ,I 
I  ^ssibly  take  the  time  from  My  Bciok^"  "'  ''  '  '""'■  """'^ 
one  was  silent  a  moment    "Thoi-o  lo  ^f 

•^'i'^hLTuT'^  finTout  at  In^  momett^''"^^^'  °"^  ^^^ 

"Mr-tm^:;:^^.^^^^'^-^-^" 

He  smiled  faintly  but  derisively.  "Hardly.  Of  course 
Tim  knows  all  about  it.  He  told  me  once  that  he  was 
present  at  the  wedding  of  my  parents;  another  time  that 
my  mother  died  when  I  was  born.  But  he  would  add  and 
will  add,  not  a  word  to  these  confidences;  no^ev^  to  tsure 
me  definitely  that  my  father  is  still  aliv;.   He  says  tha   he 

i>ew  York.    No,  no;  I  may  discover  my  father  or  he  mav 

f rrgeTrheTfr  ?l^^"  -'  ^"-'-^^  — ^  ^^ 

^^  But  you  can't  mean  simply  to  sit  still  —  " 
And  leave  matters  to  him.    I  do  " 

haoDv^"^  ^n '"J^""  ''^'l  P'-^t^^ted;  "he  is  evidently  un- 
happy  JVIr.  Queed  -  evidently  counting  on  you  for  s'^me- 

"Then  let  him  come  out  like  a  man  and  say  plainly  what 

SriLnt^'^^"'  ""T"'-  ^^^P  ^"  this  in  mind- 
S5v  T  -I.'  !f  '^'  "^'^^  y°"^"  h^  ^dded  briskly.  "Pos- 
sibly  I  might  need  yotr  help  some  day." 
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onH^'i  K  ^    i"^"-   I  Wreciate  your  telling  me  about  ill 
and  I  d  be  so  glad  to  help  you  in  any  way  that  I  could." 

How  do  you  like   my  editorials?"  he  demanded  ab- 
ruptly. 

''I'm  afraid  I  don't  unde.-stand  a  line  of  them'" 

He  waved  his  hand  indulgently,  like  a  grandfather 
receivmg  the  just  tnbute  of  his  little  ones.  "They  are  for 
thinkers,  experts,"  said  he,  and  picked  up  his  pencil 

The  agent  took  the  hint;  pushed  back  her  chair;  her  glove 
was  unbuttoned  and  she  slowly  fastened  it.  In  her  heart 
was  a  great  compassion  for  the  little  Doctor. 

''Mr.  Queed,  I  want  you  to  know  that  if  1  ever  could  be 
ot  help  to  you  about  anything,  I'd  always  think  it  a  real 
pleasure.  Pleaseremember  that,  won't  you?  Did  you  know 
1  lived  down  this  way,  in  the  daytime?" 

"Lived?" 

She  made  a  gesture  toward  the  window,  and  away  to  the 
south  and  east.  "My  office  is  only  three  blocks  away, 
down  there  in  the  park—"  ' 

"Your  office?  You  don't  work!" 

"Oh,  don't  I  though!" 

"Why,  I  thought  you  were  a  ladyf" 

1  "^w  ,T!^^L^  ^'°^  together  that  she  was  compelled  to 
laugh  full  in  his  face,  disclosing  two  rows  of  splendid  little 
teeth  and  the  tip  of  a  rosy  little  tongue.  Probably  she  could 
have  crushed  him  by  another  pointing  gesture,  turned  t'lis 
time  toward  her  honored  great-grandfather  who  stood  in 
marble  in  the  square;  but  what  was  the  use? 

''What  are  you  laughing  at?"  he  inquired  mildly. 
At  your  definition  of  a  lady.  Where  on  earth  did  you  get 
It?   Out  of  those  laws  of  human  society  you  write  every 
nightat  my  aunt's?" 

•r  '^^'','  ^^^  ^^'  ^^^  ^^'■^^"'  scientist  at  once,  '•  no,  I  admit. 
If  you  like,  that  I  used  the  term  in  a  loose,  popular  sense.  I 
would  not  seriously  contend  that  females  of  gentle  birth 
and  breeding  — ladies  in  the  essential  sense  — are  never 
engaged  in  gainful  occupations  — " 
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"You  should  n't,"  she  laughed,  "not  in  this  city  at  anv 

without  interest  "wUtit^A^tr:  S^fX^ 
X:,.u,{  ""'rX""  speak  of  an  office.    You  areVS 

my  s^t  1  1  'T*?"!!!'  FT"""'"-  "  ^O"  havf  guessed 
^  ^^    ,;  ^  ^  '^'"'''  l»okkeepcr,  stenoKianher    and 

"Well?  What  is  it?" 
of  clarhi::"' '  """"'""'  ^^^^  °f  ^^  State  Department 

on".^  Ltfer^rtt'^  ^'^^  '''  "°  ^^-  ^^^  ^-  -'<^  take 

posltTr?"''''"'  '^'^'  '°"  °"  ^^^^^  ^'^  y-  :^et  such  a 

"Pull,"  said  Sharlee. 

•^wi!"  ^.y^^'"^^'  f  "^  •'•'^''  laughed  him  down. 
Who  IS  the  real  Se;      .ry  to  whom  you  are  assistant?" 

GeoJgeVay":'' "'"   "  '''  "°^^'-    ^''   D-^^e-Rev. 
"A  parson!   Does  he  know  anything  about  his  subiect? 

Wino,fJ!,hT'f  7/  '''^^"^  ^^«^f  ^°^ker?  DcSs  he  know 
Willoughby?  And  Smathers?  And  Conant?" 

^      Knows  them  by  heart.  Quotes  pages  of  them  at  a  tin,* 
" "  JLidTu?"^''^""'  "''""  ''^""^"^  at  VbcX^'        ^^ 
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"  I  may  claim  some  familiarity  with  their  theories." 

He  fussed  with  his  pencil.  "  I  recall  defining  sociology  for 
you  one  night  at  my  boarding-house.  .  .  ." 

"I  remember." 

"Well,"  said  he,  determined  to  finu  mething  wrong, 
"those  men  whom  I  mentioned  to  you  ..re  not  so  good  as 
they  think,  particularly  Smathers.  I  may  as  well  tell  you 
that  I  shall  show  Smathers  up  completely  in  my  book." 

"We  shall  examine  your  arguments  with  care  and  atten- 
tion. We  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  keep  abreast  of  the 
best  modern  thought." 

"It  ''s  extraordinary  that  such  a  position  should  be  held 
by  a  gul  like  you,  who  can  have  no  scientific  knowledge  of 
the  many  complex  problems.  .  .  .  However,"  he  said,  a 
ray  of  brightness  lightening  his  displeasure,  "your  State  is 
notoriously  backward  in  this  field.  Your  department,  I 
fancy,  can  hardly  be  more  than  rudimentary." 

"It  will  be  much,  much  more  than  that  in  another  year 
or  two.  Why,  we're  only  four  years  old!" 

"So  this  is  why  you  are  interested  in  having  editorials 
written  about  reformatories.  It  is  a  reformatory  for  women 
that  you  wish  to  establish?" 

' '  How  did  you  know  ?  " 

"  I  merely  argue  from  the  fact  that  your  State  is  so 
often  held  up  to  reproach  for  lack  of  one.  What  is  th-» 
plan?" 

"We  are  asking,"  said  the  Assistant  Secretary,  "for  a 
hundred  thousand  dollars  —  sixty  thousand  to  buy  the 
land  and  build,  forty  thousand  for  equipment  and  two 
years'  support.  Modest  enough,  is  it  not?  Of  course 
we  shall  not  get  a  penny  from  the  present  legislature. 
Legislatures  love  to  say  no;  it  deariy  flatters  their  little 
vanity.  We  are  giving  them  the  chance  to  say  no  now. 
Then  when  they  meet  again,  tv  o  years  from  now,  we  trust 
that  they  will  be  ready  to  give  us  what  we  ask  —  part  of 
it,  at  any  rate.  We  can  make  a  start  with  seven ty-fiv» 
thousand  dollars." 
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Queed  was  moved  to  magnanimity.    "Look  here.    You 
Myself^""  to  me  -  I  will  write  that  article  for  you 

While  Sharlee  had  become  aware  that  the  little  Doctor 
was  interested  really  interested,  in  talking  social  science 
with  her  she  thought  he  must  be  crazy  to  offer  such  a  conS! 
bution  of  his  time.  A  guilty  pink  stole  into  her  cheek.  A  re- 
formatory  article  by  Mr.  Queed  would  doubtless  be  scien- 
tifically pluperfect,  but  nobody  would  read  it.  Colonel 
Cowks,  on  the  other  hand,  had  never  even  heard  of  Wil- 
loughby  and  Smathers;  but  when  he  wrote  an  article  people 
drMng  at  "''  understood  exactly  what  he  was 

"Why—  it's  very  nice  of  you  to  offer  to  help  us,  but  I 
could  n  t  think  of  imposing  on  your  time  —  " 

"Naturally  not,"  said  he, decisively;  " but  it  happens  that 

Sin  T  il  public  may  digest  what  I  have  already 
written.  I  am  therefore  free  to  discuss  other  topics  for  a 
few  days.    For  to-morrow's  issue,  I  am  analyzing  Lrtain 

Jl;^n\'d:;^.'"'"^^"^'  P^°^'^--  Bavak.'0n\r 
"It's  awfully  good  of  you  to  think  of  it,"  said  Sharlee 
embarrassed  by  his  grave  gaze.  "I  can't  tell  you  how  I 
appreciate  it.  But  -  but  -  you  see,  there's  a  lot  of  si^cia 
detail  that  applies  to  this  particular  case  alone -Th  a 
great  lot  of  it -little  facts  connected  with  peculiar  St;te 
conditions  and  -  and  the  history  of  our  department,  you 

Cornel-'^  ''  ''^^''^  ''  '"''  '°  '^°^°"S'^»y  ^'thX 

"Here  is  Colonel  Cowles  row." 

She  breathed  a  sigh.  Co.onel  Cowles,  entering  with  the 
breath  of  winter  upon  him,  greeted  her  affectionately 
Queedj-ather  relieved  that  his  too  hasty  offer  had  not  been 
accepted  noted  witn  vexation  that  his  conversation  with 
the  agent  had  cose  him  eighteen  minutes  of  time.  Vigor- 
ously he  readdressed  himself  to  the  currency  problems  of 
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the  Bavarians;  the  girl's  good-night,  as  applied  to  him,  fell 
upon  ears  deafer  than  any  post. 

Sharlee  walked  home  through  the  tingling  twilight;  four- 
teen blocks,  and  she  did  them  four  times  a  day.  It  was  a 
still  evening,  clear  as  a  bell  and  very  cold;  already  stars 
were  pushing  through  the  dim  velvet  round;  all  the  world 
lay  white  with  a  light  hard  snow,  crusted  and  sparkling 
under  the  street  lights.  Her  private  fear  about  the  whole 
matter  was  that  Queed  Senior  was  a  person  of  a  criminal 
mode  of  life,  who,  discovering  the  need  of  a  young  helper, 
was  somehow  preparing  to  sound  and  size  up  his  long- 
neglected  son. 


VII 

In  which  an  Assistant  Editor,  experiencing  the  Common  De- 
sre  to  thrash  a  Proof-Reader,  makes  a  Humiliating  DisZ 

El'er^fg.  "^  '''""'  ^^^^''  ^'''  "^  ^«^''  'h'  Same 

THE  industrial  problems  of  the  Bavarians  seemed  an 
moffensive  thesis  enough,  but  who  can  evade  Des- 

Queed  never  read  his  own  articles  when  they  aoDeared 
m  prmt  m  the  Post.  In  this  peculiarity  he  may  l^  iST^ 
have  resembled  all  the  rest  of  The  world"^  wfth Te  ^xce^Uo^ 
of  the  Secretary  of  the  Tax  Reform  League,  and  the  AssLt" 
an  Secretary  of  the  State  Department%f'char  des  But 
not  by  any  such  device,  either,  can  a  man  elude  his  Fate 
Un  the  day  following  his  conversation  with  Mrs.  Paynter's 
agent  Fortune  gave  Qneed  to  hear  a  portion  of  his  arSe 
on  the  Bavarians  read  aloud,  and  read  with  derisive  laugh- 

The  incident  occurred  on  a  street-car.  which  he  had  taken 
because  of  the  heavy  snow-fall:  another  illustration  of  the 
tiny  instruments  with  which  Providence  works  out  its 
momentous  designs.    Had  he  not  taken  the  car  -  he  was 

up  -  he  would  never  have  heard  of  the  insult  that  the  Post's 
Imotype  had  put  upon  him.  and  the  course  of  his  life  might 
have  been  different.  As  it  was.  two  men  on  the  nex^sSt 
in  front  were  reading  the  Post  and  making  merrj. 

Mr.J  W-  ^i^h  procession  of  fleas  harassed  the  diet.' 
Now  what  in  the  name  of  Bob  .  .  ." 

Gradually  the  sentence  worked  its  way  into  the  closed 
fatness  of  the  young  man's  mind.  It  had  a  horrible  faS 
anty.  like  a  ghas  ly  parody  on  something  known  and  dear. 
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With  a  quick  movement  he  leaned  forward,  peering  over 
the  shoulder  of  the  man  who  held  the  paper. 

The  man  looked  around,  surprised  and  annoyed  by  the 
strange  face  breaking  in  so  close  to  his  own,  but  Queed 
paid  no  attention  to  him.  Yes  ...  it  was  his  article  they 
were  mocking  at  —  HIS  article.  He  reiuembered  the  pas- 
sage perfectly.  He  had  written:  **A  lengthy  procession  of 
pleas  haras!-  d  the  Diet."  His  trained  eye  swept  rapidly 
down  the  half  column  of  print.  There  it  was!  "A  proces- 
sion of  fleas."  In  Aw  article!  Fleas,  unclean,  odious  vermin, 
in  His  Article ! 

Relatively,  Queed  .  -red  nothing  about  his  work  on  the 
Post,  but  for  all  the  children  of  his  brain,  even  the  smallest 
and  feeblest,  he  had  a  peculiar  tenderness.  He  was  more 
jealous  of  them  than  a  knight  of  his  honor,  or  a  beauty  of 
her  complexion.  No  insult  to  his  character  could  have 
enraged  him  like  a  slight  put  upon  the  least  of  these  his 
articles.  He  sat  back  in  his  seat,  feeling  white,  and  some- 
thing clicked  'nside  his  head.  He  remembered  having  heard 
thrt  click  once  before.  It  was  the  night  he  determined 
to  e\'olve  the  final  theory  of  social  progress,  which  would  wipe 
out  all  other  theories  as  the  steam  locomotive  had  wiped 
out  the  prairie  schooner. 

He  knew  well  enough  what  that  click  meant  now.  He 
had  got  a  new  purpose,  and  that  was  to  exact  personal 
reparation  from  the  criminal  who  had  made  Him  and  His 
Work  the  butt  of  street-car  loafers.  Never,  it  seemed  to 
him,  could  he  feel  clean  again  until  he  had  wiped  off  those 
fleas  with  gore. 

To  his  grim  inquiry  Colonel  Cowles  replied  that  the  head 
proof-reader,  Mr.  Pat,  was  respcnsible  for  typographical 
errors,  and  Mr.  Pat  did  not  "come  Oi. "  till  6.30.  It  was  now 
but  5.50.  Queed  sat  down,  wrote  his  next  day's  article  and 
handed  it  to  the  Colonel,  who  read  the  title  and  coughed. 

"  I  shall  require  no  article  from  you  to-morrow  or  next 
day.  On  the  following  day"  —  here  the  Colonel  opened  a 
drawer  and  consulted  a  schedule  —  "I  shall  receive  with 
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? '        rp  your  remarks  on  '  Fundamental  Principles  of  Dis- 
I  -Article  Four.'" 

U  d  ascended  to  the  next  floor,  a  noisy,  discordant 
floor,  full  of  metal  tables  on  castors,  and  long  stone-topped 
tables  not  on  castors,  and  Mergenthalc  machines,  and 
.Janting  desk-like  structures  holding  fonts  of  type.  Rough 
board  partitions  rose  here  and  there;  over  everything  hung 
the  deadly  scent  of  acids  from  the  engravers'  room. 

"That's  him  now,"  said  an  ink-smeared  lad,  and  nodded 
toward  a  tall,  gangling,  mustachioed  fellow  in  a  black  felt 
hat  who  had  just  come  up  the  stairs. 

Queed  marched  straight  for  the  little  cubbyhole  where 
the  proof-readers  and  copy-holders  sweated  through  their 
long  nights. 

''You  are  Mr.  Pat,  head  prooi-readv    of  the  Post?" 

"That's  me,  sor,"  said  Mr.  Pat,  and  h  ;  turned  with  rather 
a  sharp  glance  at  the  other's  tone. 

"What  excuse  have  you  to  offer  for  making  my  article 
ridiculous  and  me  a  common  butt?" 

"An'  who  the  divil  may  you  be,  please?" 

"  I  am  Mr,  Queed,  special  editorial  writer  for  this  paper. 
Look  at  this."  He  handed  over  the  folded  Post,  with  the 
typographical  enormity  heavily  underscored  in  blue.  "What 
do  you  nean  by  falsifying  my  language  and  putting  into  my 
mouth  ati  absurd  observation  about  the  most  loathsome  of 
vermin?" 

Mr.  Pat  wa.^  at  once  chagrined  and  incensed.  He  hap- 
pentd,  further,  to  be  in  most  sensitive  /ein  as  regards  little 
oversights  in  hit.  department.  His  professional  pride  was 
tortured  with  tho  recollection  that,  only  three  days  before, 
he  had  permitted  the  Post  to  refer  to  old  Major  Lamar  as 
"that  immortal  veterinary,"  and  upon  the  Post's  seeking  to 
retrieve  itself  the  next  day,  at  the  Majo  s  insistent  demand, 
he  had  fallen  into  another  error.  The  hcteiu]  words  had  come 
out  as  "immoral  veteran." 

"Now  look  here!"  said  he,  "there's  nothing  to  be  gained 
talking  that  way.  Ye've  got  me  —  I'll  give  ye  that!  But 
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what  do  ye  expect?  —  eighty  columns  of  type  a  night  and 
niver  a  little  harmless  slip  —  ?" 

"You  must  be  taught  to  make  no  slips  with  my  articles. 
I  m  going  to  punish  you  for  that  — " 
"What-a-at!  Say  that  agin!" 

"Stand  out  here  —  I  am  going  to  give  you  a  good  thrash- 
ing.  I  shall  whip  .  .  ." 

Another  man  would  have  laughed  heartily  and  told  the 
young  man  to  trot  away  while  the  trotting  was  good.  He 
was  nearly  half  a  foot  shorter  than  Mr.  Pat,  and  his  face 
advertised  his  unmartial  customs.  But  Mr.  Pat  had  the 
tvift  fierce  passions  of  his  race;  and  it  became  to  him  an 
Uuendurable  thing  to  be  thus  bearded  by  a  little  spectacled 
person  in  his  own  den.  He  saw  red;  and  out  shot  his  jrood 
nght  arm. 

The  little  Doctor  proved  a  good  sailer,  but  bad  at  making 
a  landing.  His  course  was  arched,  smooth,  and  graceful, 
but  when  he  stopped,  he  did  it  so  bluntly  that  men  work-'ng 
two  stones  below  looked  up  to  ask  each  other  who  was  dead. 
Typesetters  left  their  machines  and  hurried  up,  fearing  that 
here  was  a  case  for  ambulance  or  undertaker.  But  they  saw 
the  fallen  editor  pick  himself  up,  with  a  face  of  stupefied 
wonder,  and  immediately  start  back  toward  the  angry  proof- 
reader. 

Mr.  Pat  lowered  redly  on  his  threshhold.  "G'awn  now! 
Getaway!" 

Queed  came  to  a  halt  a  pace  away  and  stood  looking  at 
him. 

"G'awn,  I  tell  ye!  I  don't  want  no  more  of  your  foolin'!" 

The  young  man,  arms  hanging  inoffensively  by  his  side, 
stared  at  him  with  a  curious  fixity. 

These  tactics  proved  strangely  disconcerting  to  Mr.  Pat, 
obsessed  as  he  was  by  a  sudden  sense  of  shame  at  having 
thumped  so  impotent  an  adversary. 

"Leave  me  be,  Mr.  Que;  d.  I  'm  sorry  I  hit  ye,  and  I  niver 
would  'a'  done  it  —  if  ye  had  n't  — " 

The  man's  voice  died  away.     He  became  lost  in  a  great 
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wonder  as  to  what  under  heaven  this  little  Four-eyes  meant 

Hea>u  cl  not  thra.h  Mr.  Pat.  He  could  not  thrash  aiyboiT" 
Anybmly  m  the  world  that  desired  could  put  Rro^i^u k 

^11  hi,  I  r  ""'"''^'ir'  ^  '''^>"'^-^^'  incom,K.tent. 

punched  the  head  ofi  Smathcrs's  arguments     Now  he  sud 
denly  discovered  his  mistake,  and  the  discovery  was  go^J 
hard  w.th  h.m.    Inside  him  there  was  raging  a  demon  of 
surpnsmg  violence  of  deportment;  it  urgc-d  him  to  lay  hoW 
of  some  mstrunient  of  a  rugged,  murderous  nature  and 

there  spoke  the  stronger  voice  d  his  reason.  While  the 
demon  screamed  homicidally,  reason  coldly  reminded  the 
young  man  that  not  to  save  his  life  could  heTsTssinate 

eLervor'^'df  •  ^^'' T^,  ^'^^^  ^^^  "^^  resuroTanouS 
endeavor  to  do  so  would  be  merely  a  second  mortifying 

atmosphenc  journey.   Was  it  not  unreasonable  for  a  ml" 

hZ^T  ^""^^  '""'^T  <^°"«^q"ences  of  which  v^ould  be  a 
humihatmg  soaring  and  curveting  through  the  air^ 

It  was  a  terrible  struggle,  the  marks  of  which  broke  out 
on  the  young  man's  forehead  in  cold  beads  But  he  was  a 
suhr'ntT"^  rationalists,  and  in  the  end  his  reason 
subdued  his  demon.  Therefore,  the  little  knot  of  lino  ^Tr" 
and  helpers  who  had  stood  wonderingly  by  while  the  ?wo 
adversaries  stared  at  each  other,  through  7  ense  hX 
mmute,  now  listened  to  the  following  dialogue  - 
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"  I  believe  I  said  that  I  would  give  you  a  good  thrashing. 
I  now  withdraw  those  words,  for  I  find  that  I  am  unable  to 
make  them  good." 

"  I  guess  you  ain't  —  what  the  divil  did  ye  expect?  Me 
to  sit  back  with  me  hands  behind  me  and  lea^^e  ye  — " 

"I  earnestly  desire  to  thrash  you,  but  it  is  plain  to  me 
that  I  am  not,  at  present,  in  position  to  do  so." 

"Fergit  it!  What's  afther  ye,  Mr.  Queed  — ?" 

"To  get  in  position  to  thrash  you,  would  take  me  a  year, 
two  years,  five  years.  It  is  not  —  no,  it  is  not  worth  my 
time." 

"Well,  who  asked  f'r  any  av  your  time?  But  as  f'r  that, 
I  'U  give  ye  your  chance  to  get  square  — " 

"  I  suppose  you  feel  yourself  free  now  to  take  all  sorts  of 
detestable  liberties  with  my  articles?" 

"Liberties  —  what 's  bitin'  ye,  man?  Don't  I  read  revised 
proof  on  the  leaded  stuff  every  night,  no  matter  what  the 
rush  is?  When  did  ye  ever  before  catch  me  — ?" 

"Physically,  you  are  my  superior,  but  muscle  counts  for 
very  little  in  this  world,  my  man.  Morally,  which  is  all  that 
matters,  I  am  your  superior  —  you  know  that,  don't  you? 
Be  so  good  as  to  keep  your  disgusting  vermin  out  of  my 
articles  in  the  future." 

He  walked  away  with  a  face  which  gave  no  sign  of  his 
inner  turmoil.  Mr.  Pat  looked  after  him,  stirred  and  bewil- 
dered, and  addressed  his  friends  the  linotypers  angrily. 

"Something  loose  in  his  belfry,  as  ye  might  have  sur- 
mised from  thim  damfool  tax-drools." 

For  Mr.  Pat  was  still  another  reader  of  the  unanswerable 
articles,  he  being  paid  the  sum  of  twenty-seven  dollars  per 
week  to  peruse  everything  that  went  into  the  Post,  includ- 
ing advertisements  of  auction  sales  and  for  sealed  bids. 

Queed  returned  to  his  own  office  for  his  hat  and  coat. 
Having  heard  his  feet  upon  the  stairs.  Colonel  Cowles  called 
out:  — 

"What  was  the  rumpus  upstairs,  do  you  know?  It 
sounded  as  if  somebody  had  a  bad  fall." 
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"Somebody  did  get  a  faU,  though  not  a  bad  one,  I  be 
neve." 

"Who?"  queried  the  editor  briefly. 
"I." 

In  the  hall,  it  occurred  to  Queed  that  perhaps  he  had 
misled  his  chief  a  little,  though  speaking  the  literal  truth 
The  fall  that  some  body  had  gotten  was  indeed  nothing 
much,  for  people's  bodies  counted  for  nothing  so  long  as 
they  kept  them  under.  But  the  fall  that  this  body's  self- 
esteem  had  gotten  was  no  such  trivial  affair.  It  struck  the 
young  man  as  decidedly  curious  that  the  worst  tumble  his 
pnde  had  ever  received  had  come  to  him  through  his  body 
that  part  of  him  which  he  had  always  treated  with  the  most 
systematic  contempt. 

^  The  elevator  received  him,  and  in  it,  as  luck  would  have 
It,  stood  a  tall  young  man  whom  he  knew  quite  well 

"Hello,  there,  Doc!" 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Klinker?" 

"Been  up  chinning  your  sporting  editor,  Ragsy  Kurd 
Trying  to  arrange  a  mill  at  the  Mercury  between  Smithy 
of  the  Y  M.  C.  A.  and  Hank  McGurk,  the  White  Plains 
Cyclone. 

"A  mill—?" 

for"t^da~?'^°'""'  '"^*''^'  ^'  ^°'^*  ^°°®  "P  ^°"''  ^^n«8 
"My  newspaper  writings  —  yes." 

1  ^."  *^^  ^w '^"^^  ""^"^^  quarters  of  the  lift,  Klinker  was 
looking  at  Mr.  Queed  narrowly.  "Where  you  hittin'  for 
now?  Paynter's?" 

"Yes." 

"Walkin'?—  That's  right.  I'll  go  with  you  " 
^   As  they  came  out  into  the  street,  Klinker  said  kindly: 
You  aint  feelm    good,  are  you,  Doc?    You're  lookin* 
Whi.v*  as  a  milk-shake." 

"I  feel  reasonably  well,  thank  you.  As  for  color,  I  have 
never  had  any,  I  believe." 

"I  don't  guess,  the  Ufe  you  lead.  Got  the  headache. 
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haven't  you?  Have  it  about  half  the  time,  now  don't  you, 
hey?" 

"Oh,  I  have  a  headache  quite  frequently,  but  I  never  pay 
any  attention  to  it." 

"Well,  you'd  ought  to.  Don't  you  know  the  headache 
is  just  nature  tipping  you  off  there's  something  wrong  in- 
side? I  've  been  watching  you  at  the  supper  table  for  some 
timeijow.  That  pallor  you  got  ain't  natural  pallor.  You're 
pasty,  that's  right.  I'll  bet  segars  you  wake  up  three 
mornings  out  of  four  feelin'  like  a  dish  of  stewed  prunes." 

"  If  I  do  —  though  of  course  I  can  only  infer  how  such 
a  dish  feels  —  it  is  really  of  no  consequence,  I  assure 
you." 

"Don't  you  fool  yourself!  It  makes  a  lot  of  consequence 
to  you.  Ask  a  doctor,  if  you  don't  believe  me.  But  I  got 
your  dia'nosis  now,  same  as  a  medical  man  —  that 's  right. 
I  know  what's  your  trouble.  Doc,  just  like  you  had  told  me 
yourself." 

"Ah?  What,  Mr.  Klinker?" 

"Exercise." 

"You  mean  lack  of  exercise?" 

"  I  mean,"  said  Klinker, "  that  you  're  fadin'  out  fast  for 
the  need  of  it." 

The  two  men  pushed  on  up  Centre  Street,  where  the  march 
of  home-goers  was  now  beginning  to  thin  out,  in  a  moment 
of  silence.  Queed  glanced  up  at  Klinker's  six  feet  of  red 
beef  with  a  flash  of  envy  which  would  have  been  unimagin- 
able to  him  so  short  a  while  ago  as  ten  minutes.  Klinker 
was  physically  competent.  Nobody  could  insult  his  work 
and  laugh  at  the  merited  retribution. 

"  Come  by  my  place  a  minute,"  said  Klinker.  "  I  got  some- 
thing to  show  you  there.  You  know  the  shop,  o'  course?" 

No;  Mr.  Queed  was  obliged  to  admit  that  he  did  not. 

"I'm  manager  for  Stark's,"  said  Klinker,  trying  not  to 
appear  boastful.  "Cigars,  mineral  waters,  and  periodicals. 
And  a  great  rondy-vooze  for  the  sporting  men,  politicians, 
and  rounders  J  the  town,  if  I  do  say  it.  I  've  seen  you  hit 
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by  the  window  many.'s  the  time,  only  your  head  was  so  full 
of  studies  you  never  noticed." 

"Thank  you,  I  have  no  time  this  evening,  I  fear — " 

u,  T*"^^**  '*  ^°"''  ^^^^  any  — it's  right  the  end  of  this 
block.  You  can't  do  any  studyin'  before  supper-time,  any- 
how, because  it's  near  that  now.    I  got  something  for  you 

They  turned  into  Stark's,  a  brilliantly-lit  and  prettilv 
appomted  little  shop  with  a  big  soda-water  plant  at  the 
front.  To  a  white-coated  boy  who  lounged  upon  the  fount, 
Klmker  spoke  winged  words,  and  the  next  moment  Queed 
found  himself  drinking  a  foaming,  tingling,  hair-trigger 
concoction  under  orders  to  put  it  all  down  at  a  gulp. 

They  were  seated  upon  a  bench  of  oak  and  leather  uphol- 
stery, with  an  enormous  mirror  reproducing  their  back  views 
to  all  who  cared  to  see.   Klinkei'  was  chewing  a  toothpick; 
and  either  a  toothpick  lasted  him  a  long  time,  or  the  number 
he  made  away  with  in  a  year  was  simply  stupendous. 
"Ever  see  a  gymnasier.  Doc?" 
No;  it  seemed  that  the  Doc  had  not. 
"We  got  one  here.  There's  a  big  spare  room  behind  the 
shop.  Kind  of  a  store-room  it  was,  and  the  Mercuries  have 
fitted  It  up  as  a  gymnasier  and  athletic  club.  Only  they're 
dead  ones  and  don't  use  it  much  no  more.   Got  kind  of  a 
fall  this  afternoon,  did  n't  you.  Doc?" 
"What  makes  you  think  that?" 

"That  eye  you  got.    She'll  be  a  beaut  to-morrow  — 
skin  s  broke  too.  A  bit  of  nice  raw  beefsteak  clapped  on  it 
right  now  would  do  the  world  and  all  for  it," 
"Oh,  it  is  of  no  consequence  — "  v 

"You  think  nothing  about  your  body  is  consequence. 
Doc,  that  only  your  mind  counts,  and  that's  just  where 
you  make  your  mistake.    Your  body's  got  to  carry  your 

mind  around,  and  if  it  lays  down  on  you,  what " 

"But  I  have  no  intention  of  letting  my  body  lie  down 
on  me,  as  you  put  it,  Mr.  Klinker.  My  health  is  sound,  my 
constitution—"  ' 
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"Forget  it,  Doc.   Can't  I  look  at  you  and  see  with  my 
own  eyes?  You're  committing  slow  suicide  by  over-work 
That's  what  it  is." 

"As  it  happens,  I  am  doing  nothing  of  the  sort.  I  have 
been  working  exactly  this  way  for  twelve  years." 

"Then  all  the  bigger  is  the  overdue  bill  nature's  got 
against  you,  and  when  she  does  hit  you  she'll  hit  to  kill. 
Where  '11  your  mind  and  your  studies  be  when  we  've  planted 
your  body  down  under  the  sod?" 

Mr.  Queed  made  no  reply.  After  a  moment,  preparing 
to  rise,  he  said:  "I  am  obUged  to  you  for  that  drink.  It  is 
rather  remarkable  —  " 

"Headache  all  gone,  hey?" 

"Almost  entirely.  I  wish  you  would  give  me  the  name  of 
the  medicine.  I  will  make  a  memorandum  — " 

"Nix,"  said  Klinker. 

"Nix?  Nux  I  have  heard  of,  but  .  .  ." 

"Hold  on,"  laughed  Klinker,  as  he  ?aw  Queed  preparing 
to  enter  Nix  in  his  note-book.  "That  ain't  the  name  of  it, 
and  I  ain't  going  to  give  it  to  you.  Why,  that  slop  only 
covers  up  the  trouble,  Doc  —  does  more  harm  than  good 
m  the  long  run.  You  got  to  go  deeper  and  take  away  the 
cause.  Come  back  here  and  I  'U  show  you  your  real  med- 
icine." 

"I'm  afraid—" 

"Aw,  don't  flash  that  open-faced  clock  of  yours  on  me. 
That's  your  trouble.  Doc  —  matching  seconds  against  your 
studies.  It  won't  take  a  minute,  and  you  can  catch  it  up 
eatmg  supper  faster  if  you  feel  you  got  to." 

Queed,  curious,  as  well  as  decidedly  impressed  by  Klink- 
er's  sure  knowledge  in  a  field  where  he  was  totally  ignorant, 
was  persuaded.  The  two  groped  their  way  down  a  long  dark 
passage  at  the  rear  of  the  shop,  and  into  a  large  room  like 
a  cavern.  Klinker  lit  a  flaring  gas-jet  and  made  a  gesture. 
The  Mercury  Athletic  Club  gymnasier  and  sporting- 
room. 

It  was  a  basement  room,  with  two  iron-grated  windows 
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*L^n  S,^  Two  walls  were  lined  with  stout  shelves, 
partially  filled  with  boxes.  The  remaining  space,  including 
wall-space,  was  occupied  by  the  most  curious  and  puzzline 
contrivances  that  Queed  Jiad  ever  seen.  Out  of  the  glut  of 
enigmas  there  was  but  one  thing  -  a  large  mattress  upon 
the  floor  —  that  he  could  recognize  without  a  diagram. 
Your  caretaker  sleeps  here,  I  perceive  " 
Klinker  laughed.  "Look  around  you.  Doc.  Take  a  good 

Doc  obeyed.  Klinker  picked  up  a  "sneaker"  from  the 
floor  and  hurled  it  with  deadly  precision  at  a  weight-and- 
pulley  across  the  room. 

"There's  your  medicine.  Doc!" 

Orange-stick  in  mouth,  he  went  around  like  a  museum 
guide,  introducing  the  beloved  apparatus  to  the  visitor 
under  its  true  names  and  uses,  the  chest-weights,  dumb- 
bells  and  Indian  clubs,  flying-rings,  a  rowing-machine,  the 
horizontal  and  parallel  bars,  the  punching-bag  and  trapeze. 
Klinker  lingered  over  the  ceremonial-  it  was  olain  that  the 
gymnasier  was  very  dear  to  him.    In  fact,  he  loved  every- 
thing pertaining  to  bodily  exercise  and  manly  sport  •  he 
caressed  a  boxing-glove  as  he  never  caressed  a  lady's  hand- 
the  smell  of  witch-hazel  on  a  hard  bare  limb  was  more  titil-* 
lating  to  him  than  any  intoxicant.  The  introduction  over. 
Klinker  sat  down  tenderiy  on  the  polished  seat  of  the  rowing- 
machine,  and  addressed  Doctor  Queed,  who  stood  with  an 
academic  arm  thrown  gingerly  over  the  horizontal  bar. 

There  s  your  medicine,  Doc.  And  if  you  don't  take  it  — 
well.  It  may  be  the  long  good-by  for  yours  before  che  flowers 
bioom  again. 

''Howdo  you  mean,  Mr.  Klinker— there  is  my  medicine?" 
I  mean,  you  need  half  an  hour  to  an  hour's  hardest  kind 
of  work  right  here  every  day,  reg'lar  as  meals." 

Queed  started  as  though  he  had  been  stung.  He  cleared 
his  throat  nervously. 

"No  doubt  that  would  be  beneficial  -  in  a  sense,  but  I 
cannot  afford  to  take  the  time  from  My  Book  — " 
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^"That's  where  you  got  it  dead  wrong.  You  can't  afford 
not  to  take  the  time.  Any  doctor '11  tell  you  the  same  as  me, 
that  you  '11  never  finish  your  book  at  all  at  the  clip  you  're 
hitting  now.  You'll  go  with  nervous  prostration,  and  it'll 
wipe  you  out  like  a  fly.  Why,  Doc,"  said  Klinker,  impress- 
ively, "you  don't  reelize  the  kind  of  life  you're  leading  — 
all  indoors  and  sede'tary  and  working  twenty  hours  a  day. 
I  come  in  pretty  late  some  nights,  but  I  never  come  so  late 
that  there  ain't  a  'ight  under  your  door.  A  man  can't  stand 
it,  I  tell  you,  playing  both  ends  against  the  middle  that  away. 
You  got  to  pull  up,  or  it's  out  the  door  feet  first  for  you." 
Queed  said  uneasily:  "One  important  fact  escapes  you, 
Mr.  Klinker.  I  shall  never  let  matters  progress  so  far.  When 
I  feel  my  health  giving  way  — " 

"Needn't  finish  — heard  it  ail  before.  They  think 
they're  going  to  stop  in  time,  but  they  never  do.  Old  pros- 
tration catches  'em  first  every  crack.  You  think  an  hour  a 
day  exercise  would  be  kind  o.  a  waste,  ain't  that  right? 
Kind  of  a  dead  loss  off'n  your  book  and  studies?" 
"  I  certainly  do  iVel  — " 

"Well,  you're  wrong.  Listen  here.  Don't  you  feel  some 
days  as  if  mebbe  you  could  do  better  writing  and  harder 
writing  if  only  you  did  n't  feel  so  mean?" 

"Well  ...  I  will  frankly  confess  that  sometimes  — " 
"Didn't  I  know  it!    Do  you  know  what,  Doc?    If  you 
knocked  out  a  little  time  for  reg'lar  exercise,  you'd  find 
when  bedtime  came,  that  you  'd  done  better  work  than  you 
ever  did  before." 

Queed  was  silent.  He  had  the  most  logical  mind  in  the 
world,  and  now  at  last  Klinker  had  produced  an  argument 
that  appealed  to  his  reason. 

"  I  '11  put  it  to  you  as  a  promise,"  said  Klinker,  eyeing  him 

earnestly.  "One  hour  a  day  exercise,  and  you  do  more  work 

in  twenty-four  hours  than  you  're  doing  now,  besides  feelin' 

one  hundred  per  cent  better  all  the  time." 

Still  Queed  was  silent.  Chie  hour  a  day  ! 

"Try  it  for  only  a  month,"  said  Klinker  the  Tempter. 
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Queed  turned  away  from  Klintpr'c  i,«„    4. 

exercise  ten  years  aeonm'h^K     k    ^^^.^f""  systematic 
to-day  ^  '  P^°^^^'y  ^^  could  thrash  Mr.  Pat 

lace  that  the  Doc  turned  back  to  V."!liam  Klinker 

the  thought  of  going  once  more  into  reeular  tl^Jnr/'    vu 

pup/.  !Li"S..tr.^3'S';.rwHl'r^:s^^^^^^ 
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Queed  looked  surprised.  "I  have  one  small  one  —  a 
steamer  trunk,  as  it  is  called." 

Klinker  explained  what  he  meant,  and  the  Doctor  feared 
that  his  wardrobe  contained  no  such  article. 

"Ne'mmind.  I  can  fit  you  up  with  a  pair.  Left  Hand 
Tom's  they  used  to  be,  him  that  died  of  the  scarlet  fever 
Thanksgiving.  And  say.  Doc!" 

"Well?" 

"Here's  the  first  thing  I'll  teach  you.  Never  mister  your 
sparring-partner. ' ' 

The  Doc  thought  this  out,  laboriously,  and  presently 
said:  "Very  well,  William." 

"Call  me  Buck,  the  same  -.s  all  the  boys." 

Klinker  came  toward  him  holding  out  an  object  made  of 
red  velveteen  about  the  size  of  a  pocket  handkerchief. 

"  Put  these  where  you  can  find  them  to-morrow.  You  can 
have  'em.  Left  Hand  Tom 's  gone  where  he  don't  need  'em 
any  more." 

"What  are  they?    What  does  one  do  with  them?" 

"They're  your  trunks.  You  wear  'em." 

"Where?  On  —  what  portion,  I  mean?" 

"They're  like  little  pants,"  said  Klinker. 

The  two  men  walked  home  together  over  the  frozen 
streets.  Queed  was  taciturn  and  depressed.  He  was  an- 
noyed by  Klinker's  presence  and  irritated  by  his  conversa- 
tion; he  wanted  nothing  in  the  world  so  much  as  to  be  let 
alone.  But  honest  Buck  Klinker  remained  unresponsive  to 
his  mood.  All  the  way  to  Mrs.  Paynter's  he  told  his  new 
pupil  grisly  stories  of  men  he  had  known  who  had  thought 
that  they  could  work  all  day  and  all  night,  and  never  take 
any  exercise.  Buck  kindly  offered  to  show  the  Doc  their 
graves. 


VIII 

Fornud  Invitation  to  Fiji  to  share  Queed's  Dining-Room  (pro- 
vided U  ts  very  cold  upstjirs);  and  First  Outrage  upon  the 
Sacred  Schedule  of  Hours. 

QUEED  supped  in  an  impenetrable  silence.     The 
swelling  rednesses   both  above  and  below  his   left 
eye  attracted  the  curious  attention  of  the  boarders 
but  he  Ignored  their  glances,  and  even  Klinker  forbore  vo 
address  him.    The  meal  done,  he  ascended  to  his  sacretl 
chamber,  but  not  alas,  to  remain. 

For  a  full  week,  the  Scriptorium  had  been  uninhabitable 
by  night,  the  hands  of  authors  growing  too  numb  there  to 
write.  On  this  night,  conditions  were  worse  than  ever;  the 
usual  valiant  essay  was  defeated  with  more  than  the  usual 
ease.  Queed  fared  back  to  his  dining-room,  as  was  now 
becoming  his  melancholy  habit.  And  to-night  the  necessity 
was  exceptionally  trying,  for  he  found  that  the  intrusive 
daughter  of  the  landlady  had  yet  once  again  spread  her 
mathematics  there  before  him. 

Nor  could  Fifi  this  time  claim  misunderstanding  c.nd 
accident.  She  fully  expected  the  coming  of  Mr.  Queed,  and 
had  been  nervously  awaiting  it.  The  state  of  mind  thus 
induced  was  not  in  the  least  favorable  to  doing  algebra 
successfully  or  pleasurably.  No  amount  of  bodily  comfort 
could  compensate  Fifi  for  having  to  have  it.  But  her  mother 
had  ruled  the  situation  to-night  with  a  strong  hand  and  a 
flat  foot.  The  bedroom  was  entirely  too  cold  for  Fifi.  She 
luubt,  positively  must,  go  down  to  the  warm  and  comfort- 
able dining-room,  —  do  you  hear  me,  Fifi?  As  for  Mr. 
Queed  — well,  if  he  made  himself  objectionable,  Sharlee 
would  simply  have  to  give  him  another  good  talking  to. 
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Yet  Fifi  involuntarily  cowered  as  she  looked  up  and  mur* 
inured:  "Oh  — good  evening!" 

Mr.  Queed  bowed.  In  the  way  of  conveying  displeas- 
ure, he  had  in  all  probability  the  most  expressive  face  in 
America. 

He  passed  around  to  his  regular  place,  disposed  his  books 
and  papers,  and  placed  his  Silence  sign  in  a  fairly  conspicu- 
ous position.  This  followed  his  usual  custom.  Yet  his  man- 
ner of  making  his  arrangements  to-night  wanted  somethin,,' 
of  his  ordinary  aggressive  confidence.  In  fact,  his  promise 
to  give  an  hour  a  day  to  exercise  lay  on  his  heart  like  lead, 
and  the  lumps  on  his  eye,  large  though  they  were,  did  not 
in  the  least  represent  the  dimensions  of  the  fall  he  had  re- 
ceived at  the  hands  <^f  Mr.  Pat. 

Fifi  was  looking  a  little  more  fragile  than  when  we  saw 
her  last,  a  little  more  thin-cheeked,  a  shade  more  ethereal- 
eyed.  Her  cough  was  quite  bad  to-night,  and  this  increased 
her  nervousness.  How  could  she  help  from  disturbing  him 
with  that  dry  tickling  going  on  right  along  in  her  throat? 
It  had  been  a  trying  dry,  wh..  everything  seemed  to  go 
wrong  from  the  beginning.  She  had  waked  up  feeling  very 
listless  and  tired;  had  beer  'ate  for  school;  had  been  kept 
in  for  Cicero.  In  the  afternoon  she  had  been  going  to  a  tea 
given  to  her  class  at  the  school,  but  her  mother  said  her  cold 
was  too  bad  for  her  to  go,  and  besides  she  really  felt  too  tired. 
She  had  n't  eaten  any  supper,  and  had  been  quite  cross  with 
her  mother  in  their  talk  about  the  dining-room,  which  was 
the  worst  thing  that  had  happened  at  all.  And  now  at  nine 
o'clock  she  wanted  to  go  to  bed,  but  her  algebra  would  not, 
would  not  come  right,  and  life  was  horrible,  and  she  was  unfit 
to  live  it  anyway,  and  she  wished  she  was  .  .  . 

"You  are  crying,"  stated  a  calm  young  voice  across  the 
table. 

Brought  up  with  a  cool  round  turn,  greatly  mortified, 
Fifi  thought  that  the  best  way  to  meet  the  emergency  was 
just  to  say  nothing. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  demanded  the  professoiial  tones. 
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^      Oh,  nothing,    she  said,  winking  back  the  tears  and  try- 
ing  to  smile,  apologetically  —  "just  silly  reasons.   I  —  IVe 
spent  an  hour  and  ten  minutes  on  a  probU-m  '     e  and  it 
won  t  come  right.    I 'm— sorry  I  disturbed  you."    ' 
There  was  a  brief  silence.  Mr.  Queed  cleared  his  throat 

You  cannot  solve  your  problem?" 
"  I  have  n't  yet,"  she  sniffed  bravely,  "  but  of  course  I  will 
soon.  Oh,  I  understand  it  very  well.  .  .  ." 

She  kept  her  eyes  stoutly  fixed  upon  her  book,  which 
indicated  that  not  for  worlds  would  she  interrupt  him 
further.  Nevertheless  she  felt  his  large  spectacles  upon  her. 
And  presently  he  astonished  her  by  saying,  rosii^nedly  — 
doubtless  be  had  decided  tl'at  thus  could  the  virginal  U\m 
be  most  surely  and  swiftly  restored:— 

''Bring  me  your  book.   I  will  solve  your  problem." 
"Oh!"  said  Fifi,  choking  down  a  cough.  An.i  then.  "Do 
you  know  all  about  algebra,  too?" 

It  seemed  that  Mr.  Queed  in  his  younger  days  had  once 
made  quite  a  specialty  of  mathematics,  both  lower,  like 
Fifi  s,  and  also  far  higher.  The  child's  polite  demurs  were 
firmly  oveindden.  Soon  she  was  established  in  a  chair  at 
his  side,  the  book  open  on  the  table  between  them. 
"  Indicate  the  problem,"  said  Mr.  Queed. 
Fifi  indicated  it:  No.  71  of  the  collection  of  stickers  known 
as  Miscellaneous  Review.  It  read  as  follows: 

h,  JlV,^r^*'?'^''''^J'"^u*'"''*  105  rods  of  stone  fence,  found  that  if  he  had 

Twi  •  K  °^  '*''' ^  ''^y  ^2  ^'"."'^  ^^^«  been  6  days  longer  incomoS 
the  job.  How  many  rods  a  day  did  he  build  ?  completing 

Queed  read  this  through  once  and  announced:  "He  built 
seven  rods  a  day." 

Fifi  stared.  "Why  —  how  in  the  world,  Mr  Queed  — " 
"Let  us  see  if  I  am  right.   Proceed.   Read  me  what  you 
have  written  down." 

"Let  X  equal  the  number  of  rods  he  built  each  day  " 
b^an  Fifi  bravely. 
"Proceed." 
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"Then  tos  divided  by  x  equals  number  of  days  con- 
sumed. And  los  divided  by  x—2  equali  number  of  days 
consumed,  if  he  had  built  a  rods  less  a  day." 

•♦Of  course." 

"And  (/05 +  *-.»)+ d=number  of  days  consumed  if  it 
had  taken  him  six  days  longer." 

"Nothing  of  the  sort." 

Fifi  coughed.  "  I  don't  see  why,  exactly." 

"When  the  te>  says  'six  days  longer,'  it  means  longet 
than  what?" 

"VVhy  —  longer  thn  ever." 

"  Doubtless.  But  you  must  state  it  in  terms  of  the  prob- 
lem." 

"In  terms  of  the  pipblem,"  murmured  Fifi,  her  red-brown 
head  bowxl  over  the  bewildering  book  —  "in  terms  of  the 
problem.' 

"Of  course,"  said  her  teacher,  "there  is  but  one  thing 
which  longer  can  mean :  that  is  longer  than  the  original  rate 
of  prepress.  Yet  you  add  the  six  to  the  time  required  under 
the  new  rate  of  progress." 

"I  —  I'm  really  afraid  I  don't  quite  see.  I 'm  dreadfully 
stupid,  I  know — " 

"Take  it  ..his  way  then.  You  have  set  down  here  two 
facts.  One  fact  is  the  number  of  days  nc  essary  under  the 
old  rate  of  progress;  the  other  is  the  numoer  of  days  neces- 
sary under  the  new  rnte.  Now  what  is  the  difference  between 
them?" 

"Why  —  is  n't  that  jusi  what  I  don't  know?" 

"I  can't  say  what  you  don't  know.  This  is  something 
that  /  know  very  well." 

"But  you  know  everything,"  she  murmured. 

Without  seeking  to  deny  this,  Queed  said:  "It  tells  ycj 
right  there  in  the  book." 

"  I  don't  see  it,"  said  Fifi,  nervously  looking  high  and  low, 
not  only  in  the  book  but  all  over  the  room. 

The  young  man  fell  back  on  the  inductive  method: 
"What  is  that  six  then?" 
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"Oh!  Now  I  see.    It's  the  difference  in  the  number  of 
days  consumed  —  is  n't  it?"  "umucr  oi 

"Naturally.  Now  put  down  your  equation    No  no»  Th« 
greater  the  rate  of  progress,  the  fewS  the  nutnCr7.iIy^ 

Now  Fifihgured  swimmingly: 

105       105  __ 

X-2  X 

T05X  - 105*  +  2io=6*»-  ia« 

(>3^  -I2x-2IO=:o 

(*-7)  U+5)=o 

x=7or-5 

She  smiled  straight  into  his  eyes,  sweetly  and  fearlesslv 
Hk^Z  \Z  "'"'  T  "^'''  ^''  '^  '  ^-'^  only  doS 
and  r  /crnrto'td'.^"  "  """^^  °'''«'^-  ^^^  ^""^  ^ 

Mr  Queed  avoided  Fifi's  smile;  he  obviously  deliberated 
If  you  have  any  more  of  these  terrible  difficulties  "he 
said  sbwly,  "It  is  n't  accessary  for  you  to  sit  ther^  alUven! 
rng^  and  cry  over  them.    You  .  .  .  may  ask  me  to  show 

won  t  be  here,  you  see.    I  did  n't  mean  to  come  to-night  - 
truly.  Mr.  Queed  -  I  know  I  bother  you  ..  -  only  Mother 

''Your  mother  made  you?  Why?" 
c..r»,^-"~'^u^  right  cold  upstairs,  you  know,"  said  Fifi 
gathenng  up  her  books,  "and  she  thought  it  mighTnot  S 
very  good  for  my  cough.  ..."  ^  °^ 

Queed  glanced  impatiently  at  the  giri's  delicate  face    A 
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"Oh,  I  am  wilHr^,"  h  j  said  testily,  "for  you  to  bring  your 
work  here  whenever  it  is  very  cold  upstairs." 

"Oh,  how  good  you  are,  Mr.  Queed!"  cried  Fifi,  stag- 
gered by  his  nobility.  "But  of  course  I  can't  think  of 
bothering — " 

"I  should  not  have  asked  you,"  he  interrupted  her,  irrit- 
ably, "if  I  had  not  been  willing  for  you  to  come." 

But  for  all  boarders,  their  comfort  and  convenience,  Fifi 
had  the  great  respect  which  all  of  us  feel  for  the  source  of 
our  livelihood;  and,  stammering  grateful  thanks,  she  again 
assured  him  that  she  could  not  make  such  a  nuisance  of 
herself.  However,  of  course  Mr.  Queed  had  his  way,  as  he 
always  did. 

This  point  definitely  settled,  he  picked  up  his  pencil, 
which  was  his  way  of  saying,  "And  now,  for  heaven's  sake 
—  good-night!"  But  Fifi,  her  heart  much  softened  toward 
him,  stood  her  ground,  the  pile  of  school-books  tucked  under 
her  arm. 

"  Mr.  Queed  —  I  —  wonder  if  you  won't  let  me  get  some- 
thing to  put  on  your  forehead?  That  bruise  is  so  dread- 
ful—" 

"Oh,  no!  No!  It's  of  no  consequence  whatever." 

"But  I  don't  think  you  can  have  noticed  how  bad  it  is. 
Please  let  me,  Mr.  Queed.  Just  a  little  dab  of  arnica  or 
witch-hazel  — " 

"My  forehead  does  very  well  as  it  is,  I  assure  you." 

Fifi  turned  reluctantly.  "Indeed  something  on  it  would 
make  it  get  well  so  much  faster.   I  wish  you  would  — " 

Ah !  There  was  a  thought.  As  long  as  he  had  this  bruise 
people  would  be  bothering  him  about  it.  It  was  a  world 
where  a  man  could  n't  even  get  a  black  eye  without  a 
thousand  busybodies  commenting  on  it. 

"If  you  are  certain  that  its  healing  will  be  hastened  — " 

"  Positive ! "  cried  Fifi  happily,  and  vanished  without  more 
speech. 

One  Hour  a  Day  to  be  given  to  Bodily  Exercise.  .  .  .  How 
long,  O  Lord,  how  long! 


'fwvy^m::' 
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Fifi  returned  directly  with  white  cloths,  scissors,  and  two 
large  bottles. 

"I  won't  take  hardly  a  minute  — you  see!  Listen,  Mr. 
Queed.  One  of  these  bottles  heals  fairly  well  and  does  n't 
hurt  at  all  worth  mentioning.  That's  witch-hazel.  The 
other  heals  very  well  and  fast,  but  stings  —  well,  a  lot;  and 
that  s  turpentme.  Which  will  you  take?" 

"The  turpentine,"  said  Mr.  Queed  in  a  martyr's  voice. 
Fifi  s  hands  were  very  deft.  In  less  than  no  time,  she  made 
a  httle  hnt  pad,  soaked  it  in  the  pungent  turpentine,  applied 
It  to  the  unsightly  swelling,  and  bound  it  firmly  to  the  young 
man  s  head  with  a  snowy  band.  In  all  of  Mr.  Queed's  life 
this  was  the  first  time  that  a  woman  had  ministered  to  him! 
lo  himself,  he  involuntarily  confessed  that  the  touch  of  the 
girl  s  hands  upon  his  forehead  was  not  so  annoying  as  you 
might  have  expected.  ^ 

Fifi  drew  off  and  surveyed  her  work  sympathetically  vet 
professionally.   The  effect  of  the  white  cloth  riding  aslant 
over  the  round  glasses  and  academic  countenance  was  won- 
derfully rakish  and  devil-may-care. 
"Do  you  feel  the  sting  much  so  far?" 
"A  trifle,"  said  the  Doctor. 

"It  works  up  fast  to  a  kind  of -climax,  as  I  remember, 

and  then  slowly  dies  away.  The  climax  will  be  pretty  bad  — 

}J^.^.  ^""J'y  ■  But  when  it 's  at  its  worst  just  say  to  yourself. 

This  IS  doing  me  lots  and  lots  of  good,'  and  then  you  won't 

mind  so  much. 

chair  "^''^  ^°"'''^  ^^^  directions,"  said  he,  squirming  in  his 

— "  Sd-n'i  h t"'^""^  '^"'"^  ""^  ^"^  '^'  ^""^  ^°'"  ^^^  ^'S^^'"^'  and 

"Good-night." 

He  immediately  abandoned  all  pretense  of  working  To 
him  it  seenied  that  the  climax  of  the  turpentine  had  come 
instantly;  there  was  no  more  working  up  about  it  than  there 
was  about  a  live  red  coal.  The  mordant  tooth  bit  into  his 
blood;  he  rose  and  tramped  the  floor,  muttering  savagely 
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to  himself.  But  h6  would  not  pluck  the  hateful  thing  off,  no, 
no  —  for  that  would  have  been  an  admission  that  he  was 
wrong  in  putting  it  on;  and  he  was  never  wrong. 

So  Bylash,  reading  one  of  Miss  Jibby's^works  in  the  parlor, 
and  pausing  for  a  drink  of  water  at  the  end  of  a  glorious 
chapter,  found  him  tramping  and  muttering.  His  flying 
look  dared  Bylash  to  address  him,  and  Bylash  prudently 
took  the  dare.  But  he  poured  his  drink  slowly,  stealing 
curious  glances  and  endeavoring  to  catch  the  drift  of  the 
little  Doctor's  murmurings. 

In  this  attempt  he  utterly  failed,  because  why  i  Obviously 
because  the  Doctor  cursed  exclusively  in  the  Greek  and 
Latin  languages. 

In  five  minutes,  Queed  was  upon  his  work  again.  Not 
that  the  turpentine  was  yet  djang  slowly  away,  as  Fifi  had 
predicted  that  it  would.  On  the  contrary  it  burned  like  the 
fiery  furnace  of  Shadrach  and  Abednego.  But  One  Hour 
a  Day  to  be  given  to  Bodily  Exercise  t  .  .  .Oh,  every  second 
must  be  made  to  count  now,  whether  one's  head  was  break- 
ing into  flame  or  not. 

Whatever  his  faults  or  foibles,  Mr.  Queed  was  captain  of 
his  soul.  But  the  fates  were  against  him  to-night.  In  half 
an  hour,  when  the  sting  —  they  called  this  conflagration  a 
sting!  —  was  beginning  to  get  endurable  and  die  pencil 
to  move  steadily,  the  door  opened  and  in  strode  Professor 
Nicolovius;  he,  it  seemed,  wanted  matches.  Why  under 
heaven,  if  a  man  wanted  matche  could  n't  he  buy  a  thou- 
sand boxes  and  store  them  in  piles  in  his  room? 

The  old  professor  apologized  blandly  for  his  intrusion,  but 
seemed  in  no  hurry  to  make  the  obvious  reparation.  He 
drew  a  match  along  the  bottom  of  the  mantle-shelf,  eyeing 
the  back  of  the  little  Doctor's  head  as  he  did  so,  and  slowly 
lit  a  cigar. 

"I'm  sorry  to  see  that  you've  met  with  an  accident,  Mr. 
Queed.   Is  there  anything,  perhaps,  that  I  might  do?" 

"Nothing  at  al^'thanks,"  said  Queed,  so  indignantly  that 
Nicolovius  dropped  the  subject  at  once. 


""Ill   I   !.!■ 1   |>lHL,.j,»i> 
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fivl^r  H^'^Jl^'*  ''^^'^'  Paynter's  might  have  been  fifty- 

b^n  th.  ™^  .'  ^""^  *ft5  ^^""'y-  *"d  »»« <^»o'he«  had  long 
been  the  secret  envy  of  Mr.  Bylash.  He  leaned  against  thf 
mantel  at  his  ease,  blowing  blue  smoke.  ^  ^^ 

I  A.        ^!}fu^'^  *  ^^^^y  pleasant  place  to  sit  of  an  eveninir 
I  daresay ! "  he  purred,  presently.  evemng, 

steTn  ^  "Tl^°^»,'^  ^°"m^  ""^"'^  ^^  ^^  uncompromisingly 

have'^hougtt  tSt -- "•  ""'  "'^''"^  '^'  '"^'-  "^  ^»^°"'<1 

"The  interruptions,"  said  Queed,  "are  constant." 

The  o'     professor  laughed.    "Upon  my  word,  I  don't 

blarney      for  saying  that.    The  gross  commun  sm  of  a 

boardmg-house  .      .  it  does  gall  one  at  times!  ^  f ar  a^ 

I  am  concerned.  I  relieve  you  of  it  at  once.  Good-night  '^ 

The  afternoon  before  Nicolovius  had  happened  to  walk 

fZ  °^^^f,,^^y  downtown  with  Mr.  Queed^nd  had  S 

shut'^/n  ^  ^  ^^''  ""'"""i  °^  ^^  ''^'^^y  conversation.  He 
shut  the  door  now  somewhat  puzzled  by  the  young  man's 

Tt'utpe'nTr '  '"'  '''"  ^^^°'°^^"^  ^"^^  -' ^-^  SS.: 
The  broken  evening  wore  on,  with  progress  slower  than 
the  laborer's  m  Problem  71,  when  he  decided  to  b^Ud^" 
^s  less  a  day.  At  eleven.  Miss  Miller,  who  had  been  to 
flV^  n'J^f^"^  *"•  '^^  ^^"^«^  ^  d""k  of  water.  At 
r.'^tT-JvT''  ""f^^^  ^^P^  ^^^"'•ate  tally -there 
came  Tramer  Khnker,  who,  having  sought  his  pupil  vaWy 
in  the  Scnptonum,  retraced  his  steps  to  rout  hin^out  below 

leanng  that  Fifi  had  sent  him  with  a  second  dose  of  turoen^ 
tine.  But  the  bottle  turned  out  to  contain  merely  a  ?^re 
unguent  j  ust  obtained  by  Klinker  from  his  friend  Smfthy  The 
physical  instructor  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  and  deemed  sur- 
prisingly effective  for  the  development  of  die  academk  bicep 
At  last  there  was  blessed  quiet,  and  he  could  write  again' 
The  city  slept;  the  last  boarder  was  abed;  the  tur^ne 
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had  become  a  peace  out  of  pain ;  only  the  ticking  of  the  clock 
filtered  into  the  perfect  calm  of  the  dining-room.  The  little 
Doctor  of  Mrs.  Paynter's  stood  face  to  face  with  his  love, 
embraced  his  heart's  desire.  He  looked  into  the  heart  of 
Science  and  she  gave  freely  to  her  lord  and  master.  Sprawled 
there  over  the  Turkey-red  cloth,  which  was  not  unhaunted 
by  the  ghosts  of  dead  dinners,  he  became  chastely  and  di- 
vinely happy.  His  mind  floated  away  into  the  empyrean; 
he  saw  visions  of  a  far  more  perfect  Society;  dreamed 
dreams  of  the  ascending  spiral  whose  law  others  had  groped 
at,  but  he  would  be  the  first  to  formulate ;  caught  and  fondled 
the  secret  of  the  whole  great  Design;  reduced  it  to  a  rule- 
of -thumb  to  do  his  bidding;  bestrode  the  whole  world  like  a 
great  Colossus.  .  .  . 

From  which  flight  he  descended  with  a  thud  to  observe 
that  it  was  quarter  of  two  o'clock,  and  the  dining-room  was 
cold  with  the  dying  down  of  the  Latrobe,  and  the  excellent 
reading-lamp  in  the  death-throes  of  going  out. 

He  went  upstairs  in  the  dark,  annoyed  with  himself  for 
having  overstayed  his  bedtime.  Long  experimentation  had 
shown  him  that  the  minimum  of  sleep  he  could  get  along 
with  to  advantage  was  six  and  one-half  hours  nightly.  Xhis 
meant  bed  at  1.30  exactly,  and  he  hardly  varied  it  five 
minutes  in  a  year.  To  his  marrow  he  was  systematic:  he 
was  as  definite  as  an  adding-machine,  as  practical  as  a  cash 
register.  But  even  now,  on  this  exceptional  night,  he  did 
not  go  straight  to  bed.  Something  still  remained  to  be 
accomplished :  an  outrage  upon  his  sacred  Schedule. 

In  the  first  halcyon  days  at  Mrs.  Paynter's,  before  the 
board  question  ever  came  up  at  all,  the  iron-clad  Schedule 
of  Hours  under  which  he  was  composing  his  great  work  had 
stood  like  this: 

8.20  Breakfast 

8.40  Evolutionary  Sociology 

1.30  Dinner 

2  Evolutionary  Sociology 

7  Supper 

7.20  to  1.30  Evolutionary  Sociology 
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♦k       u^^  .*^""*  °^  *™*  'o^e  never  yet  ran  smooth   and 
this  schedule  was  too  ideal  to  stand.  Fil^t  the  PoXd  come 
along  and  mcked  a  clean  hour  out  of  it.  and  now  hb  BcSy 
had  unexpectedly  risen  and  claimed  yet  another  Lur    And 
beyond  even  this  ...  some  devilish  whim  had  b^iray«i 

of  the  landlady's  daughter  in  the  puling  matter  of  algeb?^ 

nnf  L*  '  '"icu  ^  "^^"'"^  "°*  P"^  ^^atin.  The  girl  could 
not  be  so  selfish  as  to  take  advantage  of  his  overSenerous 
«^pulse^  She  must  understand  that  his  time  belcngS  to  ?he 
ages  and  the  race,  not  to  the  momentary  perpleSties  of  a 
high  seal  dunce.  .  At  the  worst  it  wouldTonly  five 
minutes  here  and  there -say  ten  minutes  a  week-  for^v 

But  the  hour  of  Bodily  Exercise  could  not  be  so  evaded 
It  mus   go  in.   On  land  or  sea  there  was  no  helMo^^h^' 
For  thirty  days  henceforward  at  the  least  -  and  a  vofce 

Ws  s"h^",  ^^^'^'^  '}^'  ''  ^°"'^  be  for  much  longe?- 
his  Schedule  must  stand  like  this: 

8.20  Breakfast 

8.40  Evolutionary  Sociology 

1 30  Dinner 

2  Evolutionary  Sociology 

4.45  to  5.15  Open- Air  Pedestrianism 

5.15  to  6.15  The  Post 

6.15  to  6.45  Kiinker's  Exercises  for  all  Parts  of  the 
Body 

7  Supper 

7-20  Evolutionary  Sociology 

Hand  clasped  in  his  hair,  Queed  stared  long  at  this  wreck- 
n  ^  i!?,  \/^"^^  °^  foreboding  and  utter  despondency 
Doubtless  Mr.  Pat  who  was  at  that  moment  ^acefuJly 
pulling  a  pipe  oyer  his  last  galleys  at  the  Post  office,  would 
have  been  astonished  to  learn  what  havoc  his  accureed  fleas 
had  wrought  with  the  just  expectations  of  posterity 
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Of  Charles  Gardiner  West,  President-Elect  of  Blaines  College, 
and  his  Ladies  Fair:  aU  in  Mr.  West's  Lighter  Manner. 

THE  closing  German  of  the  Thursday  Cotillon,  hard 
upon  the  threshold  of  a  late  Lent,  was  a  dream  of 
pure  delight.    Six  of  them  in  the  heart  of  every 
season  since  1871,  these  Germans  have  become  famous 
wherever  the  light  fantastic  toe  of  aristocracy  trips  and  eke 
is  tripped.  They  are  the  badge  of  quality,  and  the  test  of  it, 
the  sure  scaling-rod  by  which  the  frightened  debutante  may 
measure  herself  at  last,  to  ask  of  her  mirror  that  night,  with 
who  can  say  what  tremors:    Am  I  a  success?"  Over  these 
balls  strangers  go  mad.  They  come  from  immense  distances 
to   attend    them,    sometimes   with    superciliousness;    are 
instantly  captivated ;  and  returning  to  their  homes,  wherever 
they  may  be,  sell  out  their  businesses  for  a  song  and  move  on, 
to  get  elected  if  they  can,  which  does  not  necessarily  follow. 
Carriages,  in  stately  procession,  disembarked  their  pre- 
cious freight;  the  lift,  laden  with  youth  and  beauty,  shot  up 
and  down  like  a  glorious  Jack-in-the-Box;  over  the  corridors 
poured  a  stream  of  beautiful  maidens  and  handsome  gentle- 
men, to  separate  for  their  several  tiring-rooms,  and  soon 
to  remeet  in  the  palm-decked  vestibule.   Within  the  great 
room,  couples  were  already  dancing;  Fetzy's  Hungarians 
on  a  dais,  concealed  behind  a  wild  thicket  of  growing  things, 
were  sighing  out  a  wonderful  waltz ;  rows  of  white-covered 
chairs  stood  expectantly  on  all  four  sides  of  the  room ;  and 
the  chaperones,  august  and  handsome,  stood  in  a  stately 
line  to  receive  and  to  welcome.  And  to  them  came  in  salu- 
tation Charles  Gardiner  West  and,  beside  him,  the  lady 
whom  he  honored  with  his  hand  that  evening,  Miss  Milli- 
cent  Avery,  late  of  Maunch  Chunk,  but  now  of  Ours. 
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and  the  foolish;  rumor  made  her  colossally  wealthy.  As 
for  him,  he  was  the  glass  of  fashion  and  the  mould  of  form, 
and  much  more  than  that  besides.  Of  an  old  name  but  a 
scanty  fortune,  he  had  won  his  place  by  his  individual 
merits;  chiefly,  perhaps,  for  so  wags  the  world,  by  an  exterior 
singularly  prepossessing  and  a  manner  that  was  a  possession 
above  rubies.  His  were  good  looks  of  the  best  fashion  of 
men's  good  looks;  not  aitall  man,  he  yet  gave  the  effect 
of  tallness,  so  perfect  was  his  carriage,  so  handsome  his  ad- 
dress. And  he  was  as  clever  as  charming;  cultured  as 
the  world  knows  culture;  literary  as  the  term  goes;  nor  was 
there  any  one  who  made  a  happier  speech  than  he,  whether  in 
the  forum  or  aroun^  the  festal  board.  Detractors,  of  course, 
he  had — as  which  of  those  who  raise  their  heads  above  the 
dead  level  have  not?  —  but  they  usually  contented  them- 
selves with  saying,  as  Buck  Klinker  had  once  said,  that  his 
manners  were  a  little  too  good  to  be  true.  To  most  he  seemed 
a  fine  type  of  the  young  American  of  the  modern  South ;  a 
brave  gentleman;  a  true  Democrat  with  all  his  honors;  and, 
though  he  had  not  yet  been  tested  in  any  position  of  respon- 
sibility, a  rising  man  who  held  the  future  in  his  hand. 

They  took  their  seats,  and  at  last  he  freed  himself  from 
the  unsteadying  embarrassment  which  had  shaken  him  at 
the  first  sight  of  her  under  the  brilliant  lights  of  the  ball- 
room. 

"Two  things  have  happened  to  make  this  seventh  of 
March  a  memorable  day  for  me,"  said  he.  "Two  great 
honors  have  come  to  me.  They  are  both  for  your  ear  alone." 

She  flung  upon  him  the  masked  battery  of  her  eyes. 
They  were  extraordinary  eyes,  gray  and  emerald,  not  large, 
but  singularly  long.  He  looked  fully  into  them,  and  she 
slowly  smiled. 

"The  other  honor,"  said  Charles  Gardiner  West,  "is  of  a 
commoner  kind.  They  want  to  make  me  president  of 
Blaines  College." 

"Oh — really ! "  said  Miss  Avery,  and  paused.  "And  shall 
you  let  them  do  it?" 
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He  nodded,  suddenly  thoughtful  and  serious.  "Long 
before  snow  flies,  Semple  &  West  will  be  Semple  and  Some- 
thing  else.  They'll  elect  me  in  June.  I  need  n't  say  that 
no  one  must  know  of  this  now  —  but  you." 

"Of  course.  It  is  a  great  honor,"  she  said,  with  faint 
enthusiasm.  But  why  are  you  giving  up  your  business? 
Does  n't  it  interest  you?" 

He  made  a  large  gesture.  "Oh,  it  interests  me.  .  .  .  But 
what  does  it  all  come  to,  at  the  last?  A  man  aspires  to  find 
some  better  use  for  his  abilities  than  dollar-baiting,  don't 
you  think?" 

Miss  Avery  privately  thought  not,  though  she  certainly 
did  not  like  his  choice  of  terms. 

"  If  a  man  became  the  greatest  stock-jobber  in  the  worid, 
who  would  remember  him  after  he  was  gone?  Miss  Avery 
I  earnestly  want  to  serve.  My  deepest  ambition  is  to  leave 
some  mark  for  the  better  upon  my  environment,  my  city, 
and  my  State.  I  am  baring  my  small  dream  for  you  to  look 
at,  you  see.  Now  this  little  college  ,  .  ." 

But  a  daring  youth  by  the  name  of  Beverley  Byrd  bore 
Miss  Avery  away  for  the  figure  which  was  just  then  form- 
ing, and  the  little  college  hung  in  the  air  for  the  nonce.  Mr 
West  was  so  fortunate  as  to  secure  the  hand  of  Miss  Wey- 
land  for  the  figure,  he  having  taken  the  precaution  to  ask 
that  privilege  when  he  greeted  her  some  minutes  since. 
Couple  behind  couple  they  formed,  the  length  of  the  great 
room,  and  swung  away  on  a  brilliant  march. 

" It's  going  to  be  a  delicious  German  —  can't  you  tell  by 
the  feel  ?  "  began  Shariee,  doing  the  march  with  a  deux-temps 
step.  I  m  so  glad  to  see  you,  for  it  seems  ages  since  we  met 
though,  you  know,  it  was  only  last  week.  Is  not  that  a  nice 
speech  for  greeting?  Only  I  must  tell  you  that  I  "ve  said  it 
to  four  other  men  already,  and  the  evening  is  yet  young." 
"Is  there  nothing  in  all  the  worid  that  you  can  say,  quite 
new  and  special,  for  me?" 

"Oh,  yes!   For  one  thing  your  partner  to-night  is  alto- 
gether the  loveliest  thing  I  ever  saw.  And  for  another 


I- 

li 


•I 


lo8 


QUEED 


"  I  am  listening." 

"  For  another,  her  partner  to-night  is  quite  the  nicest  man 
in  all  this  big,  big  room." 

"And  how  many  men  have  you  said  that  to  to-night,  here 
in  the  youth  of  the  evening?" 

But  the  figure  had  reached  that  point  where  the  paths  of 
partners  must  diverge  for  a  space,  and  at  this  juncture 
Sharlee  whirled  away  from  him.  Around  and  up  the  room 
swept  the  long  file  of  low-cut  gowns  and  pretty  faces,  and 
step  for  step  across  the  floor  moved  a  similar  line  of  swallow- 
tail and  masculinity.  At  the  head  of  the  room  the  two  lines 
curved  together  again,  round  meeting  round,  and  here,  in 
good  time,  the  lovely  billow  bore  on  Sharlee,  who  slipped 
her  little  left  hand  into  'est's  expectant  right  with  the 
sweetest  air  in  the  world. 

"Nobody  but  you,  Charles  Gardiner  West,"  said  she. 
The  whistle  blew;  the  music  changed;  and  oflf  they  went 
upon  the  dreamy  valse. 

There  are  dancers  in  this  world,  and  other  dancers:  but 
Sharlee  was  the  sort  that  old  ladies  stop  and  watch.  Of  her 
infinite  poetry  of  motion  it  is  only  necessary  to  say  that  she 
could  make  even  "the  Boston"  look  graceful;  as  witness 
her  now.    In  that  large  room,  detectives  could  have  found 
men  who  thought  Sharlee  decidedly  prettier  than  Miss 
Avery.    Her  look  was  not  languorous;  her  voice  was  not 
provocative;  her  eyes  were  not  narrow  and  tip-tilted;  they 
did  not  look  dangerous  in  the  least,  unless  you  so  regard  all 
extreme  pleasure  derived  from  looking  at  anything  in  the 
nature  of  eyes.   Nor  was  there  anything  in  the  least  busi- 
nesshke,  official,  or  stenographic  about  her  manner.   If  her 
head  bulged  with  facts  about  the  treatment  of  the  deficient 
classes,  no  hint  of  that  appeared  in  her  talk  at  parties.  Few 
of  the  young  men  she  danced  with  thought  her  clever,  and 
this  shows  how  clever  she  really  was.  For  there  are  men  in 
this  world  who  will  run  ten  city  blocks  in  any  weather  to 
avoid  talking  to  a  woman  who  knows  more  than  they  do, 
and  knows  it,  and  shows  that  she  knows  that  - '    !aiows  it. 
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Charles  Gardiner  West  looked  down  at  Sharlee;  and  the 
music  singing  in  his  blood,  and  the  measure  that  they  trod 
together,  was  all  a  part  of  something  splendid  that  belonged 
totheni  alonein  the  world.  Another  man  at  such  a  moment 
would  have  contented  himself  with  a  pretty  speech,  but 
West  gave  his  sacred  confidence.  He  told  Sharlee  about  the 
presidency  of  Blaines  College. 

Sharlee  did  not  have  to  ask  what  he  would  do  with  such 
an  offer  She  recognized  at  sight  the  opportunity  for  ser- 
vice he  had  long  sought;  and  she  so  sincerely  rejoiced  and 
triumphed  m  it  for  him  that  his  heart  grew  very  tender 
toward  her   and  he  told  her  all  his  plans;  how  he  meant 

\LT^^  .^  u"?  ^?"^^^  ^  ^'^""^  enlightened  modem 
institution  which  should  turn  out  a  growing  army  of  brave 
young  men  for  the  upbuilding  of  the  city  and  the  state. 

They  ele.:t  me  the  first  of  June.  Of  course  I  am  supposed 
to  know  nothing  about  it  yet,  and  you  must  keep  it  as  a 
great  secret  if  you  please.  I  give  up  my  business  in  April. 
Ihe  next  month  goes  to  my  plans,  arranging  and  laying 
out  a  great  advertising  campaign  for  the  September  open- 
wg  Early  in  June  I  shall  sail  for  Europe,  nominally  for  a 
httie  rest  but  really  to  study  the  school  systems  of  the  old 
world.  The  middle  of  August  will  find  me  at  my  new  desk 
oh,  so  full  of  enthusiasms  and  high  hopes!"  ' 

''It's  splendid.  ...  Oh,  how  fine!"  paaned  she. 
Upon  the  damask  wrapping  of  Sharlee's  chair  lay  a  great 
armful  of  red,  red  roses,  the  gift  of  prodigal  young  Beverley 
Byrd  and  far  too  large  to  carry.  She  lifted  them  up;  scented 
their  fragrance;  selected  and  broke  a  perfect  flower  from  its 
long  stem;  and  held  it  out  with  a  look. 
"The  Assistant  Secretary  of  the  State  Department  of 
Chanties  presents  her  humble  duty  to  President  West." 

"Ah!  Then  the  president  commands  his  minion  to  place 
It  tenderly  m  his  buttonhole." 

"Look  at  the  sea  of  faces  .  .  .  lorgnettes,  too.    The 
minion  dassent." 

"Oh,  that  we  two  were  M  ^ying! " 
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"You  misread  our  announcement,"  said  Beverley  Byrd, 
romping  up.  "No  opening  for  young  men  here,  Gardyl 
Butt  out." 

West  left  her,  his  well-shaped  head  in  something  of  a 
whirl.  In  another  minute  he  was  oft  with  Miss  Avery  upon 
a  gallant  two-step. 

Fetzy's  played  on ;  the  dancers  floated  or  hopped  accord- 
ing to  their  nature;  and  presently  a  waltz  faded  out  and  in  a 
breath  converted  itself  into  the  march  for  supper,  the  same 
air  always  for  I  don't  know  how  many  years. 

Miss  Avery  rose  slowly  from  her  seat,  a  handsome  siren 
shaped,  drilled,  fitted,  polished  from  her  birth  for  nothing  else 
than  the  beguiling  q(  lordly  man.  From  the  heart  of  her 
beautiful  bouquet  she  plucked  a  spray  of  perfect  lily-of-the- 
valley,  and,  eyes  upon  her  own  flowers,  held  it  out  to 
West 

"They  are  beautiful,"  she  a-'id  in  her  languorous  voice. 
"  I  had  n't  thanked  you  for  them,  had  I  ?  Wear  this  for  me, 
will  you  not?"  She  looked  up  and  her  long  eyes  fell  —  we 
need  not  assume  for  the  first  time  —  upon  the  flower  in  his 
lapel.  "I  beg  your  pardon,"  she  said,  with  the  slightest 
change  of  expression  and  voice.  "  I  see  that  you  are  already 
provided.  Shall  we  not  go  up?" 

Laughing,  he  plucked  a  red,  red  rose  from  his  button-hole 
and  jammed  it  carelessly  in  his  pocket. 

"Give  it  to  me." 

"Why,  it's  of  no  consequence.  Flowers  quickly  fade." 

"Won't  you  understand?  .  .  .  you  maddening  lady. 
I've  known  all  these  girls  since  they  were  born.  When 
they  offer  me  flowers,  shall  I  hurt  their  feelings  and  refuse? 
Give  it  to  me." 

She  shook  her  head  slowly. 

"Don't  you  know  that  I'll  prize  it  — and  why?"  said 
he  in  a  low  voice.  "Give  it  to  me." 

Their  eyes  met;  hers  fluttered  down;  but  she  raised  them 
suddenly  and  put  the  flower  in  his  buttonhole,  her  face  so 
close  that  he  felt  her  breath  on  his  cheek. 
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Beside  him  at  supper,  she  took  up  the  thread  of  their 
earner  talk. 

"If  you  must  give  up  your  business,  why  should  n't  it 
be  for  something  bigger  than  the  college  —  public  life  for 
mstance?" 

"I  may  say,"  West  answered  her.  "that  as  yet  there 
has  not  been  that  sturdy  demand  from  the  public,  that  up- 
roarious msistence  from  the  honest  voter  ..." 

"At  dinner  the  other  evening  I  met  one  of  your  fine  old 
patriarchs,  Colonel  Cowles.  He  told  us  that  the  new  Mayor 
of  this  city,  if  he  was  at  all  the  right  sort,  would  go  from 
the  Lity  Hall  to  the  Governorship.  And  do  you  know  who 
represents  his  idea  of  the  right  sort  of  Mayor?" 

West,  picking  at  a  bit  of  duck,  said  that  he  had  n't  the 
least  idea. 

"So  modest  — w  modest!  He  said  that  the  city  needed 
a  young  progressive  man  of  the  better  class  and  the  highest 
character  and  that  man  was  —  you.  No  other,  by  your 
iCuVME!  The  Mayoralty,  the  Governorship,  the  Senate  wait- 
mg  behind  that,  perhaps  —  who  knows?  Is  it  wise  to  bortle 
one  s  self  up  in  the  blind  alley  of  the  college?" 

Thus  Delilah:  to  which  Samson  replied  that  a  modem 
college  is  by  no  means  a  blind  alley;  that  from  the  presi- 
dential  retreat  he  would  keep  a  close  eye  upon  the  march 
of  affairs,  doubtless  doing  his  share  toward  moulding  public 
opinion  through  contributions  to  the  Post  and  the  reviews- 
that,  m  fact,  public  life  had  long  had  an  appeal  for  him,  and 
that  if  at  any  time  a  cry  arose  in  the  land  for  him  to  come 
forward  .  .  . 

"For  a  public  career,"  said  Delilah,  with  a  sigh,  "  I  should 
think  you  had  far  rather  be  editor  of  the  Post,  for  example, 
than  head  of  this  college." 

Samson  made  an  engaging  reply  that  had  to  do  with 
Colonel  Cowles  The  talk  ran  off  into  other  channels,  but 
somehow  Delilah  s  remark  stuck  in  the  young  man's  head. 

Soul  IS  not  all  that  flows  at  the  Thursday  German,  and 
It  has  frequenUy  been  noticed  that  the  dance  becomes 
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gayest  after  supper.  But  it  becomes,  too,  sadly  brief,  and 
Home  Sweet  Home  falls  all  too  soon  upon  the  enthralled  ear. 
Now  began  the  movement  toward  that  place,  be  it  never  so 
humble,  like  which  there  is  none;  and  amid  the  throng 
gathered  in  the  vestibule  before  the  cloak-rooms,  West 
again  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Miss  Weyland  with 
whom  he  had  stepped  many  a  measure  that  evening. 

"I've  been  thinking  about  it  lots.  President  West,"  said 
she;  "it  grows  better  all  the  time.  Won't  you  please  teach 
all  your  boys  to  be  very  good,  and  to  work  hard,  and  never 
to  grow  up  to  make  trouble  for  the  State  Depa  tment  of 
Charities." 

She  had  on  a  carriage-robe  of  light  blue,  collared  and 
edged  with  white  fur.  and  her  arms  were  as  full  of  red  roses 
as  arms  could  be. 

"But  if  I  do  that  too  well,"  said  he,  "what  would  become 
of  you?  Blaines  College  shall  never  blot  out  the  Depart- 
ment of  Charities.  I  nearly  forgot  a  bit  of  news.  Gloomy 
news.  The  Post  is  going  to  fire  your  little  Doctor." 

']Ah  — no/" 

"It  looks  that  way.  The  directors  will  take  it  up  defin- 
itely in  April.  Colonel  Cowles  is  going  to  recommend  it. 
He  says  the  Doc  has  more  learning  than  society  requires." 

"But  don't  you  think  his  articles  give  a  —  a  tone  to  the 
paper  —  and — ?" 

"I  do;  a  sombre,  awful,  majestic  tone,  if  you  like,  but 
still  one  that  ought  to  be  worth  something." 

Shariee  looked  sad,  and  it  was  one  of  her  best  looks. 

"Ah,  me!  I  don't  know  what  will  become  of  him  if  he  is 
turned  adrift.   Could  you,  could  you  do  anything?" 

"  I  can,  and  will,"  said  he  agreeably.  "  I  think  the  man 's 
valuable,  and  you  may  count  on  it  that  I  shall  use  my 
influence  to  have  him  kept." 

So  the  Star  and  the  Planet  again  fought  in  their  courses 
for  Mr.  Queed.  West,  gazing  down  at  her,  overcoat  on  arm, 
looked  like  a  Planet  who  usually  had  his  way.  The  Star,  too, 
had  strong  inclinations  in  the  same  direction.  For  example, 
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she  had  noted  at  supper  the  lily-of  t'le-valley  in  the  Plan- 
et s  buttonhole,  and  she  had  m  biu.i  able  to  see  any  good 
reason  for  that. 

Her  eyes  became  dreamy.  ".  Iom  shall  I  ay  thank  you? 
...  I  know.  I  must  give  you  .112  'J  m>.  pretty  flowers 
for  your  buttonhole."  She  began  pulling  out  one  of  the 
glorious  roses,  but  suddenly  checked  herself  and  gazed  off 
pensively  into  space,  a  finger  at  her  lip.  "Ah !  I  thought  this 
gesture  seemed  strangely  familiar,  and  now  I  remember. 
1  gave  him  a  flower  once  before,  and  ah,  look!  ...  the 
president  of  the  college  has  tossed  it  away." 

West   glanced   hastily  down   at   Ms  ^buttonhole.     The 
ily-of-the-valley  was  gone;  he  had  no  idea  where  he  had 
lost  It,  nor  could  he  now  stay  to  inquire.   The  rose  he  took 
with  tender  carefulness  from  the  upper  pocket  of  his  waist- 
coat. 

u  "^Ilt^^*^  Mademoiselle  expect?"  said  he,  with  a  courtly 
bow.      The  president  wears  it  over  his  heart." 
Sharlee's  smile  was  a  coronation  for  a  man. 
"That  one  was  for  the  president.  This  new  one,"  said  she. 
plucking  It  out,  "is  for  the  director  and  — the  man  " 

This  new  one,  after  all,  she  put  into  his  buttonhole  with 
her  own  hands,  while  he  held  her  great  bunch  of  them. 
As  she  turned  away  from  the  dainty  ceremony,  her  color 
faintly  heightened,  Sharlee  looked  straight  into  the  narrow 
eyes  of  Miss  Avery,  who,  talking  with  a  little  knot  of  men 
some  distance  away,  had  been  watching  her  closely  The 
two  girls  smiled  and  bowed  to  each  other  with  extraordinary 
sweetness. 
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X 

Of  Fifi  on  Friendship,  and  who  would  he  sorry  if  Queed  died; 
of  Queed' s  Mad  Impulse,  sternly  overcome  ;  of  his  Indig- 
nant Call  upon  Nicolovius,  the  Old  Professor. 

COULD    I    interrupt   you   for    just   a    minute,  Mr. 
Queed?" 
"No.    It  is  not  time  yet." 

"Cicero's  so  horrid, to-night." 

"Don't  scatter  your  difficulties,  as  I've  told  you  before. 
Gather  them  all  together  and  have  them  ready  to  present 
to  me  at  the  proper  time.  I  shall  make  the  usual  pause," 
said  Mr,  Queed,  "at  nine  sharp." 

Fifi,  after  all,  had  been  selfish  enough  to  take  the  little 
Doctor  at  his  word.  He  had  both  given  her  the  freedom  of 
his  dining-room  and  ordered  her  to  bring  her  difficulties  to 
him,  instead  of  sitting  there  and  noisily  crying  over  them. 
And  she  had  done  his  bidding,  night  after  night.  For  his 
part  he  had  stuck  manfully  by  his  moment  of  reckless  gen- 
erosity, no  matter  how  much  he  may  have  regretted  it. 
He  helped  Fifi,  upon  her  request,  without  spoken  protest  of 
censure.  But  he  insisted  on  doing  it  after  an  ironclad  sched 
ule:  Absolute  silence  until  nine  o'clock;  then  an  interlude 
for  the  solving  of  difficulties;  absolute  silence  after  that; 
then  at  9.45  a  second  interlude  for  the  solving  of  the  last 
difficulties  of  the  night.  The  old  rule  of  the  dining-room, 
the  Silence  sign,  had  been  necessarily  suspended,  but  the 
young  man  enforced  his  schedule  of  hours  far  more  strictly 
than  the  average  railroad. 

"  Nine  o'clock,"  he  announced  presently.  "  Bring  me  your 
difficulties." 

Fifi's  brain  was  at  low  ebb  to-night.   She  came  around 
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with  several  books,  and  he  jabbed  his  pencil  at  her  open 
Cic(  ro  with  some  contempt. 

"You  have  a  fundamental  lack  of  acquaintance  with 
Latin  grammar,  Miss  —  M'-s  Fifi.  You  badly  need  — " 

"Why  don't  you  call  me  Fifi,  Mr.  Queed?  That's  what 
all  my  mends  call  me." 

He  stared  at  her  startled;  she  thought  his  eyes  looked 
almost  terrified.  "My  dear  young  lady!  I'm  not  your 
friend." 

A  rare  color  sprang  into  Fifi's  pallid  cheeks:  "I  —  I 
thought  you  liked  me  —  from  your  being  so  good  about 
helping  me  with  my  lessons  —  and  everything." 

Queed  cleared  his  throat.  "I  do  like  you  —  in  a  way. 
Yes  —  in  that  way  —  I  like  you  very  well.  I  will  call  you 
F  —  Fifi,  if  you  wish.  But  —  friends!  Oh,  no!  They  take 
up  more  time  than  such  a  man  as  I  can  afford." 

"  I  don't  think  I  would  take  up  one  bit  more  time  as  your 
friend  than  I  do  now,"  said  Fifi,  in  a  plaintive  voice. 

Queed,  uncomfortably  awar'-  -.  the  flying  minutes,  felt 
like  saying  that  that  was  impr     " 

"Oh,  I  know  what.  I'm  talkii.  .ut,  I  assure  you,"  said 
the  possessor  of  two  friends  in  New  York.  "I  have  threshed 
the  whole  question  out  in  a  practical  way." 

"Suppose,"  said  Fifi,  "your  book  came  out  and  you  were 

very  famous,  but  all  alone  in  the  world,  without  a  friend. 

And  you  died  and  there  was  not  one  sing^  person  to  cry  and 

miss  you  —  would  you  think  that  was  a — a  successful  life?" 

"Oh,  I  suppose  so!  Yes,  yes!" 

"  But  don't  —  don't  you  want  to  have  people  like  you  and 
be  your  friend?" 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  it  is  not  a  question  of  what  I  want. 
I  was  not  put  here  in  the  world  to  frivol  through  a  life  of 
gross  pleasure.  I  have  serious  work  to  do  in  the  service  of 
humankind,  and  I  can  do  it  only  by  rigid  concentration  and 
ruthless  elimination  of  the  unessential.  Surely  you  can 
grasp  that?" 

"But — if  you  died  to-morrow," said  Fifi,  fearfully  fasd- 
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nated  by  this  aspect  of  the  young  man's  majestic  isolation, 
—  "don't  you  know  of  anybody  who'd  be  really  and  truly 
sorry?" 

"Really,  I've  never  thought  of  it,  but  doubtless  my  two 
friends  in  New  York  would  be  sorry  after  their  fashion. 
They,  I  believe,  are  all." 

"No  they  aren't!  There 's  somebody  else ! " 
Queed  supposed  she  was  going  to  say  God,  but  he  duti- 
fully inquired,  "  Who?  " 

Fifi  looked  decidedly  disappointed.  "I  thought  you 
knew,"  she  said,  gazing  at  him  with  childlike  directness. 
"Me." 

Queed's  eyes  fell.  There  was  a  brief  silence.  The  young 
man  became  aware  of  a  curious  sensation  in  his  chest  which 
he  did  not  understand  in  the  least,  but  which  he  was  not 
prepared  to  describe  as  objectionable.  To  pass  over  it,  and 
to  bring  the  conversation  to  an  immediate  close,  he  rapped 
the  open  book  austerely  with  his  pencil. 

"We  must  proceed  with  the  difficulties.  Let  me  hear  you 
try  the  passage.  Come!  Qtiam  ob  rem,  Quirites.  .  .  ," 

The  nine  o'clock  difficulties  proceeded  with,  and  duly 
cleared  up,  Fifi  did  not  stay  for  the  second,  or  9.45,  inter- 
lude. She  closed  M.  T.  Ciceronis  Orationes  Selectae, 
gathered  together  her  other  paraphernalia,  and  then  she 
said  suddenly:  — 

"I  may  leave  school  next  week,  Mr.  Queed.  I  — don't 
think  I'm  going  to  graduate." 

He  looked  up,  surprised  and  displeased.  "Why  on  earth 
do  you  think  that?" 

"Well,  you  see,  they  don't  think  I'm  strong  enough  to 
keep  up  the  work  right  now.  The  Doctor  was  here  to-day, 
and  ihat's  what  he  says.  It's  silly,  I  think  —  I  know  I  am." 
Queed  was  playing  the  devil's  tattoo  with  his  pencil, 
scowling  somewhat  nervously.  "  Did  you  want  to  graduate 
particularly?" 

A  look  of  exquisite  wistfulness  swept  the  child's  face,  and 
was  gone.   "Yes,  I  wanted  to  —  lots.  But  I  won't  mind  so 
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much  after  I've  had  time  to  get  used  to  it.  You  know  the 
way  people  are." 

There  was  a  silence,  during  which  the  young  man  wrestled 
with  the  sudden  mad  idea  of  offering  to  help  Fifi  with  all 
her  lessons  each  night  —  not  merely  with  the  difficulties  — 
thus  enabhng  her  to  keep  up  with  her  class  with  a  mini- 
mum  of  work.  Where  such  an  impulse  came  from  he  could 
not  conjecture.    He  put  it  down  with  a  stern  hand.    Per- 

^°f  L^:,  f-  ^f  ^'  ^?  ""'^^^  ^  ^'"^°st  willing  to  make  this 
splendid  display  of  altruism;  but  for  the  sake  of  posterity 
and  the  common  good,  he  could  not  dream  of  stealing  so 
much  time  from  the  Magnum  Opus. 

''Well!"  he  said  rather  test-'y.  "That  is  too  bad." 
I  know  you  '11  be  glad  not  to  have  me  bothering  you  any 
more  with  my  lessons,  and  all." 

"I  will  not  say  that." 

He  looked  at  Fifi  closely,  examined  her  face  in  a  eearch- 
mg,  personal  manner,  which  he  had  probably  never  before 
employed  in  reviewing  a  human  countenance. 

"You  don't  look  well  —  no,  not  in  the  least.  You  are  not 
well.  You  are  a  sick  giri,  and  you  ought  to  be  in  bed  at  this 
moment. 

Fifi  colored  with  pleasure.  "No,"  she  said,  "I  am  not 
well. 

Indeed  Fifi  was  not  well.  Her  cheek  spoke  of  the  three 
pounds  she  had  lost  since  he  had  first  helped  her  with  her 
difficulties,  and  the  eleven  pounds  before  that.  The  hand 
upon  the  Turkey-red  cloth  was  of  su-h  transparent  thinness 
that  you  were  sure  you  could  see  the  lamplight  shining 
through.  Her  eyes  were  startling,  they  were  so  full  of  other- 
worldly sweetness  and  so  ringed  beneath  with  shadows. 

And  if  I  stopped  coming  down  here  to  work  nights  " 
queried  Fifi  shamelessly,  "would  you  —  miss  me?"  ' 

"Miss  you?" 

"You  wouldn't  — you  wouldn't!   You'd  only  be  glad 
not  to  have  me  around  — "  ^        s 

"I  can  truthfully  say,"  said  the  little  Doctor,  glancing  at 
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his  watch,  "that  I  am  sorry  you  are  prevented  from  gradu< 
ating." 

Fifi  retired  in  a  fit  of  coughing.  She  and  her  cough  had 
played  fast  and  loose  with  Queed's  great  work  that  evening, 
and,  moreover,  it  took  him  a  minute  and  a  half  to  get  her  out 
of  his  mind  after  she  had  gone.  Not  long  afterwards,  he 
discovered  that  the  yellow  sheet  he  wrote  upon  was  the  last 
of  his  pad.  That  meant  that  he  must  count  out  time  to  go 
upstairs  and  get  another  one. 

Count  out  time!  Why,  that  was  what  his  whole  life  had 
come  down  to  now!  What  was  it  but  a  steady  counting  out 
of  ever  more  and  more  time? 

The  thirty  days  of  hours  ceded  to  Klinker  were  up,  and 
instead  of  at  once  'bringing  the  prodigal  experiment  to  a 
close.  Doctor  Queed  found  himself  terribly  tempted  to  listen 
to  his  trainer's  entreaties  and  extend  by  fifty  per  centum  the 
time  allotted  to  the  gymnasium  and  open-air  pedestrianism. 
He  could  not  avoid  the  knowledge  that  he  felt  decidedly 
better  since  he  had  begun  the  exercises,  especially  during 
these  last  few  days.  For  a  week  "  the  "  headache  and  he  had 
been  strangers.  Much  more  important,  he  was  con- 
scious of  bringing  to  his  work,  not  indeed  a  livelier  interest, 
for  that  would  have  been  impossible,  but  an  increasing 
vitality  and  an  enlarged  capacity.  He  kept  the  most  careful 
sort  of  tabs  upon  himself,  and  his  records  seemed  to  show,  at 
least  for  the  past  week  or  two,  that  his  net  volume  of  work 
had  not  been  seriously  lowered  by  the  hour  j>er  day  wrung 
from  the  Schedule.  The  exercises,  then,  seemed  to  be  paying 
their  own  freight.  And  besides  all  this,  they  were  clearly 
little  mile-stones  on  the  path  which  led  men  to  physical 
competency  and  the  ability  to  protect  their  articles  from 
public  affront. 

Still,  an  hour  out  was  an  hour  out  —  three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  hours  a  year  —  three  months'  delay  in 
finishing  his  book.  Making  allowance  for  increased  pro- 
ductivity, a  month  and  a  half's  delay.  And  that  was 
only  a  beginning.   The  Post  —  Klinker's  Exercises  for  All 
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Parts  of  the  Body  —  Klinker  himself,  who  called  frequently 
—  now  Fifi  (eighteen  minutes  this  very  evening)  —  who 
could  say  where  the  mad  dissipation  would  end?  On  some  un- 
charted isle  in  the  far  Souta  Seas,  perchance,  a  man  might 
be  let  alone  to  do  his  work.  But  in  this  boarding-house,  it 
was  clear  now,  the  effort  was  foredoomed  and  hopeless. 
Once  make  the  smallest  concession  to  the  infernal  ubiquity 
of  the  race,  once  let  the  topmost  bar  of  your  gate  down 
never  so  little,  and  the  whole  accursed  public  descended 
with  a  whoop  to  romp  all  over  the  premises.  What,  oh, 
what  was  the  use  of  trying?  .  .  . 

"Ah,  Mr.  Queed  —  well  met!  Won't  you  stop  in  and  see 
me  a  Httle  while?  You 're  enormously  busy,  I  know — but 
possibly  I  can  find  something  to  interest  you  in  my  ooor 
little  collection  of  books." 

Nicolovius,  coming  up  the  stairs,  had  met  Queed  coming 
down,  pad  in  hand.  The  impertinence  of  the  old  professor's 
invitation  fitted  superbly  with  the  bitterness  of  the  little 
Doctor's  humor.  It  pressed  the  martyr's  crown  upon  his 
brow  till  the  perfectness  of  his  grudge  against  a  hateful 
world  lacked  nor  jot  nor  tittle. 

"Oh,  certainly!  Certainly!"  he  replied,  with  the  utmost 
mdignation. 

Nicolovius,  bowing  courteously,  pushed  open  the  door. 

It  was  known  in  the  boarding-house  that  the  remodeling 
of  the  Second  Hall  Back  into  a  private  bathroom  for  Nico- 
lovius had  been  done  at  his  own  expense,  and  rumor  had  it 
that  for  his  two  rooms  — his  "suite,"  as  Mrs.  Paynter 
called  it  — he  paid  down  the  sum  of  eighteen  dollars 
weekly.  The  bed-sitting-room  into  which  he  now  ushered 
his  guest  was  the  prettiest  room  ever  seen  by  Mr.  Queed, 
who  had  seen  few  pretty  rooms  in  his  life.  Certainly  it  was 
a  charming  room  of  a  usual  enough  type:  lamplit  and  soft- 
carpeted;  brass  fittings  about  the  fireplace  where  a  coal  fire 
glowed;  a  large  red  reading-table  with  the  customary  litter 
of  books  and  periodicals:  comfortable  chairs  to  sit  in;  two 
uncommonly   pretty   mahogany   bookcases    with    quaint 
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leaded  windows.  The  crude  central  identity  about  all  bed- 
rooms that  had  hitherto  come  within  Queed's  ken,  to  wit, 
the  bed,  seemed  in  this  remarkable  room  to  be  wanting 
altogether.  For  how  was  he,  with  his  practical  inexperience, 
to  know  that  the  handsome  leather  lounge  in  the  bay- 
window  had  its  in'ards  crammed  full  of  sheets,  and  blankets, 
and  hinges  and  collapsible  legs? 

The  young  man  gravitated  instinctively  toward  the  book- 
cases. His  expert  eye  swept  over  the  titles,  and  his  gloom 
lightened  a  little. 

"You  have  some  fair  light  reading  here,  I  see,"  he  said, 
plucking  out  a  richly  bound  volume  of  Lecky's  History  of 
European  Morals. 

Nicolovius,  who  was  observing  him  closely,  smiled  to 
himself.  "Ah,  yes.  t'm  the  merest  dilettfinte,  without  your 
happiness  of  being  a  specialist  of  authority." 

The  old  professor  was  a  tall  man,  though  somewhat 
stooped  and  shrunken,  a.id  his  head  was  as  bare  of  hair  as  the 
palm  of  your  hand;  which  of  course  was  why  he  wore  the 
black  silk  skull  cap  about  the  house.  On  the  contrary  his 
mustaches  were  singularly  long  and  luxuriant,  they,  and  the 
short,  smart  goatee,  being  of  a  peculiar  deep  auburn  shade. 
His  eyes  were  dark,  brilliant,  and  slightly  sardonic;  there 
were  yellow  pouches  under  them  and  deep  transverse  fur- 
rows on  his  forehead;  his  nose,  once  powerfully  aquiline, 
appeared  to  have  been  broken  cleanly  across  the  middle. 
Taken  all  in  all,  he  was  a  figure  to  be  noticed  in  any  com- 
pany. 

He  came  forward  on  his  rubber  heels  and  stood  at  his 
guest's  elbow. 

"Your  field  is  science,  I  believe?  This  Spencer  was  bound 
for  me  years  ago,  by  a  clever  devil  in  Pittsburg,  of  all 
places;  Huxley,  too.  My  Darwin  is  hit  and  miss.  Mill  is 
here;  Hume;  the  American  John  Fiske.  By  chance  I  have 
The  Wealth  of  Nations.  Here  is  a  fine  old  book.  Sir  Henry 
Maine's  Ancient  Law.  You  know  it,  of  course?" 

"All  —  all!    I   know   them   all,"   murmured   the  little 
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Doc'c  .standing  with  two  books  under  his  arm  and  pluckinir 

at  the  .t^'      •    ^'  '^•^'  "'"^^'"^  ^"^  stand  VmS 
at  the  immensity  of  my  reading.    Benjamin  Kidd-ha» 

He  won  t  be  in  so  many  Hbraries  when  I  get  through  with 
i^Ti^XS"  TJt'^'''  "''""^  °"  P°''^'<^a'  economy:  I  see. 

ohv  T^.^?  It  w"^  ^""-  ^^^'^•"K  much  in  philoso- 
pny.  The  Con/ra/ 5ocw/ —  absurd  " 

ro^  n?  ^°u  ''^'■*''  ^"^  ^^^^r^"''^^  Nicolovius.  pointing  to  a 
row  of  well-worn  works  of  Bible  criticism.  "Of  cour«j  the 
Germans  are  far  in  the  lead  in  this  field,  and  I  am  unhap- 
pily  compelled  to  rely  on  translations.  Still  I  have  — " 

Here!   Look  here!   I  must  have  this!   I  must  take  this 
book  from  you!"  interrupted  Queed,  rather  excitedly  drag- 
ging a  fat  blue  volume  from  a  lower  shelf.     "Crozier's 
Cmltzatton  and  Progress.   What  a  find!  I  need  it  badly 
I  II  just  take  it  with  me  now,  shall  I  not?  Eh?" 

"I  shall  be  only  too  happy  to  have  you  take  it  "  said 
Nicolovius.  blandly,  "and  as  many  others  as  you  cl;e  iZl' 
I  11  have  another  look  and  see."  said  Queed.  "  My  codv 
of  Lrozier  disappeared  some  time  before  I  left  New  York 
and  so  far  I  have  been  unable  to  replace  it.  I  am  showing 
him  up  completely.  .  .  .  Why.  this  is  singular -extrTr- 
dinary!  There  s  not  a  history  among  all  these  l)ooks  -not 
a  volume! 

Nicolovius's  expression  oddly  changed;  his  whole  face 
seemed  to  tighten.  "No."  he  said  slowly.  "I  have  J,me 
reason  to  dislike  history."  »  "^ve  ^me 

The  young  man  straightened  sharply,  horrified  "Whv 
dont  you  say  at  once  that  you  hate  Life  ~  Man  -  the 
Evolution  of  the  Race  —  and  be  done  with  it.>" 

Would  that  seem  so  dreadful  to  you?"  The  old  man's 
face  wore  a  sad  smile.  "  I  might  say  even  that,  I  fear.  Try 
one  of  those  chairs  by  the  fire.  I  shall  not  mind  telling  you 
how  I  came  by  this  feeling.   You  don't  smoke.  I  believe! 

k  maTte^?^'  ''"''^  ^°"  "^""'^  ''"^^  '^'  **°^  ^°^ 

Nicolovius's  haughty  aloofness,  his  rigid  uncommunica- 
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tiveness,  his  grand  ducal  bearing  and  the  fact  that  he  paid 
eighteen  dollars  a  week  for  a  suite  had  of  course  made  him 
a  man  of  mark  and  mystery  in  the  boarding-house,  and  in 
the  romancings  of  Miss  Miller  he  had  figured  as  nearly 
everything  from  a  fugitive  crown  prince  to  a  retired  counter- 
feiter. However,  Queed  positively  refused  to  be  drawn  away 
from  the  book-shelves  to  listen  to  his  story,  and  the  old 
professor  was  compelled  to  turn  away  from  the  fire  and  to 
talk,  at  that,  to  the  back  of  the  young  man's  head. 

Nicolovius,  so  he  told  Queed,  was  not  an  American  at  all, 
but  an  Irishman,  born  at  Roscommon,  Connaught.  His 
grandfather  was  a  German,  whence  he  got  his  name.  But 
the  lad  grew  up  '"  the  image  of  his  mother's  people.  He 
became  an  intense  patriot  even  for  Ireland,  an  extremist 
among  extremists,  a  notorious  firebrand  in  a  land  where  no 
wood  glows  dully.  Equipp)ed  with  a  good  education  and 
natural  parts,  he  had  tjecome  a  passionate  leader  in  *he 
"Young  Ireland"  movement;  was  a  f  <  m-centre  all  during 
the  Home  Rule  agitations;  and  suouenly  outgrew  Ireland 
overnight  during  the  "Parnellism  and  Crime"  era.  He  got 
away  to  the  coast,  disguised  as  a  coster,  and  once  had  the 
pleasure  of  giving  a  lift  in  his  cart  to  the  search-party  who 
wanted  him,  deaH  or  alive.  This  was  in  the  year  1882. 

"You  were  mixed  up  in  the  Phoenix  Park  murders,  I 
daresay?"  interjected  Queed,  in  his  matter-of-fact  way. 

"You  will  excuse  my  preference  for  a  certain  indefinite- 
ness,"  said  Nicolovius,  with  great  sweetness. 

On  this  side,  he  had  drifted  accidentally  into  school-teach- 
ing, as  a  means  of  livelihood,  and  r'uck  at  it,  in  New  York, 
St.  Paul,  and,  for  many  years,  in  Chicago.  The  need  of  a 
warmer  climate  for  his  health's  sake,  he  said,  had  driven 
him  South,  and  some  three  years  before  an  appointment  at 
Milner's  Collegiate  School  had  brought  him  to  the  city 
which  he  and  the  young  man  now  alike  called  their  own. 

Queed,  still  sacking  the  shelves  for  another  find,  asked  if 
he  had  never  revisited  Ireland. 

"Ah,  no,"  said  Nicolovius,  "there  was  no  gracious  par- 
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don  for  my  little  peccadillo,  no  statute  of  limitations  to 
run  after  me  and  pat  me  on  the  head.  I  love  England  best 
with  the  sea  between  us.  You  may  fancy  that  a  refugee 
Irishman  has  no  fondness  for  reading  history." 

He  flicked  the  fire-ash  from  his  cigar  and  looked  at  Queed. 
All  the  time  he  talked  he  had  been  watching  the  young  man] 
studying  him,  conning  him  over.  .  .  . 

"My  life  ended  when  I  was  scarcely  older  than  you.  I 
have  been  dead  while  I  was  alive.  .  .  .  God  pity  you, 
young  man,  if  you  ever  taste  the  bitter  misery  of  that!" 

Queed  turned  around  surprised  at  the  sudden  fierceness 
of  the  other's  tone.  Nicolovius  instantly  sprang  up  and 
went  over  to  poke  the  fire;  he  came  back  directly,  smiling 
easily  and  pulling  at  his  long  cigar. 

"Ah,  well !  Forgive  the  saddening  reminiscences  of  an  old 
man  —  not  a  common  weakness  with  me,  I  assure  you. 
May  I  say,  Mr.  Queed,  how  much  your  intellect,  your  cul- 
ture, your  admirable  — ah  — poise  — amazing  they  seem 
to  me  in  so  young  a  man  —  have  appealed  to  me  among  a 
population  of  Brookes,  Bylashes,  and  Klinkers?  You  are 
the  first  man  in  many  a  day  that  has  inspired  me  with  an 
impulse  toward  friendship  and  confidence.  It  would  be  a 
real  kindnr-        /ou  'd  come  in  sometimes  of  an  evening." 

At  the  word  "friendship"  the  young  man  flinched  uncon- 
trollably. Was  the  whole  diabolical  world  in  league  to 
sprng  out  and  make  friends  with  him? 

"Unfortunately,"  he  said,  with  his  iciest  bow,  "my  time 
is  entirely  engrossed  by  my  work." 

But  as  his  eye  went  round  the  pretty,  dim-lit  room,  he 
could  not  help  contrasting  it  with  the  bleak  Scriptorium 

above,  and  he  added  with  a  change  of  tone  and  a  sigh: 

"  You  appear  wonderfully  comfortable  here." 
Nicolovius    shrugged.     "So-so,"  he   said    indifferently. 
"However,  I  shall  make  a  move  before  lone." 
"Indeed?" 

"I  want  more  space  and  independence,  more  quiet  — 
surcease  from  meeting  fellow-boarders  at  every  step.    I 
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plan  to  move  into  an  apartment,  or  perhaps  a  modest  little 
house,  if  I  can  manage  it.  For  I  am  not  rich,  unhappily, 
though  I  believe  the  boarders  think  I  am,  because  I  make 
Emma  a  present  of  a  d<  >llar  each  year  at  the  anniversary 
of  the  birth  of  our  Lord." 

Queetl  ignor«l  his  little  pleasantry.  He  was  struck  with 
the  fact  that  Nicolovius  had  descrilxxl  exactly  the  sort 
of  living  arrangement  that  he  himself  most  earnestly  de- 
sired. 

"I  should  have  made  the  move  last  year,**  continued 
Nicolovius,  pulling  at  his  auburn  mustaches,  "except  that 
— well,  I  am  more  sensitive  to  my  loneliness  as  I  grow  older, 
and  the  fact  was  that  I  lacked  a  congenial  companion  to  share 
a  pleasantcr  home  with." 

The  eyes  of  the  two  men  met,  and  they  moved  away  from 
each  other  as  by  common  consent.  Apparently  the  same 
thought  iK)ppcd  simultaneously  into  both  their  minds. 
Queed  dallied  with  his  thought,  frankly  and  with  the  purest 
unaltruism. 

Though  this  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  been  in  the 
old  professor's  pretty  room,  it  was  the  third  or  fourth  time 
he  had  been  invited  there.  Nothing  could  be  clearer  than 
that  Nicolovius  liked  him  enormously,  —  where  on  earth 
did  he  get  his  fatal  gift  for  attracting  people?  —  nothing 
than  that  he  was  exactly  the  sort  of  congenial  companion 
the  old  man  desired.  Why  should  n't  he  go  and  live  with 
Nicolovius  in  his  new  home,  the  home  of  perfect  quiet  and 
immunity  from  boarders?  And  unbroken  leisure,  too,  for 
of  course  Nicolovius  would  bear  all  expenses,  and  he  him- 
self would  fly  from  all  remunerative  work  as  from  the  Black 
Death.  Nay  more,  the  old  chap  would  very  likely  be  willing 
to  pay  him  a  salary  for  his  society,  or  at  least,  see  that  he 
was  kept  well  supplied  with  everything  he  needed  —  books 
to  demolish  like  this  one  under  his  arm,  and  .  .  . 

He  looked  up  and  found  the  sardonic  Italian  eyes  of  the 
old  professor  fixed  on  him  with  a  most  curious  expression. 
.  ,  .  No,  no!    Better  even  Mrs.  Paynter's  than  solitude 
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jharcd  with  this  stagey  old  man,  with  his  repellent  face  and 
his  purnng  voice  which  his  eyes  so  belied. 

"I  must  be  goinjf,"  said  Queed  hastily. 

His  host  came  forward  with  suave  expressions  of  regret. 

However,  I  feel  much  complimentcti  that  you  came  at  all. 
Pray  honor  me  again  very  srKin  — " 

"I'll  return  this  \xx>k  sometime."  continued  the  younij 
man,  already  at  the  <l(K)r.  "You  won't  mind  if  I  mark  it  of 
course?"  ' 

"My  dear  sir  —  most  certainly  not.  Indeed  I  hoped  that 
you  would  consent  to  accept  it  for  your  own.  as  a  — " 

"No  I'll  return  it.  I  daresay  you  will  find,"  he  added 
with  a  famt  smile,  but  his  grossest  one,  "that  my  notes  have 
not  lessened  its  value  exactly!" 

In  the  hall  Queed  looked  at  his  watch ;  (en  minutes  to  ten 
Twenty-five  minutes  to  his  visit  upon  the  old  professor/ 

However,  let  us  be  calm  and  just  about  it.  The  twenty- 
five  minutes  was  not  a  flat  loss:  he  had  i^ot  Crozier  by  it 
Crozler  was  worth  twenty-five  minutes;  thirty-five  If  it 
came  to  that  — fifty!  .  .  .  But  how  to  fit  such  a  thing  as 
this  into  the  Schedule  — and  Klinker's  visits  — and  the 
time  he  had  given  to  Kifi  to-night  and  very  likely  would  have 
to  give  through  an  endless  chain  of  to-morrows?  Here  was 
the  burning  crux.  Was  it  endurable  that  the  Schedule  must 
be  corrupted  yet  again? 

So  far  as  little  I-ifi  was  concerned,  it  turned  out  that  these 
agonies  were  superfluous;  he  had  helped  her  with  her  lessons 
for  the  last  time.  She  did  not  appear  in  the  dining-room 
the  next  night,  or  the  next,  or  the  next.  Inquiries  from  the 
boarders  drew  from  Mrs.  Paynter  the  information  that  the 
child  s  cough  had  pulled  her  down  so  that  she  had  been 
remanded  to  bed  for  a  day  or  two  to  rest  up.  But  resting 
up  appeared  not  to  prove  so  simple  a  process  as  had  been 
anticipated,  and  the  day  or  two  was  soon  running  into 
weeks. 

Halcyon  nights  Queed  enjoyed  in  the  dining-room  in 
l-ifis  absence,  yet  faintly  marred  in  a  most  singular  way 
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by  the  very  absence  which  alone  made  them  halc3ron.  It  is 
a  fact  that  you  cannot  give  to  any  person  fifteen  minutes  of 
valuable  time  every  night,  and  not  have  your  consciousness 
somewhat  involved  in  that  person's  abrupt  disappearance 
from  your  horizon.  Messages  from  Fifi  on  matters  of  most 
trivial  import  came  to  Queed  occasionally,  and  these  served 
to  keep  alive  his  subtle  awareness  of  her  absence.  But  he 
never  took  any  notice  of  the  messages,  not  even  of  the  one 
which  said  that  he  could  look  in  and  see  her  some  afternoon 
if  he  wa:ited  to. 
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Concerning  a  Plan  to  make  a  Small  Gift  to  a  Fellow-Boarder, 
and  what  it  led  to  in  the  Way  of  CaUs;  also  touching  upon 
Mr.  Queed's  Dismissal  from  the  Post,  and  the  Generous 
Resolve  of  the  Young  Lady,  Charles  Weyland. 

THE  State  Department  of  Charities  was  a  rudiment- 
ary affair  in  those  days,  just  as  Queed  had  said. 
Its  appropriation  was  impossibly  meager,  even  with 
the  niggard  s  increase  just  wrung  from  the  legislature.  The 
whole  Department  fitted  cozily  into  a  single  room  in  the 
Capitol;  It  was  small  as  a  South  American  army,  this 
Department,  consisting,  indeed,  of  but  the  two  generals. 
But  the  Secretary  and  the  Assistant  Secretary  worked 
together  like  a  team  of  horses.    They  had  already  done 
wonders,  and  their  hopes  were  high  w  "ih  still  more  wonders 
to  perform.    In  especial  there  was  J.e  reformatory.   The 
legislature  had  adjourned  without  paying  any  attention 
to  the  reformatory,  exactly  as  it  had  been  meant  to  do. 
But  a  bill  had  been  introduced,  at  all  events,  and  the  Post 
had  earned  a  second  editorial,  expounding  and  urging  the 
plan;  several  papers  in  the  smaller  cities  of  the  State  had 
followed  the  Post's  lead;  and  thus  the  issue  had  been  fairiy 
launched,  with  the  ground  well  broken  for  a  successful  cam- 
paign two  years  later. 

The  office  of  the  Department  was  a  ship-shape  place,  with 
Its  two  desks,  a  big  one  and  a  little  one;  the  typewriter 
table;  the  rows  and  rows  of  letter-files  on  shelves;  a  sectional 
bookcase  containing  Charities  reports  from  other  States,  with 
two  shelves  reserved  for  authoritative  books  by  such  writers 
as  Willoughby,  Smathers,  and  Conant.  Here,  doubtiess, 
would  some  day  stand  the  colossal  work  of  Queed.  At  the 
big  desk  sat  die  Rev.  Mr.  Dayne,  a  practical  idealist  of  no 
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common  sort,  a  kind-faced  man  with  a  crisp  brown  mustache. 
At  the  typewriter-table  sat  Sharlee  Weyland,  writing  firm 
letters  to  thirty-one  county  almshouse  keepers.  It  was  hard 
upon  noon.  Sharlee  looked  tired  and  sad  about  the  eyes. 
She  had  not  been  to  supper  at  Mrs.  Paynter's  for  months, 
but  she  went  there  nearly  every  afternoon  from  the  office 
to  see  Fifi,  who  had  been  in  bed  for  four  weeks. 

The  Department  door  opened,  with  no  premonitory 
knock,  and  in  walked,  of  all  people,  Mr.  Queed. 

Sharlee  came  forward  very  cordially  to  greet  the  visitor, 
and  at  once  presented  him  to  the  Secretary.  However  Queed 
dismissed  Mr.  Dayne  very  easily,  and  gazing  at  Sharlee 
sharply  through  his  spectacles,  said: 

"  I  should  like  to  speak  to  you  in  private  a  moment." 

"Certainly,"  said  Sharlee. 

"  I  '11  step  into  the  hall,"  said  kind-faced  Mr.  Dayne. 

"No,  no.  Indeed  you  must  n't.   We  will." 

Sharlee  faced  the  young  man  in  the  sunlit  hall  with  sym- 
pathetic expectancy  and  some  curiosity  in  her  eyes. 

"There  is,"  he  began  without  preliminaries,  "a  girl  at  the 
house  where  I  board,  who  has  been  confined  to  her  bed  with 
sickness  for  some  weeks.  It  appears  that  she  has  grown  thin 
and  weak,  so  that  they  will  not  permit  her  to  graduate  at 
her  school.  This  involves  a  considerable  disappointment  to 
her." 

"You  are  speaking  of  Fifi,"  said  Sharlee,  gently. 

"That  is  the  girl's  name,  if  it  is  of  any  interest  to  you  — " 

"You  know  she  is  my  first  cousin." 

"Possibly  so,"  he  replied,  as  though  to  say  that  no  one 
had  the  smallest  right  to  hold  him  responsible  for  that.  "In 
this  connection,  a  small  point  has  arisen  upon  which  advice 
b  required,  the  advice  of  a  woman.  You  happen  to  be  the 
only  other  girl  I  know.  This,"  said  Queed,  "is  why  I  have 
called." 

Sharlee  felt  flattered.  "You  are  most  welcome  to  my 
advice,  Mr.  Queed." 

He  frowned  at  her  through  glasses  that  looked  as  big  and 
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as  round  as  butter-saucers,  with  an  expression  in  which 
impatience  contended  with  faint  embarrassment. 

"As  her  fellow-lodger,"  he  resumed,  precisely,  "I  have 
been  in  the  habit  of  assisting  this  girl  with  her  studies  and 
have  thus  come  to  take  an  interest  in  her  —  a  small  interest. 
During  her  sickness,  it  seems,  many  of  the  boarders  have 
been  in  to  call  upon  her.  In  a  similar  way,  she  has  sent  me 
several  messages  inviting  me  to  call,  but  I  have  not  been  in 
position  to  accept  any  of  these  invitations.  It  does  not  follow 
that,  because  I  gave  some  of  my  time  in  the  past  to  assisting 
her  with  her  lessons,  I  can  afford  to  give  more  of  it  now  for 
purposes  of — of  mere  sociability.  I  make  the  situation  clear 
to  you?" 

Sharlee,  to  whom  Fifi  had  long  since  made  the  situation 
clear,  puckered  her  brow  like  one  carefully  rehearsing  the 
several  facts.  "Yes,  I  believe  that  is  all  perfectly  clear,  Mr. 
Queed." 

He  hesitated  visibly;  then  his  lips  tightened  and,  gazing 
at  her  with  a  touch  of  something  Hke  defiance,  he  said:  "On 
the  other  hand,  I  do  not  wish  this  girl  to  think  that  I  bear 
her  ill-will  for  the  time  I  have  given  her  in  the  past.  I  — 
ahem  —  have  therefore  concluded  to  make  her  a  present,  a 
small  gift." 

Sharlee  stood  looking  at  him  without  a  reply. 

"Well?"  said  he,  annoyed.  "I  am  not  certain  what  form 
this  small  gift  had  best  take." 

She  turned  away  from  him  and  walked  to  the  end  of  the 
hall,  where  the  window  was.  To  Queed 's  great  perplexity, 
she  stood  there  looking  out  for  some  time,  her  back  toward 
him.  Soon  it  came  into  his  mind  that  she  meant  to  indicate 
that  their  interview  was  over,  and  this  attitude  seemed  ex- 
tremely strange  to  him.  He  could  not  understand  it  at  all. 

"I  fear  that  you  have  failed  to  follow  me,  after  all,"  he 
called  after  her,  presently.  "This  was  the  point  —as  to 
what  form  the  gift  should  take  —  upon  which  I  wanted  a 
woman's  advice." 

"I  understand."    She  came  back  to  him  slowly,  with 
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bright  eyes.  "  I  know  it  would  please  Fifi  very  much  to  have 
a  gift  from  you.  Had  you  thought  at  all,  yourself,  what  you 
wou  d  like  to  give?" 

"Yes,"  he  said,  frowning  vj^;uely,  "I  examined  the  shop 
windows  as  I  came  down  and  pretty  well  decided  on  some- 
thing. Then  at  the  last  minute  I  was  not  altogether 
sure." 

"Yes?  Tell  me  what."  \ 

"I  thought  I  would  give  her  a  pair  of  silk  mitts." 

Sharlee's  eyes  never  left  his,  and  her  face  was  very  sweet 
and  grave. 

"White  silk  ones,"  said  he  — "or  black  either,  for  that 
matter,  for  the  price  is  the  same." 

"Well,"  said  she,  "why  did  you  select  mitts,  specially?" 

"What  first  attracted  me  to  them,"  he  said  simply,  "was 
that  they  came  to  preti'  ely  the  sum  I  had  planned  to  spend : 
seventy-five  cents." 

The  little  comigaticii  m  Sharlee's  brow  showed  how  care- 
fully she  was  thinking  over  the  young  man's  suggestion 
from  all  possible  points  of  view.  You  could  easily  follow 
her  thought  by  '-er  speaking  sequence  of  expressions. 
Clearly  it  ran  like  this:  "Mitts  —  splendid!  Just  the  gift 
for  a  girl  who's  sick  in  bed.  '''he  one  point  to  consider 
is,  could  any  other  gift  possibly  be  better?  No,  surely  none. 
.  .  .  Wait  a  minute,  though!  Let's  take  this  thing  slowly 
andbeabsolutely  sure  we're  right  before  we  go  ahead.  .  .  . 
Run  over  cJirefuUy  all  the  things  that  are  ever  used  as  gifts. 
Anything  there  that  is  better  than  mitts?  Perhaps, 
after  all  .  .  .  Mitts  .  .  .  Why,  look  here,  is  n't  there  one 
small  objection,  one  trifling  want  of  the  fulness  of  perfection 
to  be  raised  against  the  gift  of  mitts?  " 

"There's  this  point  against  mitts,"  said  Sharlee  slowly. 
"Fifi 's  in  bed  now,  and  I'm  afraid  she's  likely  to  be  there 
for  some  time.  Of  course  she  could  not  wear  the  mitts  in 
bed.  She  would  have  to  tuck  them  away  in  a  drawer  some- 
where. Don't  you  think  it  might  be  a  good  idea  to  give  her 
something  that  she  could  enjoy  at  once  —  something  that 
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would  give  her  pleasure  now  and  so  help  to  lighten  these 
tedious  hours  while  she  must  be  in  her  room?" 

The  mitts  were  the  child  of  Queed's  own  brain.  Uncon- 
sciously he  had  set  his  heart  on  them ;  but  his  clock-like  mind 
at  once  grasped  the  logic  of  this  argument,  and  he  met  it 
generously. 

"Your  point  is  well  taken.  It  proves  the  wisdom  of 
getting  the  advice  of  a  woman  on  such  a  matter.  Now  I  had 
thought  also  of  a  book  — " 

"I'll  tell  you!"  cried  Sharlee,  nearly  bowled  over  by  a 
brilliant  inspiration.  "A  great  many  men  that  I  know  make 
rm  it  a  rule  to  send  flowers  to  girls  that  are  sick,  and  —  " 

^*  "Flowers!" 

"  It  does  seem  foolibh  —  such  a  waste,  does  n't  it?  —  but 
really  you've  no  idea  how  mad  girls  are  about  flowers,  or 
how  much  real  joy  they  can  bring  into  a  sick-room.  And,  by 
changing  the  water  often,  and —so  on,  they  last  a  long  time, 
really  an  incredible  time  — " 

"You  recommend  flowers,  then?  Very  well,"  he  said 
resolutely— "that  is  settled  then.  Now  as  to  the  kind. 
I  have  only  a  botanical  knowledge  of  flowers  —  shall  we 
say  something  In  asters,  perhaps,  chrysanthemums  or 
dahlias?  What  is  your  advice  as  to  that?" 
"Vl^ell,  I  advise  roses." 

"Roses  — good.  I  had  forgotten  them  for  the  moment. 
White  roses?" 

A  little  shiver  ran  through  her.  "No,  no!  Let  them  be 
the  reddest  you  can  find." 

"Next,  as  to  the  cost  of  red  roses." 

"Oh,  there'll  be  no  trouble  about  that.  Simply  tell  the 
florist  that  you  want  seventy-five  cents'  worth,  and  he  will 
give  you  a  fine  bunch  of  them.  By  the  way,  I  'd  better  put 
his  name  and  address  down  on  a  piece  of  paper  for  you.  Be 
sure  to  go  to  this  one  because  I  know  him,  and  he 's  extremely 
reliable." 

He  took  the  slip  from  her,  thanked  her,  bowed  gravely, 
and  turned  to  go.  A  question  had  risen  involuntarily  to 
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the  tip  of  her  tongue;  it  hung  there  for  a  breath,  its  fate  in 
the  balance;  and  then  she  released  it,  casually,  when  another 
second  would  have  been  too  late. 

"How  is  your  work  on  the  P^st  going?" 

He  wheeled  as  though  she  hao  struck  him,  and  looked  at 
her  with  a  sudden  odd  hardening  of  the  lower  part  of  his 
face. 

"The  Post  discharged  me  this  morning." 

"Oh—" 

It  was  all  that  she  could  say,  for  she  knew  it  very  well. 
She  had  had  it  from  Colonel  Cowles  two  days  before  it  hap- 
pened, which  was  three  days  after  the  April  meeting  of  the 
directors.  Charles  Gardiner  West,  who  was  to  have  raised 
his  voice  in  behalf  of  Mr.  Queed  on  that  occasion,  happened 
not  to  be  preient  at  all.  Having  effected  the  dissolution  of 
Semple  and  West,  he,  had  gone  to  the  country  for  a  month's 
rest,  in  preparation  for  that  mapping  out  of  collegiate  plans 
which  was  to  precede  his  tour  of  Europe.  Hence  the  direct- 
ors, hearing  no  protests  from  intercessors,  unanimously 
bestowed  discretion  upon  the  Colonel  to  replace  the  tran- 
scendental scientist  with  a  juicier  assistant  at  a  larger  salary. 

"At  least,"  the  young  man  qualified,  with  a  curious  mix- 
ture of  aggressiveness  and  intense  mortification,  "the  Post 
will  discharge  me  on  the  15th  day  of  May  unless  I  show 
marked  improvement.  I  believe  that  improvement  was 
exactly  the  word  the  estimable  Colonel  emj^oyed." 

" I'm  awfully  sorry,"  said  Sharlee —  "awfully !  But  after 
all,  you  want  only  some  routine  hack-work — any  routine 
hack-work  —  to  establish  a  little  income.  It  will  not  be  very 
hard  to  find  something  else,  as  good  or  even  better." 

"You  do  not  appear  to  grasp  the  fact  that,  apart  from 
any  considerations  of  that  sort,  this  is  an  unpleasant,  a 
most  offensive  thing  to  have  happen  — " 

"Oh,  but  that  is  just  what  it  isn't,  Mr.  Queed,"  said 
Sharlee,  who  quite  failed  to  appreciate  his  morbid  tender- 
ness for  even  the  least  of  his  intellectual  offspring.  "You 
have  taken  no  pride  in  the  newspaper  work;  you  look  down 
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on  it  as  altogether  beneath  you.  You  cannot  mind  this  in 
any  personal  way  — " 

"  I  mind  it,"  said  he,  "  like  the  devil." 
The  word  fell  comically  from  his  lips,  but  Sharlee,  leaning 
against  the  shut  door,  looked  at  him  with  grave  sympathy 
in  her  eyes. 

*'Mr.  Queed,  if  you  had  tried  to  write  nursery  rhymes 
and  —  failed,  would  you  have  taken  it  to  heart?" 

"Never  mind  arguing  it.  In  fact,  I  don't  know  that  I 
could  explain  it  to  you  in  a  thoroughly  logical  and  convincing 
way.  The  central  fact,  the  concrete  thing,  is  that  I  do  object 
most  decidedly.  I  have  spent  too  much  time  in  equipping 
myself  to  express  valuable  ideas  in  discriminating  language 
to  be  kicked  out  of  a  second-rate  newspaper  office  like  an 
incompetent  office-boy.  Of  course  I  shall  not  submit  to  it." 
"Do  you  care  to  tell  me  what  you  mean  to  do?" 
"Do!"  He  hit  the  door-post  a  sudden  blow  with  an  un- 
expectedly large  hand.  "I  shall  have  myself  elected  editor 
of  the  Post." 

"But  —  but  —  but  — "  said  the  giri,  taken  aback  by  the 
largeness  of  this  order—  "But  you  don't  expect  to  oust 
Colonel  Cowles?" 

"We  are  not  necessarily  speaking  of  to-morrow  or  next 
day.  An  actuary  will  tell  you  that  I  am  likely  to  outlive 
Colonel  Cowles.  I  mean,  first,  to  have  my  dismissal  re- 
called, and,  second,  to  be  made  regular  assistant  editor  at 
three  times  my  present  salary.  That  is  my  immediate  reply 
to  the  directors  of  the  Posi.  I  am  willing  to  let  the  editor- 
ship wait  till  old  Cowles  dies." 

"Tell  me,"  said  Sharlee,  "would  you  personally  like  to 
be  editor  of  the  Post  ?" 

"Like  it/  I'll  resign  the  day  after  they  elect  me.  Call  it 
sheer  wounded  vanity  —  anything  you  like!  The  name 
makes  no  difference.  I  know  only  that  I  will  have  the  editor- 
ship for  a  day  —  and  all  for  the  worthless  pleasure  of  pitch- 
ing it  in  their  faces."  He  looked  past  her  out  of  the  window, 
and  his  light  gray  eyes  filled  with  an  indescribable  bitterness. 
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''And  to  have  the  editorship,"  he  thought  out  loud,  "  I  must 
unlearn  everything  that  I  know  about  writing,  and  delib- 
erately learn  to  write  like  a  demagogic  ass." 

Sharlee  tapped  the  calcimine  with  her  pointed  finger- 
nails. He  spoke,  as  ever,  with  overweening  confidence,  but 
she  knew  that  he  would  never  win  any  editorship  in  this 
spirit.  He  was  going  at  the  quest  with  a  new  burst  of  intel- 
lectual contempt,  though  it  was  this  very  intellectual  con- 
tempt that  had  led  to  his  downfall. 

"But  your  own  private  work?" 

"Don't  speak  of  it,  I  beg!"  He  flinched  uncontrollably; 
but  of  his  own  accord  he  added,  in  carefully  repressed  tones: 
"To  qualify  for  the  editorship  of  course  means — a  terrible 
interruption  and  delay.  It  means  that  /  must  side-track  My 
Book  for  two  months  or  even  longer  I" 

Two  months!  It  would  take  him  five  years  and  probably 
he  would  not  be  qualified  then. 

Sharlee  hesitated.  "  Have  you  fully  made  up  your  mind 
to  —  to  be  editor?" 

He  turned  upon  her  vehemently.  "May  I  ask  you  never 
to  waste  my  time  with  questions  of  that  sort.  I  never  — 
never  —  say  anything  until  I  have  fully  made  up  my  mind 
about  it.  Good-morning." 

"  No,  no,  no !  Don't  go  yet !  Please  —  I  want  to  speak  to 
you  a  minute." 

He  stopped  and  turned,  but  did  not  retrace  the  three 
steps  he  had  taken.  Sharlee  leaned  against  the  door  and 
looked  away  from  him,  out  into  the  park. 

The  little  Doctor  was  badly  in  need  of  a  surgical  opera- 
tion. Somebody  must  perform  it  for  him,  or  his  whole  life 
was  a  dusty  waste.  That  he  still  had  glimmerings,  he  had 
shown  this  very  hour,  in  wanting  to  make  a  gift  to  his  sick 
little  fellow-lodger.  His  resentment  over  his  dismissal  from 
the  Post,  too,  was  an  unexpectedly  human  touch  in  him. 
But  in  the  same  breath  with  these  things  the  young  man 
had  showed  himself  at  his  worst:  the  glimmerings  were  so 
overiaid  with  an  incredible  snobbery  of  the  mind,  so  en- 
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crusted  with  the  rankest  and  grossest  egotism,  that  soon 
they  must  flutter  and  die  out,  leaving  him  stone-blind 
against  the  sunshine  and  the  morning.  No  scratch  could 
penetrate  that  Achilles-armor  of  self-sufiidency.  There 
must  be  a  shock  to  break  it  apart,  or  a  vicious  stabbing  to 
cut  through  it  to  such  spark  as  was  still  alive. 

Somebody  must  administer  that  shock  or  do  that  stab- 
bing. Why  not  she?  He  would  hate  the  sight  of  her  for- 
evermore,  but  .  .  . 

"Mr.  Queed,"  said  Sharlee,  turning  toward  him,  "you 
let  me  see,  from  what  you  are  doing  this  morning,  that  you 
think  of  Fifi  as  your  friend.  I  'd  like  to  ask  if  you  think  of 
me  in  that  way,  too." 

O  Lord,  Lord/  Here  was  another  one ! 

"No,"  he  said  positively.  "Think  of  you  as  I  do  of  Fifi! 
No,  no!  No,  I  do  not." 

"I  don't  mean  to  ask  if  you  think  of  me  as  you  do  of 
Fifi.  Of  course  I  am  sure  you  don't.  I  only  mean  —  let  me 
put  it  this  way:  Do  you  believe  that  I  have  your  —  inter- 
ests at  heart,  and  would  like  to  do  anything  I  co.ild  to  help 
you?" 

He  thought  this  over  warily.  Doubtless  doomed  Smathers 
would  have  smiled  to  note  the  slowness  with  which  his  great 
rival's  mind  threshed  out  such  a  question  as  this. 

"  If  you  state  your  proposition  in  that  way,  I  reply,  ten- 
tatively, yes." 

"Then  can  you  spare  me  half  an  hour  to-night  after 
supper?" 

"  For  what  purpose?  " 

"  For  you  and  me,"  she  smiled.  "  I  'd  like  you  to  come  and 
see  me,  at  my  house,  where  we  could  really  have  a  little 
talk.  You  see,  I  know  Colonel  Cowles  very  well  indeed,  and 
I  have  read  the  Post  for  oh,  many,  many  years!  In  this 
way  I  know  something  about  the  kind  of  articles  people 
here  like  to  read,  and  about  —  what  is  needed  to  write  such 
articles.  I  think  I  might  make  a  suggestion  or  two  that  — 
would  help.  Will  you  come?" 
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After  somewhat  too  obvious  a  consideration,  Queed  con- 
•ented.  Sharlee  thanked  him. 

"I'll  put  my  address  down  on  the  back  of  that  paper, 
shall  I?  And  I  think  I'll  put  my  name,  too,  for  I  don't 
believe  you  have  the  faintest  idea  what  it  is." 

"Oh,  yes.  The  name  is  Miss  Charlie  Weyland.  It  appears 
that  you  were  named  after  a  boy?" 

"Oh,  it's  only  a  silly  nickname.  Here's  your  little  direc- 
tory back.  I  '11  be  very  glad  to  see  you  —  at  half-past  eight, 
shall  we  say?  But,  Mr.  Queed  —  don't  come  unless  you  fel 
sure  that  I  really  want  to  help.  For  I  'm  afraid  I  '11  have  to 
say  a  good  deal  that  will  make  you  very  mad." 

He  bowed  and  walked  away.  Sharlee  went  to  the  tele- 
phone and  called  Bartlett's,  the  florist.  She  told  Mr.  Bart- 
lett  that  a  young  man  would  come  in  there  in  a  few  minutes 
—  full  description'  of  the  young  man  —  asking  for  seventy- 
five  cents'  worth  of  red  roses;  Mr.  Barttett  would  please  give 
him  two  dozen  roses,  and  charge  the  difference  to  her.  Miss 
Weyland ;  the  entire  transaction  to  be  kept  discreetly  quiet. 

However  the  transaction  was  not  kept  entirely  quiet. 
The  roses  were  delivered  promptly,  and  became  the  chief 
topic  of  conversation  at  Mrs.  Paynter's  dinner-table. 
Through  an  enforced  remark  of  Mr.  Queed's,  and  the  later 
discursive  gossip  of  the  boarders,  it  became  disseminated 
over  the  town  that  Bartlett's  was  selling  American  Beauties 
at  thirty-seven  and  a  half  cents  a  dozen,  and  the  poor  man 
had  to  buy  ten  inches,  double  column,  in  the  Post  next 
morning  to  get  himself  straightened  out  and  reestablish 
Bartlett's  familiar  quotations. 
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Vueeitinnks  *«  Utdtctne  like  a  Man:  Fit  <m  Men  rout 
hau,  they  do;  Second  Corruption  of  The  ^r^^  ^J^JL 

QUEED'S  irrational  impulse  to  make  Fifi  a  small  gift 
c^t  h,m  the  heart  of  his  morning.  A  call  would  hfve 
been  cheaper,  after  all.  Nor  was  the  end  yet.  In  this 
world  It  never  ,s.  where  one  event  invariably  hangs  by  the 
tail  of  anodier  m  ruthless  concatenation.  sLtinfout  for 
Open-air  Pedestrianism  at  445  that  afternoon,  the  young 

rr  f^u^^J^u^  '^^  ^^"  ^y  Mrs.  Paynter.  at  the  ve^ 
door  of  the  big  bedroom  into  which  Fifi  had  long  since  S 

tTtl/n-'  '^"^'^dy- backing  pueed  against' the  ba^s" 

hu'i^Ji"?  ^°''  T^''  ^^'  ^^"K'^^^^  »»ad  been  pleased  by 
his  beautiful  remembrance.  Tlie  child,  she  said  wanted 
particularly  to  thank  him  herself,  and  ;ourd  ?  iie  pC2 
come  in  and  see  her  just  a  moment  ?  ^ 

th^JH"^'  H^^'"'  '^"^  °P^"  ^^  ^*«^  >"  ^e  «<^t  of  making 

fln?h  ^°' Z/'-^/T"'''  "^P^  ^^  impossible.  Queed 
found  himself  ins.de  the  room  before  he  knew  what  he  was 
domg^  As  fc-  Mrs.  Paynter.  she  somewhat  treacherou^^ 
shpped  away  to  consult  with  Laura  as  to  what  for  sup^r 
Ml  Jt-^  m>W  sunny  afternoon,  with  a  light  April  wind 
Idly  kicking  at  the  curtains.  Fifi  sat  over  by  the  open^n- 
dow  in  a  tihed-back  Morris  chair,  a  sweet-fa'^ed  litttethl^g 
^^iTh?  H^"n'J.^'"^T  ^r  "^^"^y  ^•^^^^  «he  extricated  a 
^ono  '^^  '^^""^  °^  *  P^^"y  fl^^^--^ 

"Lock  at  them!  Aren't  they  glorious'" 

r  ^*  ^"^  *^  ^^"^  ^^^^'^  ^'^  '■^^  ««i«ied  fron.  a  wide- 
lipped  vase,  a  gorgeous  riot  of  flame  and  fragrance.  GazI 
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tag  at  them,  the  young  man  marvelled  at  his  own  princely 
prodigality. 

"  I  don't  know  how  to  thank  you  for  them,  Mr.  Queed. 
They  are  so,  so  sweet,  and  I  do  love  roses  so!" 

Indeed  her  joy  in  them  was  too  obvious  to  require  any 
words.  Queed  decided  to  say  nothing  about  the  mitts. 

"I'm  glad  that  they  please  you,"  said  he,  pulling  himself 
together  for  the  ordeal  of  the  call.  "How  are  you  getti^ig 
along  up  here?  Very  well,  I  trust?" 

"Fine.  It's  so  quiet  and  nice.  .  .  .  And  \  don't  nund 
about  graduating  a  bit  any  more.  Is  n't  that  luany?" 

"You  must  hurry  up  and  get  well  and  return  to  the  din- 
ing-room again,  F— F—  Fifi~,  and  to  the  algebra  les- 
sons— " 

"Don't,"  said  Fifi.  "I  caa't  bear  it." 

But  she  whisked  at  hex  eyes  with  a  tiny  dab  of  a  hand- 
kerchief, and  when  •>  looked  at  him  she  was  smiling,  quite 
clear  and  happy. 

"Have  you  missed  me  since  I  stopped  coming?" 

"Missed  you?"  he  echoed,  exactly  as  he  had  done  before. 

But  this  time  Fifi  said,  shamelessly,  "I'll  bet  you  havel 
—  Haven't,  you?" 

Come,  Mr.  Queed,  be  honest.  You  are  supposed  to  have 
the  scientist's  passion  for  veracity.  You  mercilessly  demand 
the  truth  from  others.  Now  take  some  of  your  own  medi- 
cine. Stand  out  like  a  man.  Have  you  or  have  you  not 
missed  this  girl  since  she  stopped  coming? 

"Yes,"  said  the  little  Doctor,  rather  hollowly,  "I  .  .  . 
have  missed  you." 

Fifi's  smile  became  simply  brazen.  "Do  you  know  what, 
Mr.  Queed?  You  like  me  lots  more  than  you  will  say  you 
do." 

The  young  man  averted  his  eyes.  But  for  some  time  there 
had  been  in  his  mind  the  subtle  consciousness  of  something 
left  undone,  an  occasion  which  he  had  failed  to  meet  with 
the  final  word  of  justice.  Since  he  had  been  in  the  room,  a 
vague,  unwelcome  resolve  had  been  forming  in  his  mind, 
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and  at  Fifi'g  bold  words,  it  hardened  into  6nal  thape.  He 
drew  a  deep  breath. 

"You  referred  to  me  as  your  friend  once,  F  —  Fifi.  And 
I  said  that  I  was  not." 

"I  know." 

"  I  was  —  mistaken  "  —  so  he  drained  his  medicine  to  the 
dregs.  "I  .  .  .  am  your  friend." 

Now  the  child's  smile  was  the  eternal  motherly.    "Lor' 
Mr.  Queed,  I  knew  it  all  the  time,"  ' 

Queed  looked  at  the  floor.  The  sight  of  Fifi  affected  him 
most  curiously  to-day.  He  felt  strangely  ill  at  ease  with  her, 
only  the  more  so  because  she  was  so  amazingly  at  home  with 
him.  She  wore  her  reddish-brown  hair  not  rounded  up  in 
front  as  of  old,  but  parted  smoothly  in  the  middle,  and  this 
only  emphasized  the  almost  saintly  purity  of  her  wasted 
little  face.  Her  buoyant  serenity  puzzled  and  disconcerted 
him. 

Meantime  Fifi  was  examining  Queed  carefully.  "You've 
been  doing  something  to  yourself,  Mr.  Queed!  What  is  it? 
Why,  you  look  ten  times  better  than  even  four  weeks  ago!" 

"I  think,"  he  said  drearily,  "it  must  be  Klinker's  Exer- 
cises. I  give  them,"  broke  from  him,  "on«  hour  and  twenty 
minutes  a  day/" 

But  he  pulled  himself  together,  conscientiously  deter- 
mined to  take  the  cheery  view  with  Fifi. 

"It  is  an  extraordinary  thing,  but  I  am  feeling  better, 
physically  and  mentally,  than  I  ever  felt  before,  and  thi^ 
though  I  never  had  a  really  sick  day  in  my  life.  It  must  be 
the  exercises,  for  that  is  the  only  change  I  have  made  in  my 
habits.  Yet  I  never  supposed  that  exercise  had  any  such 
practical  value  as  that.  However,"  he  went  on  slowly,  "I 
am  beginning  to  believe  that  there  are  several  things  in 
this  world  that  I  do  not  understand." 

Here,  indeed,  was  a  most  humiliating,  an  epoch-making, 
confession  to  come  from  the  little  Doctor.  It  was  accom- 
panied with  a  vague  smile,  intended  to  be  cheering  and  just 
the  thing  for  a  sick-room.   But  the  dominant  note  in  this 
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smUe  was  bewildered  and  depressed  helplessness,  and  at  it 
the  maternal  instinct  sprang  full-grown  in  Fifi's  thin  little 
bosom.  A  passionate  wish  to  mother  the  little  Doctor  tugged 
at  her  heart. 

"You  know  what  you  need,  Mr.  Queed?  Friends  —  lots 
of  good  friends  — " 

He  winced  as  from  a  blow.  "  I  assure  you  — " 
"Yes  — you  — do!"  said  Fifi,  with  surprising  emphasis 
for  so  weak  a  little  voice.  "You  need  first  a  good  giri  friend, 
one  lots  older  and  better  than  me  —  one  just  like  Shariee. 
O  if  only  you  and  she  would  be  friends!  —  she'd  be  the  very 
best  in  the  worid !  And  then  you  need  men  friends,  plenty  of 
them,  and  to  go  around  with  them,  and  everything.  You 
ought  to  like  men  more,  Mr.  Queed!  You  ought  to  learn  to 
be  like  them,  and  ^— " 

"Be  like  them!"  he  interrupted,  "  I  am  like  them.  Why," 
he  conceded  generously,  "  I  am  one  of  them." 

Fifi  dismissed  this  with  a  smile,  but  he  immediately 

added :  "  Has  it  occurred  to  you  that,  apart  from  my  greater 

concentration  on  my  work,  I  am  different  from  other  men?" 

"Why,  Mr.  Queed,  you  are  no  more  like  them  than  I  am! 

You  don't  do  any  of  the  things  they  do    You  don't " 

"Such  as  what?  Now,  Fifi,  let  us  l>e  definite  as  we  gr> 
along.  Suppose  that  it  was  my  ambition  to  be,  as  you  say, 
like  other  men.  Just  what  things,  in  your  opinion,  should  I 
do?" 

"Well,  smoke  — that's  one  thing  that  all  men  do.  And 
fool  around  more  with  people  —  laugh  and  joke,  and  tell 
funny  stories  and  all.  And  then  you  could  take  an  interest 
in  your  appearance  —  your  clothes,  you  know;  and  be 
interested  in  all  sorts  of  things  going  on  around  you,  Hke 
politics  and  baseball.  And  go  to  see  giris  and  take  them 
out  sometimes,  like  to  the  theatre.  Some  men  that  are 
popular  drink,  but  of  course  I  don't  care  for  that." 

Fifi,  of  course,  had  no  idea  that  the  little  Doctor's  worid 
had  been  shattered  to  its  axis  that  morning  by  three  min- 
utes' talk  from  Colonel  Cowles.    Therefore,  though  ctwi- 
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saous  that  there  never  was  a  man  who  did  not  get  a  certain 

^^'\^"r  '^''^"^  ^'"^^^  °^^^'  '^^  ^as  secretly  sur" 
pnsed  at  the  patience,  even  the  interest,  with  which  he 

tokn^*  l:  ?  V  ^'%"?^^  ^""^  ^"  ^^"'  morerurprisS 
to  know  that  his  wonderful  memory  was  nailing  down  every 
word  with  machine-like  accuracy.  ^ 

She  expounded  her  little  thesis  in  considerable  detail,  and 
at  the  end  he  said :  — 

''As  I  Ve  told  you,  Fifi,  my  first  duty  is  toward  my  book 
—  to  give  It  to  the  cause  of  civilization  at  the  earliest  pos- 
^thir.T^"^  Therefore,  the  whole  question  is  one  of  time, 
rather  than  of  deliberate  personal  inclination.  At  present 
I  hterally  cannot  afford  to  give  time  to  mattere  which,  while 
doubtless  pleasant  enough  in  their  fashion—" 

"That's  what  you  would  i  ive  said  about  the  exercise, 
two  months  ago.  And  now  look,  how  it's  helped  you!  And 
then,  Mr.  Queed  —  are  you  happy?  " 

Surprised  and  a  Httle  amused,  he  replied:  "Reallv  I'vi- 
never  stopped  to  think.  I  should  say,  though,  that  I  wS 
perfectly  content."  *  '  ^^. 

U^l*.lf"^pi,fu"'*  ^°"^^^•   '"^^^'•^'^  ^  ^'S  difference - 
bU        L^^^'  '''  ^"'^  ^^^  '^^  ^^^^°^'  Mr.  Queed. 

^U.  That  s  the  difference  between  content  and  happiness 
Now  I,"  she  ran  on   "am  very,  very  happy.   I  wa^upTn 
the  mornings  so  g^ad  that  I'm  alive  that  sometimes  I  can 
hardly  bear  it  and  all  through  the  day  it 's  like  something 
singing  away  inside  of  me!  Are  you  like  that?"  ^ 

In?^^"'  9""^  »n"st  confess  that  he  was  not  like  that. 
Indeed,  few  looking  at  his  face  at  this  moment  would  ever 

t^sTf-fl^LT"^  k"'  u  ''■•  ^'^  '"^^'^^  ^"^  ^th  a  kind  of 
wistful  sadness,  but  he  missed  the  glance,  being  engaged  in 
consulting  his  great  watch;  after  which  he  sprang  ndsiy 
to  his  feet,  horrified  at  himself.  ^         ^ 

im^.  i^'^^St";''^  *^"  "^""*^  P^t  five!  I  must  go 
«mned.ately.    Why,  I'm  twenty-five  minutes  behind  My 
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Fifi  smiled  through  her  wistfulness.  "  Don't  ask  me  to  be 
sorry,  Mr.  Queed,  because  I  don't  think  I  can.  You  see,  I 
have  n't  taken  up  a  minute  of  your  time  for  nearly  a  month, 
so  I  was  entitled  to  some  of  it  to-day." 

You  see!  Hadn't  he  figured  it  exactly  right  from  the 
beginning?  Once  give  a  human  being  a  moment  of  your 
time,  as  a  special  and  extraordinary  kindness,  and  before 
you  can  turn  around  there  that  being  is  claiming  it  whole- 
sale as  a  matter-of-course  right! 

"  It  was  so  sweet  of  you  to  send  me  these  flowers,  and  then 
to  come  and  see  me,  too.  ...  Do  you  know,  it's  been  the 
very  best  day  I've  had  since  I've  been  sick,  and  you've 
made  it  so!" 

"It's  all  right.  (Well,  good-bye,  Fifi." 

Fifi  held  out  both  her  tiny  hands,  and  he  received  them 
because,  in  the  sudden  emergency,  he  could  think  of  no  way 
of  avoiding  them. 

"You'll  remember  what  I  said  about  friends,  and  men  — 
won't  you,  Mr.  Queed?  Remember  it  begins  with  liking 
people,  liking  everybody.  Then  when  you  really  like  them 
you  want  to  do  things  for  them,  and  that  is  happiness." 

He  looked  surprised  at  this  definition  of  happiness,  and 
then:  "Oh  ~  I  see.  That's  your  religion,  is  n't  it?" 

"No,  it's  just  common  sense." 

"I'll  remember.  Well,  Fifi,  good-bye." 

"Good-bye  —  and  thank  you  for  everything." 

Into  her  eyes  had  sprung  a  tenderness  which  he  was  far 
from  understanding.  But  he  did  not  like  the  look  of  it  in 
the  least,  and  he  extricated  his  hands  from  the  gentle 
clasp  with  some  abruptness. 

From  the  safe  distance  of  the  door  he  looked  ba /iC,  and 
wondered  why  Fifi's  great  eyes  were  fixed  so  solemnly  on 
him. 

"  V/ell  —  good-bye,  again.  Hurry  up  and  get  well  — " 

"Good-bye  —  oh,  good-bye,"  said  Fifi,  and  turned  her 
head  toward  the  open  window  with  the  blue  skies  beyond. 

Did  Fifi  know  ?  How  many  have  vainly  tortured  themselves 
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with  that  question,  as  they  have  watched  dear  ones  slipping 

without  a  word  down  the  slopes  to  the  dark  Valley!   If  this 

child  knew  that  her  name  had  been  read  out  for  the  greater 

Graduation,  she  gave  no  sign.  Sometimes  in  the  mornings  she 

cned  a  little,  without  knowing  why.  Sometimes  she  said  a 

vague,  sad  little  thing  that  brought  her  mother's  heart, 

stone  cold,  to  her  mouth.    But  her  talk  was  mostly  very 

bright  and  hopeful.  Ten  minutes  before  Queed  came  in  she 

had  been  telling  Mrs.  Paynter  about  something  she  would 

do  m  the  fall.  If  sometimes  you  would  swear  that  she  knew 

there  would  never  be  another  fall  for  her,  her  very  next 

remark  might  confound  you.  So  her  little  face  turned  easily 

to  the  great  river  with  the  shining  farther  shore,  and,  for 

her  part,  there  would  be  no  sadness  of  farewell  when  she 

embarked. 

By  marvelous  work,  Queed  closed  up  the  twenty-five 
minutes  of  time  he  had  bestowed  upon  Fifi,  and  pulled  into 
supper  only  three  minutes  behind  running-time.  After- 
wards, he  sat  in  ihe  Scriptorium,  his  face  like  a  carven 
image,  the  sacred  Schedule  in  his  hands.  For  it  had  come 
down  to  that.  Either  he  must  at  any  cost  hev,-  his  way  back 
to  the  fastness  of  his  early  days,  or  he  must  corrupt  the 
Schedule  yet  again. 

Every  minute  that  he  took  away  from  his  book  meant 
just  that  much  delay  in  giving  the  great  work  to  the  worid. 
That  fact  was  the  eternal  backbone  of  all  his  consciousness. 
On  the  other  balance  of  his  personal  equation,  there  was 
Buck  Klinker  and  there  was  Fifi  Paynter. 

Klinker  evidently  felt  that  all  bars  were  down  as  to  him. 
It  would  be  a  hard  world  indeed  if  a  trainer  was  denied  free 
acc-ess  to  his  only  pupil,  and  Klinker,  though  he  had  but 
the  one,  was  always  in  as  full  blast  as  Muldoon's.  He  had 
acquired  a  habit  of  "dropping  in"  at  all  hours,  especially 
late  at  night,  which,  to  say  the  least,  was  highly  wasteful 
of  time.  It  was  Queed's  privilege  to  tell  Klinker  that  he 
must  keep  away  from  the  Scriptorium;  but  in  that  case 
Klmker  might  fairiy  retort  that  he  would  no  longer  give  the 
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Doc  free  physical  culture.  Did  he  care  to  bring  that  issue 
to  the  touch?  No,  he  did  not.  In  fact,  he  must  admit  that 
he  had  a  distinct  need  of  Buck,  a  distinct  dependence  upon 
him,  for  awhile  yet  at  any  rate.  So  he  could  make  no  elimi- 
nation of  the  non-essential  there. 

Then  there  was  Fifi.  In  a  week,  or  possibly  two  weeks, 
Fifi  would  doubtless  reappear  in  his  dining-room,  and  if  she 
had  no  lessons  to  trouble  him  with,  she  would  at  any  rate 
feel  herself  free  to  talk  to  him  whenever  the  whim  moved  her. 
Had  she  not  let  out  this  very  day  that  she  considered  that 
she  had  a  kind  of  title  to  his  time?  So  it  would  be  to  the 
end  of  the  chapter.  It  had  been  his  privilege  to  tell  Fifi  ihat 
he  could  not  spare  her  another  minute  of  time  till  his  work 
was  finished.  .  .  .  Had  been  —  but  no  loiiger  was.  Look- 
ing back  now,  he  fo\ind  it  impossible  to  reconstruct  the  chain 
of  impulse  and  circumstance  which  had  trapped  him  into 
it,  but  the  stark  fact  was  that  his  own  lips  had  authorized 
Fifi  to  profane  at  will  his  holy  time.  Not  three  hours  before 
he  had  been  betrayed  into  weakly  telling  her  that  he  was 
her  friend.  He  was  a  man  of  truth  and  honor.  He  could  not 
possibly  get  back  of  that  confession  of  friendship,  or  of  the 
privileges  it  bestowed.  So  there  was  no  elimination  of  the 
non-essential  he  could  make  there. 

These  were  the  short  and  ugly  facts.  And  now  he  must 
take  official  cognizance  of  them. 

With  a  leaden  heart  and  the  hands  of  lamentation,  he 
took  the  Schedule  to  pieces  and  laboriously  fitted  it  together 
again  with  a  fire -new  item  in  its  midst.  The  item  was 
Human  Intercourse,  and  to  it  he  allotted  the  sum  of  thirty 
minutes  per  diem. 

It  was  a  historic  moment  in  his  life,  and,  unlike  most  men 
at  such  partings  of  the  ways,  he  was  fully  conscious  of  it. 
Nevertheless,  he  passed  straight  from  it  to  another  perform- 
ance hardly  less  extraordinary.  From  his  table  drawer  he 
produced  a  little  memorandum  book,  and  in  it  —  just  below 
a  diagram  of  a  new  chest-developing  exercise  invented  last 
night  by  Klinker  —  he  jotted  down  the  things  that  Fifi  said 
a  man  must  do  to  be  like  other  men. 
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nn  .h^T  ^^^r^^"*"  rejnained  before  he  must  go  and  call 
on  the  young  lady  with  the  torn-boy  name.  Charles  W«r. 
land,  who  knew  "what  the  public  liked."  He  spent  it  he 
the  indefatigable  minute-shaver,  sitting  with  the  head  that 
no  longer  ached  clamped  in  his  hand.  It  had  been  the  mo^t 

f^  M  f^f  thinking  what  a  mistake  it  had  been  to 
lo  ^^kt7°'?-  '^^^'^  ^^  ^^^  h^d  but  two  friendTwith 
We  to  bhnk  the  fact  any  longer  -  he  already  had  two^Sth 
F  fi'^d  Z\Tn  ^e^--«l'y  ^^Josing  in  on  him.  H;Ta5 

Weyland  hadlff  "^\~  ^T'  ^".^^'  '^'  ^^""^  ^^^^  Charles 
Weyland  had  offered  him  her  friendship  this  very  day  and 

finiTh^f  v°°^f^  ?""",^^  "°"'^  ^^^^  "P  ^om-  morning  to 
find  that  Nicolovius  also  had  captured  him  as  a  friend. 

by  m  which  he  never  saw  Tim  or  Murphy  Queed.  And  vet 
...  did  he  want  to  go  back?  ^  /  w  ecu.  /uia  yet 


XIII 

"  Taking  the  Little  Doctor  Down  a  Peg  or  Two  ":  as  performed 
fo.'  the  First  and  Only  Time  by  Sharlee  Weyland. 

THE  Star  that  fought  in  its  course  for  men  through 
Sharlee  Weyland  was  of  the  leal  and  resolute  kind. 
It  did  not  swerve  at  a  squall.  Sharlee  had  thought  the 
whole  thing  out,  and  made  up  her  mind.  Gentle  raillery, 
which  would  do  eyerything  necessary  in  most  cases,  would 
be  wholly  futile  here.  She  must  doff  all  gloves  and  give 
the  little  Doctor  the  dressing-down  of  his  life.  She  must 
explode  a  mine  under  that  enormously  exaggerated  self- 
esteem  which  swamped  the  young  man's  personality  like  a 
goitre,  Sharlee  did  not  want  to  do  this.  She  liked  Mr.  Queed, 
in  a  peculiar  sort  of  way,  and  yet  she  had  to  make  it  impos- 
sible for  him  ever  to  speak  to  her  again.  Her  nature  was  to 
give  pleasure,  and  therefore  she  was  going  to  do  her  utmost 
to  give  him  pain.  She  wanted  him  to  like  her,  and  conse- 
quently she  was  going  to  insult  him  past  forgiveness.  And 
she  was  not  even  sure  that  it  was  going  to  do  him  any  good. 
When  her  guest  walked  into  her  little  back  parlor  that 
evening,  Sharlee  was  feeling  very  self-sacrificing  and  noble. 
However,  she  merely  looked  uncommonly  pretty  and  tre- 
mendously engrossed  in  herself.  She  was  in  evening  dress.  It 
was  Easter  Monday,  and  at  nine,  as  it  chanced,  she  was  to  go 
out  under  the  escortage  of  Charles  Gardiner  West  to  some 
forgathering  of  youth  and  beauty.  But  her  costume  was 
so  perfectly  suited  to  the  little  curtain-raiser  called  Taking 
the  Little  Doctor  Down  a  Peg  or  Two,  that  it  might  have 
been  appointed  by  a  clever  stage-manager  with  that  alcne 
in  mind.  She  was  the  haughty  beauty,  the  courted  princess, 
graciously  bestowing  a  few  minutes  from  her  crowding  fgtes 
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upon  some  fourth-rate  dependant.   And  indeed  the  little 

Doctor  with  his  prematurely  old  face  and  his  shabby  clothes. 

rather  looked  the  part  of  the  dependant.   Sharlee's  ereet^ 

mg  was  of  the  briefest. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Queed.  ...  Sit  down." 
Her  negligent  nod  set  him  away  at  an  immense  distance- 
even  he  was  aware  that  Charles  Weyland  had  undergone 
some  subtle  but  marked  change  since  the  morning.  The 
colored  maid  who  had  shown  him  in  was  retained  to  button 
her  mistr^'  long  gloves.  It  proved  to  be  a  somewhat  slow 
process.  Over  the  mantel  hung  a  gilt-framed  mirror,  as 
wide  as  the  mantel  itself.  To  this  mirror,  the  gloves  but- 
toned,  Miss  Weyland  passed,  and  reviewed  her  appearance 
with  slow  attention,  giving  a  pat  here,  making  a  minor 
readjustment  there.  But  this  survey  did  not  suffice  for 
details.  It  seemed;  a  more  minute  examination  was  needed- 
over  the  floor  she  trailed  with  leisurely  grace,  and  rang  the 

tabk  "'  ^'^""'y  vanity-box,  please.    9n  the  dressing. 

Seating  herself  under  the  lamp,  she  produced  from  the 
contrivance  the  tiniest  litde  mirror  ever  seen.  As  she 
rajsed  it  to  let  it  perform  its  dainty  function,  her  glance 
fel  on  Queed,  sitting  darkly  in  his  rocking-chair.  A  look  of 
mild  surprise  came  into  her  eye:  not  that  it  was  of  any  con- 
sequence, but  plainly  she  had  forgotten  that  he  was  there. 
Oh  .  .  .  You  don't  mind  waiting  a  few  minutes?" 

'I  do  m — " 

"You  promised  half  an  hour  I  think?  Never  fear  that  1 
shall  take  longer—" 

''I  did  not  promise  half  an  hour  for  such  — " 
"  It  was  left  to  me  to  decide  in  what  way  the  time  should 
be  employed,  I  believe.  What  I  have  to  say  can  be  said 
briefly,  but  to  you,  at  least,  it  should  prove  immensely 
interesting.  She  stifled  a  small  yawn  with  the  gloved  finger- 
tips of  her  left  hand.  "  However,  of  course  don't  let  me  keep 
you  if  you  are  pressed  for  time." 
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The  young  man  made  no  reply.  Sharlee  completed  at  her 
leisure  her  conference  with  the  vanity-box;  snapped  the 
trinket  shut;  and,  rising,  rang  the  bell  again.  This  time  she 
required  a  glass  of  water  for  her  good  comfort.  She  drank 
it  slowly,  watching  herself  in  the  mantel  mirror  as  she  did 
so,  and  setting  down  tlie  glass,  took  a  new  survey  of  her 
whole  effect,  this  time  in  a  long-distance  view. 

"Now,  Mr.  Queed!" 

She  sat  down  in  a  flowered  arm-chair  so  large  that  it 
engulfed  her,  and  fixed  him  with  a  studious,  puckering  gaze 
as  much  as  to  say :  "  Let 's  see.  Now,  what  was  his  trouble?  *' 

"Ah,  yes!  — thePo5/." 

She  glanced  at  the  little  clock  on  the  mantel,  appeared 
to  gaiher  in  her  tnoughts  from  remote  and  brilliant  places, 
and  addressed  the  dingy  youth  briskly  but  not  unkindly. 

"Unfortunately,  I  have  an  engagement  this  evening  and 
can  give  you  very  little  time.  You  will  not  mind  if  I  am 
brief.  Here,  then,  is  the  case.  A  man  employed  in  a  minor 
position  on  a  newspaper  is  notified  that  he  is  to  be  discharged 
for  incompetence.  He  replies  that,  so  far  from  being  dis- 
charged, he  will  be  promoted  at  the  end  of  a  month,  and 
will  eventually  be  made  editor  of  the  paper.  Undoubtedly 
this  is  a  magnificent  boast,  but  to  make  it  good  means  a 
complete  transformation  in  the  character  of  this  man's  work 
—  namely,  from  entire  incompetence  to  competence  of  an 
unusual  sort,  all  within  a  month's  time.  You  are  the  man 
who  has  made  this  extraordinary  boast.  To  clear  the  groi  tiid 
before  I  begin  to  show  you  where  your  trouble  is,  please  tell 
me  how  you  propose  to  make  it  good." 

Not  every  man  feeling  inside  as  the  little  Doctor  felt  at 
that  moment  would  have  answered  with  such  admirable 
calm. 

"I  purpose,"  he  corrected  her,  "to  take  the  files  of  the 
Post  for  the  past  few  years  and  read  all  of  Colonel  Cowles's 
amusing  articles.  He,  I  am  informed,  is  the  editorial  mogul 
and  paragon.  I  purpose  to  study  those  articles  scientifically, 
to  anaiyze  them,  to  take  them  apart  and  see  exactly  how 
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^n/^^r^  ^°^^^'-   ^  P^'P*^  ^o  destroy  my  own  style 

fflvth^  "*"  ^f"^'  °""  P^^^^y  «^«  ^«  Colonel's  -! 
^nything,  a  shade  more  so.  In  short  I  purpose  to  learn  to 
wnte  like  an  ass,  of  asses,  for  asses."  h««  «.o  leam  to 

I* That  is  your  whole  programme?" 
It  IS  more  than  enough,  I  think." 
HLtinf    '  ^^^  paused  a  moment,  looking  at  him  with  faint, 
distant  amusement.  "Now.  as  my  aunt's  business  woman 
I.  of  course  teke  an  interest  in  the  finances  of  her  boarders 

I^^'^^r  \  ^^^  ^'f'  ^«^"  *'  °"^^  '^^'^"g  about  for  a 
ZZl.^l^''^  °'u?'?  ^^^^'  ^^y  '5th.  What  other  kinds  of 
work  do  you  thmk  yourself  qualified  to  do,  besides  editorial 
wnting  and  the  preparation  of  thesauruses?" 

He  looked  at  her  darkly.  "  You  imagine  that  the  Post  will 
discharge  me  on  May  15th?" 

"There  is  nothing  in  the  worid  that  seems  to  me  so  cer- 
tain. 

''And  why?" 

"Why  will  the  Post  discharge  you?  For  exactly  the  same 
reason  it  promises  to  discharge  you  now.  Incompetence." 

You  agree  with  Colonel  Cowles,  then?   You  consider 
*"^,";competent  to  write  editorials  for  the  Post?" 

Oh,  totally    And  it  goes  a  great  deal  deeper  than  style. 
I  assure  you.  Mr.  Queed,  you're  all  wrong  from  the  begin- 

O* 

Her  eyes  left  his  face,  went  first  to  the  clock;  glanced 
around  the  room,    Shariee's  dress  was  blue,  and  her  neck 
was  a^  white  as  a  wave's  foamy  tooth.    Her  manner  was 
•ntended  to  convey  to  Mr.  Queed  that  he  was  the  smallest 
idge  on  all  her  crowded  horizon.    It  did  not,  of  course 
ve  that  effect,  but  it  did  arrest  and  pique  his  attention 
most  successfully.  It  was  in  his  mind  that  Charies  Weyland 
had  be«i  of  some  assistance  to  him  in  first  suggesting  work 
on  the  Post ;  and  again  about  the  roses  for  Fifi.   \  \m  was  still 
ready  to  believe  that  she  might  have  some  profitable  sug- 
gestion about  his  new  problem.  Was  she  not  that  "public" 
and  that  "average  reader"  which  he  himself  so  despised  and 
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detested?  Yet  he  could  not  imagine  where  such  a  little  pink 
and  white  chit  found  the  hardihood  to  take  this  tone  with 
one  of  the  foremost  scientists  of  modem  times. 

"You  interest  me.  I  am  totally  incompetent  now;  I  will 
be  totally  incompetent  on  May  15th;  this  because  I  am  all 
wrong  from  the  beginning.   Pray  proceed." 

Sharlee,  her  thoughts  recalled,  made  a  slight  inclination 
of  her  head.  "Forgive  my  absent-mindedness.  First,  then, 
as  to  why  you  are  a  failure  as  an  editorial  writer.  You  are 
quite  mistaken  in  supposing  that  it  is  a  mere  question  of 
style,  though  right  in  regarding  your  style  as  in  itself  a 
fatal  handicap.  However,  the  trouble  has  its  root  in  your 
amusing  attitude  of  superiority  to  the  work.  You  think  of 
editorial  writings  as  small  hack-work,  entirely  beneath  the 
dignity  of  a  man  who  has  had  one  or  two  articles  accepted 
by  a  prehistoric  magazine  which  nobody  reads.  In  reality, 
it  is  one  of  the  greatest  and  most  splendid  of  all  professions, 
fit  to  call  out  the  very  best  of  a  really  big  man.  You  chuckle 
and  sneer  at  Colonel  Cowles  and  think  yourself  vastly  his 
superior  as  an  editorial  writer,  when,  in  the  opinion  of 
everybody  else,  he  is  in  every  way  your  superior.  I  doubt  if 
the  Post  has  a  single  reader  who  would  not  prefer  to  read 
an  article  by  him,  on  any  subject,  to  reading  an  article  by 
you.  I  doubt  if  there  is  a  paper  in  the  world  that  would  not 
greatly  prefer  him  as  an  editor  to  you  — " 

"You  are  absurdly  mistaken,"  he  interrupted  coldly.  "I 
might  name  various  papers  — " 

"  Yes,  the  Political  Science  Quarterly  and  the  Journal  of  Pie 
Anthropological  Institute."  Sharlee  smiled  tolerantly,  and 
immediately  resumed:  "When  you  sit  down  at  the  office  to 
write  an  article,  whom  do  you  think  you  are  writing  for? 
A  company  of  scientists?  An  institute  of  gray-bearded 
scholars?  An  academy  of  fossilized  old  doctors  of  lawe? 
There  are  not  a  dozen  peoi^e  of  that  sort  who  read  the  Post. 
Has  it  never  occurred  to  you  to  call  up  before  your  mind's 
eye  the  people  you  actually  are  writing  for?  You  can  see 
them  any  day  as  you  walk  along  the  street.  Go  into  a  street 


OUEED  151 

car  at  six  o'clock  any  night  and  look  around  at  the  faces 
There  is  your  public,  the  readers  of  the  Post  —  shop-clerks' 
stenographers,  factory-hands,  office-men,  plumbers,  team- 
sters, drummers,  milliners.  Look  at  them.  Have  you  any- 
thing  to  say  to  interest  them?  Think.  If  they  were  to  file 
in  here  now  and  ask  you  to  make  a  few  remarks,  could  you, 

Sem?'  ^°"'  ^^  °"^  ^'"^'^  '^'"^  '^^'  ^""'"^  '"*^'"^' 

"I  do  not  pretend,  or  aspire,"  said  Mr.  Queed,  "to  dis 
pense  frothy  nothings  tricked  out  to  beguile  the  tired  brick- 
layer.  My  duty  is  to  give  forth  valuable  information  and 
npened  judgment  couched  in  language  — " 

"No,  your  duty  is  to  get  yourself  read;  if  vou  fail  there 
you  fail  everywhere.   Is  it  possible  that  you  don't  begin  to 
grasp  that  point  yet?  I  fancied  that  your  mind  was  quicker 
You  appear  to  think  that  the  duty  of  a  newspaper  is  to  back 
people  up  against  a  wall  and  ram  helpful  statistics  into  them 
with  a  force-pump.   You  are  grotesquely  mistaken.   Your 
Ideal  newspaper  would  not  keep  a  dozen  readers  in  this  city 
that  is  to  say,  it  would  be  a  complete  failure  while  it  lasted 
and  would  bankrupt  Mr.  Morgan  in  six  months.   A  dead 
newspaper  is  a  useless  one,  the  world  over.  At  the  same  time 
every  living  and  good  newspaper  is  a  little  better,  spread.s 
a  litUe  more  sweetness  and  light,  gives  out  a  little  more 
valuable  information,  ripened  judgment,  et  cetera,  than  the 
vast  majority  of  its  readers  want  or  will  absorb.  The  Post 
IS  that  sort  of  newspaper.  It  is  constantly  tugging  its  readers 
a  little  higher  than  the>  —  I  mean  the  majority,  and  not 
the  cultured  few  — are  willing  to  go.   But  the  Post  always 
recogmzes  that  its  first  duty  is  to  get  itself  read:  if  it  does 
not  succeed  in  that,  it  lacks  the  principle  of  life  and  dies 
Perhaps  the  tired  bricklayer  you  speak  of,  the  middle-class, 
commonplace,  average  people  who  make  up  nearly  all  of  the 
world,  ought  to  be  interested  in  John  Stuart  Mill's  attitude 
toward  the  single-tax.    But  the  fact  is  that  they  are  n't 
The  Post  wisely  deals  with  the  condition,  and  not  a  theory- 
it  means  to  get  itself  read.    It  is  your  first  duty,  as  a  writer 
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lor  it,  to  get  yourself  read.  If  you  fail  to  get  yourself  read, 
you  are  worse  than  useless  to  the  Post.  Well,  you  have 
completely  failed  to  do  this,  and  that  is  why  the  Post  is  dis- 
charging you.  Come,  free  yourself  from  exaggerated  notions 
about  your  own  importance  and  look  at  this  simple  point 
with  the  calm  detachment  of  a  scientist.  The  Post  can  save 
money,  while  preserving  just  the  same  effect,  by  discharg- 
ing you  and  printing  every  morning  a  half-column  from  the 
Encyclopedia  Britannica." 

She  rose  quickly,  as  though  her  time  was  very  precious, 
and  passed  over  to  the  table,  where  a  great  bowl  of  violets 
stood.  The  room  was  pretty:  it  had  reminded  Queed,  when 
he  entered  it,  of  Nicolovius's  room,  though  there  was  a 
softer  note  in  it,  as  the  flowers,  the  work-bag  on  the  table, 
the  balled-up  veil  and  gloves  on  the  mantel-shelf.  He  had 
liked,  too,  the  soft-shaded  lamps;  the  vague  resolve  had 
come  to  him  to  install  a  lamp  in  the  Scriptorium  later  on. 
But  now,  thinking  of  nothing  like  this,  he  sat  in  a  thick 
silence  gazing  at  her  with  unwinking  sternness. 

Sharlee  carefully  gathered  the  violets  from  the  bowl, 
shook  a  small  shower  of  water  from  their  stems,  dried  them 
with  a  pocket  handkerchief  about  the  size  of  a  silver  dollar. 
Next  she  wrapped  the  stems  with  purple  tinfoil,  tied  them 
with  a  silken  cord  and  tassel  and  laid  the  gorgeous  bunch 
upon  a  magazine  back,  to  await  her  further  pleasure.  Then, 
coming  back,  she  resumed  her  seat  facing  the  shabby  young 
man  she  was  assisting  to  see  himself  as  others  saw  him. 

"I  might,"  she  said,  "simply  stop  there.  I  might  tell 
you  that  you  are  a  failure  as  an  editorial  writer  because  you 
have  nothing  at  all  to  say  that  is  of  the  smallest  interest  to 
the  great  majority  of  the  readers  of  editorials,  and  would 
not  know  how  to  say  it  if  you  had.  That  would  be  enough 
to  satisfy  most  men,  but  I  see  that  I  must  make  things  very 
plain  and  definite  for  you.  Mr.  Queed,  you  are  a  failure  as 
an  editorial  writer  because  you  are  first  a  failure  in  a  much 
more  important  direction.  You  're  a  failure  as  a  human  being 
—  as  a  man.' 
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It  18  useless  for  this  harangue  to  continue  "  K«    ^a 
-^h  a  b^w  o(  ..o™.    ••Yo„/co„„prn''orhe,r',.":d': 

■ucha8weet,miIe/'that,a"e"aUvour,iit  ■         *'"'  "'"" 

8tinXr«SikeTh^"*-S,^  ""'""^  '^'h  »  graceful  yet 

"Miss  Weyland  ..." 

She  turned  on  the  threshhold  of  the  farther  donr    "  r  k^ 

"It  is  not  my  hat." 
"Oh —  what  is  it?" 
"God  knows,"  said  the  little  Doctor,  hoarsely 

know  .h.  ::„^«  o,  Xr"  ='"''  ,*'!''''  •«  *«  »•«  «ve„ 
day  was  umnT™  «  /  f  !  a^^-unulation  of  his  disruptive 
Strf  to  ,h.  H         '",'"?  t'^fi'^ally  upset  inside  and 

o^j?had'noldT;-h1t''V^!,n" '"  "r'""«  - 

no  laea  wnat.  Presently  he  started  walking 
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up  and  down  the  room,  nervous  as  a  caged  lion,  eyes  fixed 
on  space  or  on  something  within,  while  Sharlee  stood  in  the 
doorway  watching  him  casually  and  unsurprised,  as  though 
just  this  sort  of  thing  took  place  in  her  little  parlor  regularly, 
seven  nights  a  week. 

"Go  ahead!  Go  ahead!"  he  broke  out  abruptly,  coming 
to  a  halt.  "Pitch  into  me.  Do  it  for  all  you're  worth.  1 
suppose  you  think  it's  what  I  need." 

"Certainly,"  said  Sharlee,  pleasantly. 

She  stood  beside  her  chair  again,  flushed  with  a  secret 
sense  of  victory,  liking  him  more  for  his  temper  and  his  con- 
trol than  she  ever  could  have  liked  him  for  his  learning.  But 
it  was  not  her  idea  that  the  little  Doctor  had  got  it  any- 
where near  hard  Enough  as  yet. 

"Won't  you  sit  down,  Mr.  Queed?" 

It  appeared  that  Mr.  Queed  would. 

"I  am  paying  you  the  extraordinary  compliment,"  said 
Sharlee,  "of  talking  to  you  as  others  might  talk  about  you 
behind  your  back  —  in  fact,  as  everybody  does  talk  abf  •  t 
you  behind  your  back.  I  do  this  on  tl»e  theory  that  you  aie 
a  serious  and  honest-minded  man,  sincerely  interested  in 
learning  the  truth  about  yourself  and  your  failures,  so  that 
you  may  correct  tliem.  If  you  are  interested  only  in  having 
your  vanity  fed  by  flattering  fictions,  please  say  so  right  now. 
I  have  no  time,"  she  said,  hardly  able  for  her  life  to  suppress 
a  smile,  "for  butterflies  and  triflers." 

Butterflies  and  triflers/  Mr.  Queed,  proprietor  of  the 
famous  Schedule,  a  butterfly  and  a  trifler! 

He  said  in  a  muffled  voice:  "Proceed." 

"Since  an  editorial  writer,"  said  Sharlee,  seating  herself 
and  beginning  with  a  paragraph  as  neat  as  a  public  speaker's, 
"must  be  able,  as  his  first  qualification,  to  interest  the  com- 
mon people,  it  is  manifest  that  he  must  be  interested  in 
the  common  people.  He  must  feel  his  bond  of  humanity 
with  them,  sympathize  with  them,  like  them,  love  them. 
This  is  the  great  secret  of  Colonel  Cowles's  success  as  an 
editor.  A  fine  gentleman  by  birth,  breeding,  and  tradition, 
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he  is  yet  always  a  human  being  among  human  beines  All 
his  hfe  he  has  been  doing  things  with  and  for  d^^Sopfe 
He  went  all  through  the  war.  and  you  might  have  tCght 
^he  whole  world  depended  on  him,  the  way  he  went  ud 

t?!;i!?'^K^.^Sf  °'^  '  V^  °^  J"'y'  '«63.  He  wasThot  aU 
to  pieces,  but  they  patched  him  together,  and  the  next  y^r 
ti^ere  he  was  back  in  the  fighting  around  Petersburg    A^r 

tt-,  sf.  '  ""^^  ^  ^r?''  ^«^^"^'  '^'  carpet-baggers  andl 
ths  State  IS  peaceful  and  prosperous  and  comfortable  for 

J2lr  '^A  '"  "°''' ''  'f  ^"^"^  °f  ^^^'  '"^^  «ke  him  and  my 
^ther  did  a  generaUon  ago.  When  he  took  the  Post  he 
went  on  just  the  same,  working  and  thinking  and  fighting 
or  men  and  with  men,  and  all  in  the  service  of  the  rSp^ 
I  supjxjse,  of  course,  his  views  through  all  these  yearehave 
not  always  been  sound,  but  they  have  always  bin  hon^t 
and  honorable,  sensible,  manly,  and  sweet.  And  they  have 
always  had  a  practical  relation  with  the  life  of  the  ^ple 

•TnW^    Y  '^^''J^y  h^  b^n  wanting  in  something 
unless  they  have  read  what  he  has  to  say.  There  is  Colone! 
C^les-   Does  this  interest  you.  Mr.  Queed?   If  not   I 
need  not  weary  us  both  by  continuing  " 
pr^^^"  requested  her.  in  the  briefest  possible  way,  to 

"Well!  There  is  Colonel  Cowles,  whom  you  presume  to 
des^se  because  you  know,  or  think  you  know,  more 
pohbcal  and  social  science  than  he  does.  Where  ^ou  e^ 
your  preposterously  exaggerated  idea  of  the  value  of  text- 
book science  I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand.  The  people  you 
aspire  to  lead  -  for  that  is  what  an  editorial  writ^  must  do 
-care  nothing  for  it.    That  tired  bricklayer  whom  you 

nT^  Tl'  fl"^  ^°?t^"»Pt  of  course  cares  nothing  for  it. 
But  that  bricklayer  is  the  People.  Mr.  Queed.    Ho  is  the 

o^irfh  'm '  ^°'T'  .^^"'^  ^°^  *°'  ^"d  P"*«  his  hand 
on  his  shoulder  and  tnes  to  help -help  him  to  a  better 

home,  better  education  for  his  children,  more  and  more 

wholesome  pleasures,  a  higher  and  happier  living.   Co^onS 
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Cowles  thinks  of  life  as  an  opportunity  to  live  with  and 
serve  the  common,  average,  everyday  people.  You  think 
of  it  as  an  opportunity  to  live  by  youraetf  and  serve  your 
own  ambition.  He  writes  to  the  hearts  of  the  people.  You 
write  to  the  heads  of  scientists.  Doubtless  it  will  amaze  you 
to  be  told  that  his  paragraph  on  the  death  of  Moses  Page, 
the  Byrds'  old  negro  butler,  was  a  far  more  useful  article 
in  every  way  than  your  long  critique  on  the  currency  system 
of  Germany  which  appeared  in  the  same  issue.  Colonel 
Cowles  is  a  big-hearted  human  being.  You  —  you  are  a 
scientific  formula.  And  the  worst  of  it  is  that  you  're  proud 
of  it!  The  hopeless  part  of  it  is  that  you  actually  consider 
a  few  old  fossils  "as  bigger  than  the  live  people  all  around 
you!  How  can  I  show  you  your  terrible  mistake?  .  .  .  Why, 
Mr.  Queed,  the  life  aiKi  example  of  a  little  girl  .  .  ."  she 
stopped,  rather  prediMtately,  stared  hard  at  her  hands, 
which  w«-e  folded  in  her  lap,  and  went  resolutely  on:  "The 
life  and  example  of  a  little  girl  like  Fifi  are  worth  more  than 
all  the  text- books  you  will  ever  write." 

A  silence  fell.  In  Uie  soft  lamplight  of  the  pretty  room, 
Queed  sat  still  and  silent  as  a  marWe  man;  and  presently 
Sharlee,  plucking  herself  together,  resumed :  — 

"Perhaps  you  now  begin  to  glimpse  a  wider  difference 
between  yourself  and  Colonel  Cowles  than  mere  unlikeacM 
©f  literary  style.  If  you  continue  to  think  this  difference 
ail  in  your  own  favor,  I  urge  you  to  abandoit  any  idea  of 
writing  editorials  for  the  Post.  If  on  the  other  hand,  you 
seriously  wish  to  make  good  your  boast  of  this  morning,  I 
urge  you  to  cease  sneering  at  men  like  Colonel  Cowles,  and 
humbly  begin  to  try  to  imitate  them.  I  say  that  you  are  a 
failure  as  an  editorial  writer  because  you  are  a  failure  as  a 
man,  and  I  say  that  you  are  a  failure  as  a  man  because  you 
have  no  relation  at  all  with  man's  life.  You  aspire  to  teach 
and  lead  human  beings,  and  you  ^«^ve  not  the  lease  i^a 
what  a  human  being  is,  and  not  tue  slightest  wish  to  find 
out.  All  around  you  are  men,  live  men  of  flesh  and  blood, 
who  are  moving  the  world,  and  you,  whipping  out  your 
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iiifinitesimal  measuring-rod,  dismiss  them  as  inferior  cattle 

inH*  ,7^'  ^""^  y°"  '°"  ^^°"«^  it  like  a  biUiard-b^ 
sorry  handful  of  mummies  for  the  universe."  ^^ 

"It  is  a  curious  coincidence,"  said  Queed  with  cn-Pat  h.,<- 

to^f  t'h  '"^i^^-^'/'t^-t  Fifi  said  muST'th^tSr^ 

'^h    ^i"/    '"  V^^  '*^^^'"^"t  ^^y'  this  afternoon.^^ 

«»«!  !•  °     /"^'   ®"^  ^'^  ^^  "°t  the  first.   You  had  the 

same  advice  from  your  father  two  months  ago." 

My  father?" 

In  1^°"  «  "'^  "^*  forgotten  his  letter  that  you  showed  me 
in  your  office  one  afternoon  ?  " 

It  seemed  that  he  had ;  but  he  had  it  in  his  pocket  as  it 

ment.  Stoopmg  forward  to  introduce  it  into  the  ^numbra 
of  lamphght  he  read  over  the  detective-storyT^g? 
Make  friends:  mtngle  with  people  and  Uam  to  like  them 
Thtsu  the  earnest  injunction  of  Your  father  " 
QK  I  .'^"'P'/""  °f  y^"-  father's  treatnKnt  of  you  "  said 
Sharlee  'but  he  offered  you  a  liberal  education  there  Zd 
you  decUned  to  take  it."  '    ^ 

pick^^o"h!^r  t  '^^''^f  •  '"'"^  "'^"^  ^  the  table  and 
picked  up  her  beautiful  bouquet.    A  pair  of  lon-r  bodkins 

^hlavenderglass  headswerewaiting.it  appeared^  ^^Z 
ceeded  to  pin  on  her  flowers,  adjusting  them  with  carefS 

mirror.  Then  she  sat  down  once  more,  and  calmly  said  ■ 

As  you  are  a  failure  as  *n  editorial  writer  and  as  a  man 
•o  you  are  a  failure  as  a  sodok^ji^t  "  ' 

hJi.''^'  ^^'tJT  '^''^'"'  '^^  crowning  blasphemy.    She 
hardly  expected  him  to  endure  it,  and  he  did  not-  she  wa^ 

^rS^rs^ff^iTolr"^^  '^'^  -^  ^^^^^"^'^  ^^ 
en^u^^.^l^![H»;.Ti^t'!^A?-^  ^  ^ave  heanl 
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He  had  risen,  but  stood,  for  a  wonder,  irresolute.  It  was 
too  evident  that  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  next.  Presently, 
havii^  nowhere  else  to  go,  he  walked  over  to  the  mantel- 
shelf and  leant  his  elbow  upon  it,  staring  down  at  the  floor. 
A  considerate  interval  passed,  broken  only  by  the  ticking  of 
the  clock  before  he  said: — 

"You  may  be  an  authority  on  editorial  writing  —  even 
on  manhood  —  life.  But  I  can  hardly  recognize  you  in  that 
capacity  as  regards  sociology." 

Sharlee  made  no  reply.  She  had  no  idea  that  the  young 
man's  dismissal  from  the  Post  had  been  a  crucifixion  to  him, 
an  unendurable  infamy  upon  his  virginal  pride  of  intellect. 
She  had  no  conceotion  of  his  powers  of  self-control,  which 
happened  to  be  far  greater  than  her  own,  and  she  would 
have  given  worlds  to  know  what  he  was  thinking  at  that 
moment.  For  her  part  she  was  thinking  of  him,  intensely, 
and  in  a  personal  way.  Manners  he  had  none,  but  where  did 
he  get  his  manner?  Who  had  taught  him  to  bow  in  that 
way?  He  had  mentioned  insults:  where  had  he  heard  of 
insults,  this  stray  who  had  raised  himself  in  the  house  of 
a  drunken  policeman  ? 

"Weil,"  said  Queed,  with  the  utmost  calmness,  "you 
might  tell  me,  in  a  word,  why  you  think  I  am  a  failure  as  a 
sociologist." 

"You  are  a  failure  as  a  sociologist,"  said  Sharlee,  immedi- 
ately, ' '  for  the  same  reason  as  both  your  other  failures :  yoti 
are  wholly  out  of  relation  with  real  life.  Sociology  is  thr 
science  of  human  society.  You  know  absolutely  nothing 
about  human  society,  except  what  other  men  have  found 
out  and  written  down  in  text-books.  You  say  that  you  are 
an  evolutionary  sociologist.  Yei  a  wonderful  demonstra- 
tion in  social  evolution  is  going  on  all  around  you,  and  you 
don't  even  know  it.  You  are  standing  here  directly  \ietween 
two  civilizations.  On  the  one  side  there  are  Colonel  Cowles 
and  my  old  grandmother  —  mother  of  your  landlady, 
plucky  dear!  On  the  other  there  are  our  sfriendid  young 
men,  men  who,  with  traditions  of  leisure  and  cultured  idle 
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ness  in  their  blood,  have  pitched  in  with  their  hands  and 
heads  to  make  this  State  hum,  and  will  soon  be  meet"n«  and 
beating  your  Northern  young  men  at  every  turn  oS  one 
side  there  IS  the  old  slaveholding  aristocracy;  on  the  other 
the  finest  Democracy  in  the  world ;  and  here  and  now  Lman 
society  IS  evdving  from  one  thing  to  the  other.  A  r^^l 

cfss  r°-  f  ^"  f^'""'^  •"  ^"^^^'"^  ^^«  marvebur^ro- 
BuTvo?  f^°'"f;,°"  ^^t"-"y  surprised  in  her  workshop. 
But  you  -  I  doubt  if  you  even  knew  it  was  going  on  A 
tremendous  social  drama  is  being  acted  out  under  your 
very  window  and  you  yawn  and  pull  down  the  WiS"' 

There  was  a  brief  silence.    In  the  course  of  it  the  door- 
bell  was  heard  to  ring;  soon  the  door  opened-  a  ma^r?Z: 

murmur;thenthemaidMaryWoice.clea^y"r^Vrutshe' 
in.      .  .  Won  t  you  rest  your  coat,  Mr.  West?" 

..  Mary  entered  the  little  back  parior,  a  card  upon  a  tray 
Please  draw  the  folding  doors,"  said  Shariee.^Say  th^t 
I  11  be  m  in  a  few  minutes."  ^ 

They  were  alone  once  more,  she  and  the  little  Doctor- 

the  silence  enfolded  them  again;  and  she  broke  it  by  saying 

the  last  word  she  had  to  say.  * 

"I  have  gone  into  detail  because  I  wanted  to  make  the 

unfavorable  impression  you  produce  upon  your  little  worid 

clear  to  you,  for  once.  But  I  can  sum  uVall  that  I  hair^^d 

in  less  than  six  words.   If  you  remember  anything  at  a'ftTat 

I  have  said   I  wish  you  would  remember  this.   Mr  QuSd 

^u  are  afflicted  with  a  fatal  malady.   Your  cosmos^lT^i 

She  started  to  rise,  thought  better  of  it,  and  sat  still  in  her 
flowered  cha.r  full  in  the  lamplight.  The  little  Doctor  stcxS 

engthened.   To  do  something,  Sharlee  pulled  off  her  right 

tetj^        t^''^  P:;'  I'  "^"^^  "«^'"-   Then  she  pulled 

2fe  fl     i.r^  ^ r'L^""^  ^^°"'  '^'  ^'"^^  '^^  ^^  buttoning 
the^Ut  button  he  began  speaking,  in  a  curious.  lifeieJ 

"  I  learned  to  read  when  I  was  four  years  old  out  of  a  copy 
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of  the  New  York  Evening  Post.    It  came  to  the  house,  I 
remember,  distinctly,  wrapped  around  two  pork  chops. 
That  seemed  to  be  all  the  reading  matter  we  had  in  the 
house  for  a  long  time  —  I  believe  Tim  was  in  hard  luck  in 
those  days  —  and  by  the  time  I  was  six  I  had  read  that 
paper  all  through  from  beginning  to  end,  five  times,  I  have 
wondered  since  if  that  incident  did  not  give  a  bent  to  my 
whole  mind.   If  you  are  familiar  with  the  Evening  Post,  you 
may  appreciate  what  I  mean.  ...  It  came  out  in  me  ex- 
actly like  a  duck's  yearning  for  water;  that  deep  instinct 
for  the  printed  word.  Of  course  Tim  saw  that  I  was  different 
from  him.    He  helped  me  a  little  in  the  early  stages,  and 
then  he  stood  back,  awed  by  my  learning,  and  let  me  go 
my  own  gait.   When  I  was  about  eight,  I  learned  of  the 
existence  of  public  libraries.    I  daresay  it  would  surprise 
you  to  know  the  books  I  was  reading  in  this  period  of  my 
life  —  and  writing  too:  for  in  my  eleventh  year  I  was  the 
author  of  a  one- volume  history  of  the  world,  besides  several 
treatises.   And  I  early  began  to  think,  too.   What  was  the 
fundamental  principle  underlying  the  evolution  of  a  higher 
and  higher  human  type?  How  could  this  principle  be  uni- 
fied through  all  branches  of  science  and  reduced  to  an  oper- 
able law?  Questions  such  .-:  these  kept  me  awake  at  night 
while  I  still  wore  short  trous*  s.  At  fourteen  I  was  boarding 
alone  in  a  kind  of  tenen;i?:-  on  the  East  Side.  Of  course  I 
was  quite  different  from  all  the  people  around  me.  Different. 
I  don't  remember  that  they  showed  any  affectionate  inter- 
est in  me,  and  why  on  earth  should  they?  As  I  say,  I  was 
different.  There  was  nothing  there  to  suggest  a  conception 
of  that  brotherhood  of  man  you  speak  of.   I  was  born  with 
this  impulse  for  isolation  and  work,  and  everything  that 
happened  to  me  only  emphasized  it.    I  never  had  a  day's 
schooling  in  my  life,  and  never  a  word  of  advice  or  admoni- 
tion —  never  a  scolding  in  all  my  life  till  now.    Here  is  a 
point  on  which  your  Christian  theory  of  living  seems  to  me 
entirely  too  vague:  how  to  reconcile  individual  responsibility 
with  the  forces  of  heredity  and  circumstance.  From  my  point 
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j.  was.  .  «ke  tohearaclea;!^™™^?! ^^  "ofTe^ln'S 
that  your  statement  happens  to  riddle  me,  pere^iX  " , 
course  does  not  affect  the  question  in  any  w;y  TJ^JIm 
human  soaety  and  human  life  too  much  Lrhl'J,    ^* 
pmis  his  rabbit,  which  appeLTo  tefhe  gi«  o^ trcri^ 

state  It  Jairly,  that  a  man's  life,  to  be  useful  to  be  i  lif*.  «J 
semce  must  be  given  immediately  to  hl^  mows    Uet^l 

reZf  ^'  ^"n  '""^.^'^  ^'"^«  ^'^^  °t»^-  men   Uhink  a  Htt  e 
reflection  will  convince  vou  that  r.n  t^u^        .    """Kauttie 

most  of  the  best  wor^of  the  worW  fct' Sl'-^"^'  T'^  <" 

whose  personal  lives  we^.not'X^^l''""^^^;::^ 

death.  The world'sgreatwise men. inventors  scientists ThH 

their  race  better  thlfallThe  SiiSwrthat':;:rTir 
To  each  his  gifts.   If  I  succeed  in  reducing  the  pnncipk  of 
hurn^n  evolution  to  its  eternal  law.  I  need  not  fear  the  iudg 
ment  of  posterity  upon  my  Hfe.   I  shall,  in  fact  ha ve  r^f 
formed  the  highest  service  to  humankind  that  a  finkrnS^d 
can  hooe  to  compass.  Neverthelp«s«;  Tan,;^  Tu 

♦h=.*  „^.  Tj      ^^'^^^""^'ess.  I  am  impressed  by  much 

tha  you  say.  I  daresay  a  good  deal  of  it  is  valuable  iS 
of  It  I  engage  to  analyze  and  consider  dispassionately  at  mv 
mX:  ^!:^JJ^^^  ^-  ^-  --  interestYn\^hr 
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"Mr.  Queed." 

Sharlee  rose  hurriedly,  since  hurry  was  so  evidently 
necessary.  She  felt  profoundly  stirred,  she  hardly  knew 
why;  all  her  airs  of  a  haughty  princess  were  fled;  and  she 
intercepted  him  with  no  remnant  of  her  pretense  that  she 
was  putting  a  shabby  inferior  in  his  place. 

"I  want  to  tell  you,"  she  said,  somewhat  nervously, 
"  that  I  —  I  —  admire  very  much  the  way  you  've  taken 
this.   No  ordinary  man  would  have  listened  with  such  — " 

"I  never  pretended  to  be  an  ordinary  man." 

He  moved,  but  she  stood  unmoving  in  front  of  him,  the 
pretty  portrait  of  a  lady  in  blue,  and  the  eyes  that  she  fas- 
tened upon  him  reminded  him  vaguely  of  Fifi's. 

"Perhaps  I  — should  tell  you,"  said  Sharlee,  "just  why 
I—" 

"Now  don't,"  he  said,  smiling  faintly  at  her  with  his  old 
air  of  a  grandfather  —  "don't  spoil  it  all  by  saying  that  you 
did  n't  mean  it." 

Under  his  smile  she  colored  a  little,  and,  despite  herself, 
looked  confused.  He  took  advantage  of  her  embarrassment 
to  pass  her  with  another  bow  and  go  out,  leaving  her 
struggling  desperately  with  the  feeling  that  he  had  got  the 
best  of  her  after  all. 

But  the  door  opened  again  a  little  way,  almost  at  once, 
and  the  trim-cut,  academic  face,  with  the  lamplight  falling 
upon  the  round  glasses  and  blotting  them  out  in  a  yellow 
smudge,  appeared  in  the  crevice. 

"By  the  way,  you  were  wrong  in  saying  that  I  pulled 
down  my  blind  on  the  evolutionary  process  now  going  on 
in  the  South.  I  give  four  thousand  w(hx1s  to  it  in  my  Hk- 
torical  Perspective,  volume  one." 
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In  wkick  JTW^  ««>/„  Saip,„re,  a„4  Queed  ha,  helped  FiA 
mlh  her  Ussmsfor  the  Last  Time. 

THE  tax-articles  in  f«  Post  had  ceased  aft.,  ,1,. 

thro  a  weeic    Rm;  k    k  j     *« 'Vstems  off  at  the  rate  of 
to  SblT^so^  volunu^v  ^^k"'  °'''^"«'  P'™^'"" 

time  «  he  had  indispu  W;r/edl;'s^r^^^^^^^ 
the  Poj^.  Having  qualified,  he  could  open  that  ArZ^T.       ■ 
wnh  a  rushing  access  of  stifled  ardor,  JS  awdt  the  r^S' 
cfc....se:  but  to  do  this,  he  figured  niw  w™ld  tek,  v^'  ' 
less  than  two  months  and  a  half    T.  """'".^''e  h™  not 
winched  f^m  the  ^2ll<^hJZlSZZ'"^^  ''"" 

^r'nrr'  ,•'"• '°'  ^  =p-^  -^ed'and'^tSiS' 

.^Sl^t^dtmtdT  bSfS,"  "■"  -'-aged'^prif  If 
flinch.  Andtht^^etl'omemwhrTLrKrJ''  ""' 
stanled  by  the  close-shut  miserj  rfhUfaS" '^'"''"  "^ 

ine  Scnptonum  had  been  deiiradM  inf„  ,     •  ■     . 
school  of  joumahsm     Day  after  dlvniVh?  a  s,ckemng 
Q«ed  sat  at  his  tiny  table  ^ring  ovt'bacTfiles  o^^^^^^^^^^ 

iunan  deposit.    He  analyzed,  classified,  tabu- 


^'^mS^T^h^^  i^T^m 
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lated,  computed  averages,  worked  out  underlying  taws;  and 
gradually,  with  great  travail  —  for  the  journalese  language 
was  to  him  as  Greek  to  another  —  he  deduced  from  a  thou- 
sand editorials  a  few  broad  principles,  somewhat  as  fol- 
lows:— 

I.  That  the  Colonel  dealt  with  a  very  wide  range  of 
concrete  topics,  including  many  that  appeared  extremely 
trivial.  (Whereas  he,  Queed,  had  dealt  almost  exclusively 
with  abstract  principles,  rarely  taking  cognizance  of  any 
event  that  had  happened  later  than  1850.) 

a.  That  nearly  all  the  Colonel's  "best"  articles  —  *.  «., 
best-liked,  most  popular:  the  kind  that  Major  Brooke  and 
Mr.  Bylash,  or  Qven  Miss  Miller,  were  apt  to  talk  about  at 
the  supper-table  —  dealt  with  topics  of  a  purely  local  and 
ephemeral  interest. 

3.  That  the  Colonel  never  went  deeply  or  exhaustively 
into  any  group  of  facts,  but  that,  taking  one  broad  simple 
hypothesis  as  his  text,  he  hammered  that  over  and  over, 
saying  the  same  thing  again  and  again  in  different  ways, 
but  always  with  a  wealth  of  imagery  and  picturesque 
phrasing. 

4.  That  the  Colonel  invariably  got  his  humorous  effects 
by  a  good-natured  but  sometimes  sharp  ridicule,  the  process 
of  which  was  to  exaggerate  the  argument  or  travesty  the 
cause  he  was  attacking  until  it  became  absurd. 

5.  That  the  Colonel,  no  matter  what  his  theme,  always 
wrote  with  vigor  and  heat  and  color :  so  that  even  if  he  were 
dealing  with  something  on  the  other  side  of  the  world,  you 
might  suppose  that  he,  personally,  v/as  intensely  gratified 
or  extremely  indignant  about  it,  as  the  case  might  be. 

These  principles  Queed  was  endeavoring,  with  his  pecu- 
liar faculty  for  patient  effort,  to  apply  practically  in  his 
daily  offerings.  It  is  enough  to  say  that  he  found  the  task 
harder  than  Klinker's  Exercises,  and  that  the  little  article 
on  the  city's  method  of  removing  garbage,  which  failed  to 
appear  in  this  morning's  Post,  had  stood  him  seven  hours  of 
time. 
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wise  the  house  was  very  still.   Fifi  had  be^n^JadUy  re 

lU.   Queed  sitting  before  the  table,  his  gas  ablaze  and IZ 
shade  up.  tilted  back  his  chair  and  thought  of  her  now 
All  at  once  with  no  conscious  volition  on  his  part  he  fouiJd 
himsel   saying  over  the  startling  little  credoThat  Fifi  had 
suggested  for  his  taking,  on  the  day  he  sent  her  the   os^ 

To  hke  men  and  do  the  things  that  men  do.   To  sZkT^o 
laugh.  To  joke  and  teU  funny  stories.  To  take  a 

Ihe  door  of  the  Scriptorium^itorium  opened  and  Buck 
Klinker.    entering    without    formalities.   Threw    himself 
according  to  his  habit,  upon  the  tiny  bed.  This  dme  he^e 
by  inyitation.  to  complete  the  diidedly  inteSting^oT 

bu^TnT"  ^^'"^  '^'  '^°  ""^^  had'^valk^up^town" 
nfK^t    ''^u''\  ^'  ^."^  ^^8^"-  A  book  rowelled  theS 
of  Winker's  back  as  he  reclined  upon  the  pillow,  and  0^ 
mg  It  from  beneath  him,  he  glancS  at  the^  back  of  it."^ 
^Van^tyFa^r.  Did  n't  know  you  ever  read  stor;!i,ooks. 

The  Doc  did  not  answer.    He  was  occupied  with  the 

hWi  K^^'  "°'  °""  °^  '^'  ^^^"^«  that  Fifi  had  urgTu^n 
him  did  he  at  present  do.  Smoking  he  could  of  couS  tSe 

sTon  irm'ir^  ^"^'5'"'^^^  '^'"'''^  ^"  ^  tobac^onSt": 
^K    kLI.    ^^  be  a  good  idea  to  consult  him  as  to  what  was 

or'  ^\T  r^ '"i"  ^  ^°^  ^^"'"^  f """y  stories  -  d  d  h^ 
[n  vl  th  ""  ''"°^r"  '°  ^""^  "^  --^^ked  his  brah^ 
m  vain.  There  were  two  books  that  he  remembered  havine 
seen  in  the  Astor  Library.  The  Percy  AnecdoteT^dM^k 
Lemons  Jest  Book;  perhaps  the  Stote  Library  h^d  them 
.  .  .  Stay!  Did  not  Willoughby  himself  som^here  ntr^ 
duce  an  anecdote  of  a  distinctly  humorous  nature? 

floor    ^I  r^H  t'    ^^/^«"?'  ^'^PP^^^  Thackeray  to  the 
floor.      I  read  the  whole  thing  once. -No.  I  guess  I'm 
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thinkin'  of  The  County  Fair,  a  drammer  that  I  saw  at  the 
Bee-jou.  But  I  guess  they're  all  the  same,  those  Fairs. 

"Say  Doc,"  he  went  on  presently,  " I'm  going  to  double 
you  on  Number  Seven,  beginning  from  to-morrow,  hear?" 

Number  Seven  was  one  of  the  stiflfest  of  Klinker's  Exer- 
cises for  All  Parts  of  the  Body.  Queed  looked  up  absently. 

"That's  right,"  said  his  trainer,  inexorably.  "It's  just 
what  you  need.   I  had  a  long  talk  with  Smithy,  last  night." 

"Buck,"  said  the  Doctor,  clearing  his  throat,  "have  I 
ever  —  ahem  —  told  you  of  the  famous  reply  of  Dr.  John- 
son to  the  Billingsgate  fishwives?" 

"Johnson?  Who?  Fat,  sandy-haired  man  lives  on  Third 
Street?" 

"No,  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson,  the  well-known  English  author 
and  —  charact*.  It  is  related  that  on  one  occasion  Dr. 
Johnson  approached  the  fishwives  at  Billingsgate  to  pur- 
chase of  their  wares.  The  exact  details  of  the  story  are  not 
altogether  clear  in  my  memory,  but,  as  I  recall  it,  something 
the  good  Doctor  said  angered  these  women,  for  they  began 
showering  him  with  profane  and  blasphemous  names.  At 
this  style  of  language  the  fishwives  are  said  to  be  extremely 
proficient.  What  do  you  fancy  that  Dr.  Johnson  called 
them  in  return?  But  you  could  hardly  guess.  He  called 
them  parallelopipedons.  I  am  not  entirely  certain  whether 
it  was  parallelopipedons  or  isosceles  triangles.  Possibly  there 
are  two  versions  of  the  story." 

Buck  stared  at  him,  frankly  and  greatly  bewildered,  and 
noticed  that  the  little  Doctor  was  staring  at  him,  with  strong 
marks  of  anxiety  on  his  face. 

"I  should  perhaps  say,"  added  Queed,  "that  parallelo- 
pipedons and  isosceles  triangles  are  not  profane  or  swearing 
words  at  all.  They  are,  in  fact,  merely  the  designations 
applied  to  geometrical  figures." 

"Oh,"saidKlinker.   "Oh." 

There  was  a  brief  pause. 

"Ah,  well!  ...  Go  on  with  what  you  were  telling  me  as 
we  walked  up,  then!" 
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^^}^^^T.lt'^-:^l^LT^-^''o->-  What 

''About  Johnson  and  the  triangles." 

the  in^tr„":?eto:re„nr^r"^  r-  °^ 

amusing  you "  '  ^'"  *^"e  hope  of 

;;  Why.  that  was  n't  a  funny  story,  Doc  " 
..  I  assure  you  that  it  was." 
^  Don't  see  it,"  said  KJinker. 
1  nat  IS  not  my  responsibility,  in  any  sense  " 

bars  at  the  foot  of  the  ted  "  """"^  ^^  '">" 

"f 'S^not'  ffi"tdUhf  tr'  ""ff^  Ws  head, 
to  appreciate  them    Kndlv  Z    Ji"''  'f  "'=''  *e  braina 
telhng  me."  ™'^  P^°^'«l  '"tb  "hat  you  were 

bed'°and"*oSifeS't^th"Sf  "••  """f"^  "-"=  "P""  *= 
theme  w£  a  Xbfem^ftKtvr'*'",'^"^  "  "o*-    »» 
happily  familiar.     „Bu4'st^i"f'^  '•''"^  "'J"  '^  "'- 
as  "The  Centre  Street  InasheT^'^P''  "  ^'=  '''^"'"'«' 
faced,  bad-eyed  youn?  m™  tt,^    '  *°*  P'^P'^-  "eak- 
^mers  ever^  aftemSn™?^^  "^^ate  «  P™">'"ent 
the  worldne-Kirls  anrf  fA  „P^ally  Saturdays,  to  smirk  at 
thar  murm^ufe^  ■••hIho  So^'^rT.';,,'!!.^*'  """"■  f™™ 
baby?"  to  less  Snn^tk^^"'    ^"^    **''«  y"  S"'"'. 

knowing  wh"?stetd'~n°h'  ^■■''  ""."""^  *^"  ^  <^Wld  for 
the  picL.  s>^^J^J^^-:^l^^ 
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come.  Dammit,  Doc,  I  'm  no  saint  nor  sam-singer  and  I  've 
done  things  I  had  n't  ought  like  other  men,  and  woke  up 
shamed  the  next  morning,  too,  but  I  've  got  a  sister  who's  a 
decent  good  girl  as  there  is  anywhere,  and  by  God,  sir,  I  'd 
kill  a  man  who  just  looked  at  her  with  the  dirty  eyes  of  them 
little  soft-mouth  blaggards!" 

Queed,  unaffectedly  interested,  asked  the  usual  question 
—  could  not  the  girls  be  taught  at  home  the  dangers  of 
such  acquaintances?— and  Buck  pulverized  it  in  the  usual 

way. 

"Who  in  blazes  is  goin'  to  teach  'em?  Don  t  you  know 
anything  about  what  kind  of  homes  they  got?  Why,  man, 
they're  the  sisters  of  the  little  blaggards  I" 

He  painted  a  dark  picture  of  the  home-life  of  many  of 
these  girls:  its  hdrd  work  and  unrelenting  poverty;  its  cheer- 
lessness;  the  absence  of  any  fun;  the  irresistible  allurement 
of  the  flashily-dressed  stranger  who  jingles  money  in  his 
pocket  and  offers  to  "show  a  good  time."  Then  he  told  a 
typical  stor>-,  the  story  of  a  little  girl  he  knew,  who  worked 
in  a  department  store  for  three  dollars  and  a  half  a  week,  and 
whose  drunken  father  took  over  the  last  cent  of  that  every 
Saturday  night.  This  girl's  name  was  Eva  Bemheimer,  and 
she  was  sixteen  years  old  and  "in  trouble." 

"You  know  what,  Doc?"  Buck  ended.  "  You 'd  ought  to 
take  it  up  in  the  Post  —  that's  what,  li^ere's  a  fine  piece 
to  be  written,  showin'  up  them  little  hunters." 

It  was  characteristic  of  Doctor  Queed  that  such  an  idea 
had  not  and  would  not  have  occurred  to  him:  applying 
his  new  science  of  editorial  writing  to  a  practical  problem 
dipped  from  the  stream  of  every-day  life  was  still  rather 
beyond  him.  But  it  was  also  characteristic  of  him  that,  once 
the  idea  had  been  suggested  to  him,  he  instantly  perceived 
its  value.  He  looked  at  Buck  admiringly  through  the  iron 

bars. 

"You  are  quite  right.  There  is." 

"You  know  they  are  trying  to  get  up  a  reformatory  — 
girls'  home,  some  call  it.  That's  all  right,  if  you  can't  do 
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better,  but  it  don't  get  to  the  bottom  nf  ;<■    ti.     •  l 

"Ifi?.  ^y""-- ^--e  for  a  sorry  trouble  like  .hfa?"    '  ^  ~ 
I  have  s  "d,^The' s?uttL'or  ■  °'  ""'"'^  "f'"""^  ""«' 

W  And  KUnW,  question  hrb2k'rt'„*''onf  ^f 
lenpng  tlie  immediate  value  of  social  science  it2lf 

the  other  w^kit  w^  Fm-  'nS^ef  ?"^  ^'"1  ^^^^"-   ^"'^ 

hSft^ingrer-r  "o  Trl  '°  ^^''^^  "'"^  ^^^^ 
Charles  WeylfnXri^w  critiS"^' he"^r'^  T^^^J"' 
dispassionately,  as  heTad  ^^U^'^ ^^^^^^ 
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them  in  toto.  Yet  he  could  not  exactly  say  that  he  had 
wholly  purged  them  out  o.  j  mind.  No  .  .  .  the  fact  was 
that  some  of  her  phrases  h  ^d  managed  to  burn  themselves 
into  his  brain. 

Presently  Klinker  said  another  thing  that  his  friend  the 
little  Doctor  remembered  for  a  long  time. 

"Do  you  know  what's  the  finest  line  in  Scripture,  Doc? 
But  He  spake  of  the  temple  of  His  body.  I  heard  a  minister 
get  that  off  in  a  church  once,  in  a  sermon,  and  I  don't  guess 
I  '11  ever  forget  it.  A  dandy,  ain't  it?  .  .  .  Exercise  and  live 
straight.  Keep  your  temple  strong  and  clean.  If  I  was  a 
parson,  I  tell  you,  I  'd  go  right  to  Seventh  and  Centre  next 
Saturday  and  give  a  talk  to  them  blaggards  on  that.  But 
He  spake  of  .  .  .*' 

Klinker  stopped  as  though  he  had  been  shot.  A  sudden 
agonized  scream  from  downstairs  jerked  him  off  the  bed  and 
to  his  feet  in  a  second  solemn  as  at  the  last  trump.  He 
stared  at  Queed  wide-eyed,  his  honest  red  face  suddenly 
white. 

"God  forgive  me  for  talkin'  so  loud.  ...  I'd  ought  to 
have  known.  ..." 

"What  is  it?  Who  was  that?  "  demanded  Queed,  startled 
more  by  Klinker's  look  than  by  that  scream. 

But  Klinker  only  turned  and  slipped  softly  out  of  the 
door,  tipping  on  his  toes  as  though  somebody  near  at  hand 
were  asleep. 

Queed  was  left  bewildered,  and  completely  at  a  loss. 
Whatever  the  matter  was,  it  clearly  concerned  Buck  Klinker. 
Equally  clearly,  it  did  not  concern  him.  People  had  a  right 
to  scream  if  they  felt  that  way,  without  having  a  horde  of 
boarders  hurry  ore  and  call  them  to  book. 

However,  his  scientist's  fondness  for  getting  at  the 
underlying  causes  —  or  as  some  call  it,  curiosity  —  pres- 
ently obtained  control  of  him,  ard  he  went  downstairs. 

There  is  no  privacy  of  griei  in  the  communism  of  a 
middle-class  boarding-house.  It  is  ordered  that  your  neigh- 
bor shall  gaze  upon  your  woe  and  you  shdl  stare  at  his 
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shiver  ran  thorough  TS^  ho„i;'Sc:'rs"r„r:' <?  "'? 
solemn,  yeTnoTS  iveT^;  ',"  ""^  '^■■''"•'  «'>'  still  and 

the  h„  J™.  .i::rz  it7o  n7us"r2n;^^';:d  ^- 

of  course,  is  no  maft^r  nf  ^  u^    j-      1         same.  And  here, 
•at  .hough  M.STh^,]^:^"'-'""'-^  ""  "—  ">«« 

shad^^y^y^tcts^^rr::.^ 

need  to  tell  them  Z'tW  rf "  ""  ^""•="  ^'«=  l-^i  "o 
one  by  one,  whTch  wl  tlf;  h  7  ?'"*^u^"''  '°°''  ''"'  '■^"<'' 
Bylash  seem^toucS  ^^h  f  '''J?  ^"-  ""''  <^™"  «'• 

down  the  steps  ^^  moment  coming 

£F---.t.-rr:L-4"i?/„a 

-me  to  the  ^^^^'Z'IZ^'IZIL^TZ' ItV' 
And  if  any  me  .ory  of  their  ]^<,t  rr>Jt-      '^^'^^  "P  at  him. 

neither  „f  them  g^^  a'ny  ;S  o7  h.""' "" '"*  *'■"  "•'»' 

You  know  —  ?" 

he'did^'^ott?''  ^T"^'"  ^^  '^P"^'  disturbed  by  her  look 
'•?  rlt    1      ""^  "^^y-  ^"^  involuntarily  lowering  hie  voS^' 

I  came  down  expressly  to  find  out."  ^         ''''*• 

Fifi —  She — " 

"Is  worse  again?" 

"z!L'/"  *  '*°^^  breathing  a  few  minutes  ago." 
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Sharlee  winced  visibly  at  the  word,  as  the  fresh  stricken 
always  will. 

The  little  Doctor  turned  his  head  vaguely  away.  The 
house  was  so  still  that  the  creaking  of  the  stairs  as  his  weight 
shifted  from  one  foot  to  another,  sounded  horribly  loud ;  he 
noticed  it,  and  regretted  having  moved.  The  idea  of  Fifi's 
dying  had  of  course  never  occurred  to  him.  Something  put 
into  his  head  the  simple  thought  that  he  would  never  help 
the  little  girl  with  her  algebra  again,  and  at  once  he  was 
conscious  of  an  odd  and  decidedly  unpleasant  sensation, 
somewhere  far  away  inside  of  him.  He  felt  that  he  ought  to 
say  something,  to  sum  up  his  attitude  toward  the  unexpected 
event,  but  for  once  in  his  life  he  experienced  a  difficulty  in 
formulating  his  thought  in  precise  language.  However,  the 
pause  was  of  the  briefest. 

"I  think,"  said  Sharlee,  "the  funeral  will  be  Monday 
afternoon.  .  .  .  You  will  go,  won't  you?" 

Queed  turned  upon  her  a  clouded  brow.  The  thought  of 
taking  personal  part  in  such  mummery  as  a  funeral  — 
"barbaric  rites,"  he  called  them  iii  the  forthcoming  Work  — 
was  entirely  distasteful  to  him.  "No,"  he  said,  hastily. 
"No,  I  could  hardly  do  that  — " 

"Fifi  — would  like  it.  It  is  the  last  time  yon  will  have 
to  do  anything  for  her." 

II  Like  it  ?  It  is  hardly  as  if  she  would  know  — ! " 

"Mightn't  you  show  your  regard  for  a  friend  just  the 
same,  even  if  your  friend  was  never  to  know  about  it?  .  .  . 
Besides  —  I  think  of  these  things  another  way,  and  so  did 
Fifi." 

He  peered  down  at  her  over  the  banisters,  oddly  dis- 
quieted. The  flaring  gas  lamp  beat  mercilessly  upon  her 
face,  and  it  occurred  to  him  that  sh<  looked  tired  around  her 
eyes. 

^^  "  I  think  Fifi  will  know  .  .  .  and  be  glad,"  said  Sharlee. 
"She  liked  and  admired  you.  Only  day  before  yesterday 
she  spoke  of  you.  Now  she  .  .  .  has  gone,  and  this  is  the 
one  way  left  for  any  of  us  to  show  that  we  are  sorry." 
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moment  he  would  have  refused  her    Rnf  kl  i    [      Vf^^ 
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In  a  Country  Churchyard,  and  afterwards;  of  Friends:  how 
they  take  your  Time  while  they  live,  and  then  die,  up- 
setting your  Evening's  Work;  and  X'hat  Buck  Klinker  saw 
in  the      nptorium  at  2  a.  m. 


QUEED  was  caught,  like  many  another  rationalist 
before  him,  by  the  sti  ring  beauty  of  the  burial 
service  of  the  English  church. 
Fifi's  funeral  was  in  the  country,  at  a  little  church  set 
down  in  a  beautiful  grove  which  reminds  all  visitors  of  th^ 
saying  about  God's  first  temples.  Near  here  Mrs.  Paynter 
»vas  born  and  spent  her  girlhood ;  here  Fifi,  before  her  last  ill- 
ness, had  come  every  Sabbath  niorning  to  the  Sunday- 
school  ;  here  lay  the  little  strip  of  God's  acre  that  the  now 
childless  widow  called  hv.r  own.  You  com"  by  the  new  elec- 
tric line,  one  of  those  high-speed  suburban  roads  which,  all 
over  the  country,  are  doing  so  much  to  f>ersuade  city  p>eople 
back  to  tiie  land.  The  cars  are  steam-road  size.  Two  of 
them  had  been  provided  for  the  mourners,  and  there  was  no 
room  to  spare;  for  the  Paynter  family  connection  was  large, 
and  it  seemed  that  little  Fifi  h-^H  many  friends. 

From  Stop  11,  where  the  little  station  is,  your  course 
is  by  the  woodland  oath ;  past  the  little  springhouse,  over 
the  tiny  rustic  bridge,  nnd  so  on  up  the  shady  slope  to  tiie 
cluster  of  ancient  pines.  In  the  grove  stood  carriages;  buggy 
horses  reined  to  the  tall  tree? ;  even  that  abomination  around 
a  church,  the  motor  of  the  vandals.  In  the  walk  through 
the  woods,  Queed  found  himself  side  by  side  with  a  fat, 
scarlet-faced  man,  who  wore  a  vest  with  brass  buttons  and 
immediately  began  talking  to  him  like  a  lifelong  friend. 
He  was  a  motorman  on  the  suburban  line,  it  seemed,  and 
had  known  Fifi  very  well. 
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mi.take,  you  can  be  sure  and  .i'  "r  ""•™  »  """! 

J^por  you  can  read  Tl^-^:^  ^t  T^^Z  l^/",  'l^  '"^ 

a  felt  worse  »•.  wa,  oneTmy  own  Wds^'wh '"'•'  '  ""'"  "'' 
only  the  other  morninK  51.^^1^,1  .  ^''*''  "  "<*"»  '■''^ 
and  sayin',  'How  are  you  tollv  Mr  R  "^  ^^^  '""K'-in' 
and  me  been  buddies  for  ni^h  ,u^'  ""^^  'Why  she 
9.30  north  car  even  SuXt   ''""'^  y'"^'  »d  ^he  took  my 

rcg-lar.  and  was  The '"^^^nnref  S'""  h''""' '""  ^ 
platform,  ban'  strictiv  mi  ,^u      ,  ,^'^"''  ™'  on  my 

Homheim  was  nr^  fo^Xwin"  i^"  r'""."  •'"*'  "'^  P"""" 
But  what  could  1  do  wh^T.  , '  i  "'"  '  *'"  "'™""  «nce- 
with  that  sweet  ac^  others  a, dt"^  "■"•  ""r''  ^'Barnes. 
Christmas  that  ca^al™" /u^f  .S^:  ^^^'^^  -  =r^ 

unless  1  im  had  taken  h  m  to  the  CathpH«i  «„  ^ 
years  ago,  t  was  the  ^rsf  fm^  Vu  ^^  ^f^'  °"^^'  twenty 
inside  a  church  He  SreTd  R  ^"""^  ^^^  ^^^^  beew 
discarding  all  reii^ous  beh'efs  in  thT"  ''  ^°"'"'^"'  «"^"y 
mat.Iy  Spencer's  First  Caut  sat^'sfiM  h'  ^'^''  ^PP''^^' 
he  meant  to  buttress  Sopn^r-^  ^'^  ''''^^°"'  though 

place  and  carry  it  Spe.'^h'r^^^^^  '''  ^'^^^^' 

exact  Jimits  he  shouSTssiento  r^'  •''  "^k -..^"^  '"  ^^^'^  ^^e 
tionary  function  were  3   nH'^'^"'  ^''"^^  ^  ^"  ^^«J"- 
HeJike all  cosmic  philo^Dh    "^f'^'-^J'^^^te  in  his  system, 
and  elusive  of  all  LforoWeL  'm""'' •'*'•'  '^^  "^°^^  baffling 
country  church   hTwas  to  S^'tn!^"'?'"''  ^''^ '"  ^^'«  ""if 
supreme  religious  bSxh'^r      '  '"^''"'"^  "^^  ^^  '^^ 
for  his  enforced  attendancltn  th^^f.^"^".  compensation 
about  him  with  genuine  andMnni-    ^''°"^^^'^-    "^  '°«^ed 
dim  light,  the  rows  uZ  rots  ofsobert^^^  '''^,'"^^'  ^^^ 
to  him  properly  imDre^iw     h  ^^^^  P^P^^'  ^^'^'"ed 

pe  ly  impressive.   He  was  struck  by  the  wealth 
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of  flowers  massed  all  over  the  chancel,  and  wondered  if  that 
was  its  regular  state.  The  pulpit  and  the  lectern;  the  altar, 
which  he  easily  identified;  the  stained-glass  windows  with 
their  obviously  symbolic  pictures;  the  bronze  pipes  of  the 
little  organ;  the  unvested  choir,  whose  function  he  vaguely 
made  out  —  over  all  these  his  intelligent  eye  swept,  curi- 
ously; and  lastly  it  went  out  of  the  open  window  and  lost 
itself  in  the  quiet  sunny  woods  outside. 

Strange  and  full  of  wonder.  This  incredible  instinct  for 
adoration  —  this  invincible  insistence  in  believing,  in  defi- 
ance of  all  reason,  that  man  was  not  born  to  die  as  the  flesh 
dies.  What,  after  all,  was  the  full  significance  of  this  unique 
phenomenon? 

/  am  the  resurhction  and  the  life,  saith  the  Lord;  he  that 
believeth  in  me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he  live.  .  .  . 

A  loud  resonant  voice  suddenly  cut  the  hush  with  these 
words  and  immediately  they  were  all  standing.  Queed  was 
among  the  first  to  rise;  the  movement  was  like  a  reflex 
action.  For  there  was  something  in  the  thrilling  timbre  of 
that  voice  that  seemed  to  pull  him  to  his  feet  regardless  of 
his  will ;  something,  in  fact,  that  impelled  him  to  crane  his 
neck  around  and  peer  down  the  dim  aisle  to  discc  cr  imme- 
diately who  was  the  author  of  it. 

His  eye  fell  on  a  young  man  advancing,  rlad  in  white  robes 
the  like  of  which  he  had  never  seen,  and  wearing  the  look 
of  the  morning  upon  his  face.  In  his  hands  he  bore  an  open 
book,  but  he  did  not  glance  at  it  His  head  was  thrown 
back;  his  eyes  seemed  fastened  on  something  outside  and 
beyond  the  church;  and  he  rolled  out  the  victorious  words 
as  though  he  would  stake  all  that  he  held  dearest  in  this 
world  that  their  prophecy  was  true. 

Whom  I  :,hall  see  for  myself,  and  mine  eyes  shall  behold, 
and  riot  another.  ... 

But  behind  the  young  man  rolled  a  little  stand  on  wheels, 
on  which  lay  a  long  box  banked  in  flowers ;  and  though  the 
little  Doctor  had  never  been  at  a  funeral  before,  and  never 
in  the  presence  of  death,  he  knew  that  here  must  lie  the 
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mortal  remaiiu  of  h'j  little  (rienrf    Fin     r 

onward  guced'.  interest  "nti""^;:^'';'^''''"  ">"  Point 

less  purely  scientific  "  *^  """"•  <"  ">  "y. 

«lmr„SchTe%rnfr„''™l;"«'  """  "•-  "  '"".r 
voice  of  solemn  ,r  „mT  T.Ts  doul     .l"?"  ^'l^J*^.  '^"'' 

^oir^::Sirb"k^■r  ^7^"  '"""""'•  ^"^  "•" "«'' 

For  all  ,hc  Saint,  w|.„  .„„  e,,^,,  ,„^„  ^^ 

.hat  he  had  sen.  her'^.he  ro^s  "Jll""''  "'"'  "^l*^  ^«° 
offhe^dtl^^r'^^i^t'-Tcrt^h^'''-^"^"'-' 

r.rtSvXd^f:^5!^:---«^^ 

And  when  the  strife  is  fieree.  the  warfare  lona 

And  he?/"'  '".  ''''  distant' tri^mphtng"' 
And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are^;trong 

The  girls  in  the  choir  sang  on.  untroubled  by  a  doubt:  - 

Thl  t'-  '!'T.^'-^*k«  a  yet  more  glorious  day 

Ss;:ron;-t»to'"„ttr'" 

intl'tiremS'^^rtef;  an^S'"^'^  «°r-''™k«i  casket 
like  the  others TatcwL  thl'^"'*''.''^'  *'"■  ''"«'  >'^<i 
In  the  forefrom  of  r/        "^omnuttal  of  dust  unto  dust. 

grave's  eSi  there  .tJSXrl"'  ^'"r""^'  ' -^'"^'  'he 
black.   Th?oueh  all  thTr.-,.  ™"  '"^^''J'  *'^^"'ed  in 

H-^e  a  ™otif.  ^^!!  Tj  z:z  3^r.d-d^^T,- 
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sounds,  the  pitiless  thud  of  the  first  earth  upon  the  stiff  lid. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  irregular  circle,  Queed  saw  the 
coarse  red  motorman ;  tears  were  rolling  down  his  fat  cheeks; 
but  never  noticing  them  he  was  singing  loudly,  far  off  the 
key,  from  the  book  the  black-gloved  hand  had  given  Queed. 
The  hymn  they  were  singing  now  also  spoke  surely  and 
naturally  of  the  saints.  The  same  proud  note,  the  young 
man  observed,  ran  through  the  service  from  beginning  to 
end.  Hymn  and  prayer  and  reading  all  confidently  assumed 
that  Fifi  was  dead  only  to  this  mortal  eye,  but  in  another 
world,  open  to  all  thoeo  gathered  about  the  grave  for  their 
seeking,  she  lived  in  some  marvelously  changed  form  —  her 
body  being  made  like  unto  his  own  glorious  body.  .  .  , 

In  the  homeward-bound  car,  Queed  fully  recaptured  his 
poise,  and  redirected  his  thoughts  into  rational  channels. 

The  doctrine  of  the  immortality  of  the  soul  had  not  a  ra- 
tional leg  to  stand  on.  The  anima,  or  spirit,  being  merely 
the  product  of  certain  elements  combined  in  life,  was  wiped 
out  when  those  elements  dissolved  their  union  in  death.  It 
was  the  flame  of  a  candle  blown  out.  Yet  with  what  unbe- 
lievable persistence  this  doctrine  had  survived  through  his- 
tory. Science  had  annihilated  it  again  and  again,  but  these 
people  resolutely  stopped  their  ears  to  science.  They  could 
not  answer  science  with  argument,  so  they  had  answered 
her  with  the  axe  and  the  stake;  and  they  were  still  capable 
of  doing  that  whenever  they  thought  it  desirable.  Strange 
spectacle!  What  was  the  "conflict  between  Religion  and 
Science"  but  man's  desperate  struggle  against  his  own  rea- 
son? Benjamin  Kidd  had  that  right  at  any  rate. 

Yet  did  these  people  really  believe  their  doctrine  of  the 
saved  body  and  the  saved  soul?  They  said  they  did,  but 
did  they?  If  they  believed  it  surely,  as  they  believed  that 
this  night  would  be  followed  by  a  new  day,  if  they  believed 
it  passionately  as  they  believed  that  money  is  the  great 
earthly  good,  then  certainly  the  biggest  of  their  worldly 
affai"s  would  be  less  than  a  grain  of  sand  by  the  sea  against 
the  everlasting  glories  that  awaited  them.   Yet  .  .  .  look 
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at  them  all  about  him  in  the  car,  these  people  who  told 
themselves  that  they  had  started  Fifi  on  the  way  to  iL  a 
saint,  m  which  state  they  expected  to  remeet  her.    Did  d^ey 
so  regard  their  worldly  affairs?  By  to-morrow  they  wo Jd 
be  at  each  other's  throats,  squabbling,  cheating,  slandering 
ying.  fighting  desperately  to  gain  some  ephemeraladvan-' 
tage-all  under  the  eye  of  the  magnificent  guerdon  thev 
pretended  to  believe  in  and  knew  they  were  "^pardizin^ 
by  such  acte.    No,  it  was  pure  self-hypnosis.    Weak  man 
demanded  offsets  for  his  earthly  woes,  and  he  had  concoS^ 
them  in  a  world  of  his  own  imagining.  That  was  the  hiSo^ 
of  man  s  religions;  the  concoction  of  other-woridly  offsete 
for  worldly  woes.    In  their  heart  of  hearts,  all  knew  thai 

SeTi^LTeacro^"^'  ^"'  ''^  ^-"^^^^  ^-^^«^  ^^en 

fnf  tf  ^/  T  ^^'■'?  ^^  ^'''  Pay^ter's.  as  though  to  atone 
for  the  tardiness  of  yesterday.  The  boarders  dispatched  it 
not  without  recurring  cheerfulness,  broken  now  and  again 
by  fits  of  decorous  silence.  You  could  see  that  by  to-morrow 
or  it  might  be  next  day,  the  house  would  be  back  in  its  nor- 
mal swing  again. 

Mr.  Queed  withdrew  to  his  little  chamber.   He  trod  the 
steps  ^ftly  for  once,  and  perhaps  this  was  why.  as  he  Ss^ 
Mrs.  Paynter  s  room,  his  usually  engrossed  ear  caught^ 
sound  of  weepmg.  quiet  but  unrestrained,  ceaseless,  facking 
weeping,  running  on  evermore,  the  weeping  of  Rachel  for 
her  children,  who  would  not  be  comforted 
fhJl^  ^'"q  ^,°^^°/".«^"t  the  door  of  the  Scriptorium  and  lit 
the  gas.    So  far,  his  custom;  but  here  his  whim  and  his 
wont  parted^  Instead  of  seating  himself  at  his  table,  where 
the  bound  P../  for  January-March.  1902.  awaited  hTs  «! 
ploration.  he  laid  himself  down  on  his  tiny  bed 
that?*"^  "^'^  *°  ^'^  to-night,  who  would  weep  for  him  like 

The  thought  had  come  unbidden  to  his  mind  and  stuck 
m  his  metaphysics  like  a  burr.  Now  he  remembered  that 
the  question  was  not  entirely  a  new  one.  Fifi  had  once  asked 
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him  who  would  be  sorry  if  he  died,  and  had  answered  herself 
by  saying  that  she  would.  However,  Fifi  was  dead,  and 
therefore  released  from  her  promise. 

Yes,  Fifi  was  dead.  He  would  never  help  her  with  her 
algebra  again.  The  thought  filled  him  with  vague,  unaccount- 
able regrets.  He  felt  that  he  would  willingly  take  twenty 
minutes  a  night  from  the  wrecked  Schedule  to  have  her 
come  back,  but  unfortunately  there  was  no  way  of  arranging 
that  now.  He  remembered  the  night  he  had  sent  Fifi  out 
of  the  dining-room  for  coughing,  and  the  remembrance 
made  him  distinctly  uncomfortable.  He  rather  wished  that 
he  had  told  Fifi  he  was  sorry  about  that,  but  it  was  too  late 
now.  Still  he  had  told  her  that  he  was  her  friend;  he  was 
glad  to  remember  that.  But  here,  from  a  new  point  of  view, 
was  the  trouble  about  having  friends.  They  took  your  time 
while  they  lived,  and  then  they  went  off  and  died  and  upset 
your  evening's  work. 

Clearly,  Fifi  left  behind  many  sorrowful  friends,  as  shown 
by  her  remarkable  funeral.  If  he  himself  were  to  die,  Tim 
and  Murphy  Queed  would  probably  feel  sorrowful,  but  they 
would  hardly  come  to  the  funeral.  For  one  thing,  Tim 
could  not  come  because  of  his  duties  on  the  force,  and 
Murphy,  for  all  he  knew,  was  undergoing  incarceration. 
About  the  only  person  he  could  think  of  as  a  probable 
attendant  at  his  graveside  was  William  Klinker.  Yes,  Buck 
would  certainly  be  there,  though  it  was  asking  a  good  deal 
to  expect  him  to  weep.  A  funeral  consisting  of  only  one 
person  would  look  rather  odd  to  those  who  were  familiar 
with  such  crowded  churches  as  that  he  had  seen  to-day. 
People  passing  by  would  nudge  each  other  and  say  that  the 
dead  must  have  led  an  eccentric  life,  indeed,  to  be  so  alone 
at  the  end.  .  .  .  Come  to  think  of  it,  though,  there  would 
n't  be  any  funeral.  He  had  nothing  to  do  with  those  most 
interesting  but  clearly  barbaric  rites.  Of  course  his  body 
would  be  cremated  by  directions  in  the  will.  The  operation 
would  be  private,  attracting  no  attention  from  anybody. 
Buck  would  make  the  arrangements.  He  tried  to  picture 
Buck  weeping  near  the  incinerator,  and  failed. 
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breach  of  custorthere  mS  teTn.  ''°">«^'"'"  ""usual 
tion,  and  the  circumstanrr,ll  •  T  ^'^^"^^^  explana- 
that  his  mottorhom'?;,  Lr;"'!??"5"^>'-  ™s  was 
woman  of  distinct  I  wh  A  ^^1^°°^  ''^'^  ^'""'^  as  a 

beneath  her)  Clredt^XtXht''  tT"''^/  '" 
mystery  about  his  birth  h=,,i    i  ,    '  ^'^^  persistent 

Tim's  siatementthaie  had  'h^^  "'^^^  ^^"^  ^^^^^^^^^  ^^ 
But  he  rarely  thought  nf.h  ^'^"^"^  ^^  ^'^^  marriage. 

responsibility'  waTfoL^'ofhirfnd  2  for^^""  '''^"^^'^^ 

was  as  good  as  any  other    Xnr  V  !.  "^"'^'  Q"^^^ 

for  a  real  man  wboTul  .    Z  Y  ^^^  ^  ^"^  ^"o^^J^  "ame 

l^ndenceofThetSs'soaTe^f^^^^^^^ 

vironment  and  circumstance  ^  "  ^""  ^^  ^"- 

shoul!!'  ltT;::,f ^^".^  tl?  fi'^'-'- "  ^«  ^"™. 

Paynter  was  weepine  for  Fifi  7       •     T'  ^"^^^  ^«  ^rs. 
He  should  stand  out  fike  a  ml  .T.'u  '^  ^"^°"^  ^^°"t- 
the  solemn  ceremonilf  of  e'e^"^^^^^^ 
his  father  weeoine  near  Ll-    ■''■    "^  ^"^  to  picture 

owing  to  th^  mSe^surtuS  thaT'  '"h  '^"^'  ^^^^'^ 
appearance    He  Mt  XTJu-  c!^^  ^"^^  gentleman's  bodily 

spo^^^sibiHtfes    For  U^^^^^^^  his  just  r^ 

under  certain  circumstance  T  '^^'' 

have  some  definiteTndSl  to  wtl,      '"  ^^^""-'^^^  '° 
say:  "There  goes  my  fX"  "  ''°"  "^^  P°'"^  ^"^ 

Bulk  we^iln  X  w^Z  T  '1?  ^"^u^"^^"   "^  -^ 
to  the  thought  of  Buck  Jh  '    l^^^^^'-    "^  '■^^^^'-  ^I"ng 
Very  well;  iS  Wm  t^ke  it  th^  ^"'1^.'^"^^'  ^'"^'^^^  ^'  ^^ 
symbol  of  the  worid  c?/h.     .  •'^^y/^^"•  ^^^^  ^"^^  as  a 
certain  havoc^  S'^  t^::;:i!S:^^^ ^^  -?^ 


had  Buck  or  was  he  not? 
The  little  Doctor  lay  on  his  back 


:  glad  that  he 
in  the  glare  thinking 
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things  out.  The  gas  in  his  eyes  was  an  annoyance,  but  he 
did  not  realize  it,  and  so  did  not  get  up,  as  another  man 
would  have  done,  and  put  it  out. 

Certainly  it  was  an  extraordinary  thing  that  the  only 
critics  he  had  ever  had  in  his  life  had  all  three  attacked 
his  theory  of  living  at  precisely  the  same  point.  They 
had  all  three  urged  him  to  get  in  touch  with  his  environ- 
ment. He  himself  could  unanswerably  demonstrate  that 
in  such  degree  as  he  succeeded  in  isolating  himself  from  his 
environment  —  at  least  until  his  great  work  was  done  — 
in  just  that  degree  would  his  life  be  successful.  But  these 
three  seemed  to  declare,  with  the  confidence  of  those  who 
state  an  eixiom,  that  in  just  that  degree  was  his  life  a  failure. 
Of  course  they*  could  not  demonstrate  their  contention  as 
he  could  demonstrate  hli,,  but  the  absence  of  reasoning  did 
not  appear  to  shake  their  assurance  in  the  smallest.  Here 
then  was  another  apparent  conflict  of  instinct  with  reason: 
their  instinct  with  his  reason.  Perhaps  he  might  have  dis- 
missed the  whole  thing  as  merely  their  religion,  but  that  his 
father,  with  that  mysterious  letter  of  counsel,  was  among 
them.  He  did  not  picture  his  father  as  a  religious  man. 
Besides,  Fifi,  asked  point-blank  if  that  was  her  religion, 
had  denied,  assuring  him,  singularly  enough,  that  it  was 
only  common-sense. 

And  among  them,  among  all  the  people  that  had  touched 
him  in  this  new  life,  there  was  no  denying  that  he  had  had 
some  curiously  unsettling  experiences. 

He  had  been  ready  to  turn  the  pages  of  the  book  of  life 
for  Fifi,  an  infant  at  his  knee,  and  all  at  once  Fifi  had  taken 
the  book  from  his  hands  and  read  aloud,  in  a  language 
which  was  quite  new  to  him,  a  lecture  on  his  own  short- 
comings. There  was  no  denying  that  her  question  about 
his  notions  on  altruism  had  given  him  an  odd,  arresting 
glimpse  of  himself  from  a  new  peak.  He  had  set  out  in  his 
pride  to  punish  Mr.  Pat,  and  Mr.  Pat  had  severely  punished 
him,  revealing  him  humiliatingly  to  himself  as  a  physical 
incompetent.    He  had  dismissed  Buck  Klinker  as  a  faintly 
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amusing  brother  to  the. ox,  and  now  Buck  K-J.nt 
giving  him  valuable  advice  about  ^VLH^-t      ^^^"^  "^^ 
nothing  of  jerking  him^y  th^^'^s   o^^  Hnh  '^°'"^  '°  ^^ 

P„,ik^'^L-        '5*' ««■>  admired  his  work    The 
i,f-„  "^°  ^™"  '"■n  satisfactory  proof  of  fl„f    V^'       . 
TOIoughby,  and  Smathe^  would  aT/re  t-y«  ^Xo 
the  Lord  that  they  had  written  it.   But  would  S,  fin  ■,• 
cup  to  overflowing?  Bythewav  hprfn^f  i?»     ,  *f.    "  ■"' 
very  question,  t^- whthrhe'^-^S '^^„^5:^  t' Uff  ^f 

cou^^'SL'i,ran^;f„™^e:^,ttIr-t  "r "  ^^'^ 

:^;^^r--^"  "adtrnToiSaZ^'rd- 

In  short,  was  it  conceivable  that  Hp  harl  ,v  -,11 

*TKtK-CsMr£S--^ 

minutes  slipped  into  hours  If  L  fi     ,,1  *J?  f"^""" 

SfTrt'""".  '''°"'^'  -^^  "P  -'h  *  --"of  ht  fel 

SJtgi^d"irp,!U°^^  risi^^'f -^f  r-nis^S 

to  be.  there  would  be  no  more  work  for  him  to  do    SuTr^,^ 
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essence  of  philosophy,  history,  aM  all  science  as  it  was,  it 
was  the  final  word  of  human  wisdom.  You  might  say  that 
with  it  the  work  of  the  world  was  done.  How  then  should 
he  spend  the  remaining  thirty  or  forty  years  of  his  life? 
As  matters  stood  now  he  had,  so  to  say,  twenty  years  start 
on  himself.  Through  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  his  life, 
he  had  reached  a  point  in  his  reading  and  study  at  tv'enty- 
four  which  another  man  could  not  hope  to  reach  before  he 
was  forty-five  or  fifty.  Other  men  had  done  daily  work  for 
a  livelihood,  and  had  only  their  evenings  for  their  heart's 
desire.  Spencer  was  a  civil  engineer.  Mill  was  a  clerk  in  an 
India  house.  Comte  taught  mathematics.  But  he,  in  all  his 
life,  had  not  averaged  an  hour  a  week's  enforced  distraction; 
all  had  gone  to  his  own  work.  You  might  say  that  he  was 
entitled  to  a  hehvy  arrears  in  this  direction.  If  he  liked,  he 
could  idle  for  ten  years,  twenty  years,  and  still  be  more  than 
abreast  of  his  age. 

And  as  it  was,  he  could  not  pretend  that  he  had  kept  the 
faith,  that  he  was  inviolably  holding  his  Schedule  unspotted 
from  the  world.  No,  he  himself  had  outraged  and  deflowered 
the  Schedule.  Klinker's  Exercises  and  the  Post  were  delib- 
erate impieties.  And  he  could  not  say  that  they  had  the 
sanction  of  his  reason.  The  exercises  had  only  a  partial 
sanction;  the  Post  no  sanction  at  all.  Both  were  but  sops 
to  wounded  pride.  Here,  then,  was  a  pretty  situation:  he, 
the  triumphant  rationalist,  the  toy  of  utteriy  irrational 
impulses  —  of  an  utterly  irrational  instinct.  And  this  new 
impulse  tugging  at  his  inside,  driving  him  to  heed  the  irra- 
tional advice  of  his  critics  —  what  could  it  be  but  part  and 
parcel  of  the  same  mysterious  but  apparently  deep-seated 
instinct?  And  what  was  the  real  significance  of  this  instinct, 
and  what  in  the  name  of  Jerusalem  was  the  matter  with  him 
anyway? 

He  was  twenty-four  years  old,  without  upbringing,  and 
utterly  alone  in  the  world.  He  had  raised  himself,  body  and 
soul,  out  of  printed  books,  and  about  all  the  education  he 
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iZ  ^^"'Z^^^aT''  ^^'^"«  ^^  '«>'»  Charles  Wey^ 

.o^r^t^t^M  T„dl?  '?J?  ""T  '"8  *^">  »'  *« 

thiTe^dTlr/?  unrecognition,  and  hi,  face  look<5^ 
«^y«wZt    *'"-«<«'-"'«''t.  Doc."  and  unobtru- 
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Triumphal  Return  of  Charles  Gardiner  Wtst  from  the  Old 
World;  and  of  how  the  Other  World  had  wagged  in  his 
Absence. 

MANY  pictured  post-cards  and  an  occasional  brief 
note  reminded  Miss  Weyland  during  the  summer 
that  Charies  Gardiner  West  was  pursuing  his 
studies  in  the  Old  Worid  with  peregrinative  zest.  By  the 
trail  of  colored,  photographs  she  followed  his  triumphal 
march.  Rome  knew  the  president-elecc  in  early  June; 
Naples,  Florence,  Milan,  Venice  in  the  same  period.  He 
investigated,  presumably,  the  public  school  systems  of 
Geneva  and  Berlin;  the  higher  education  drew  him  through 
the  chateau  country  of  France;  for  three  weeks  the  head- 
waiters  of  Paris  (in  the  pedagogical  district)  were  familiar 
with  the  clink  of  his  coin;  and  August's  first  youth  was  gone 
before  he  was  in  London  with  the  lake  region  a  tramped 
road  behind  him. 

From  the  latter  neighborhood  (picture:  Rydal  Mount)  he 
wrote  Sharlee  as  follows: 

Sailing  on  the  aist,  after  the  most  glorious  trip  in  history.  Never 
so  full  of  energy  and  enthusiasm.  Running  over  with  the  most  beau- 
tiful  plans. 

The  exact  nature  of  these  plans  the  writer  did  not  indi- 
cate, but  Sharlee's  mother,  who  always  got  down  to  break- 
fast first  and  read  all  the  postals  as  they  came,  explained 
that  the  reference  was  evidently  to  Blaines  College.  West, 
however,  did  not  sail  on  the  2ist,  even  though  that  date 
was  some  days  behind  his  original  intentions.  The  itinerary 
with  which  he  had  set  out  had  him  home  again,  in  fact, 
on  August  15.  For  in  the  stress  and  hurry  of  making  ready 
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were  too  faK;nat:„raD^„Z^    L  5*"™"*  '"  Lo'^on 

3rd  of  September,  and  on  the  4  A  8urariS^stl5°T  °"  ""* 
ping  in  upon  her  in  her  office       '"'P""""  ^"""w  >>y  drop- 

exuded  viSi^^nd'leZ^K      ^.'° '°°''  "■  "-^  W^V 
be  noted,  as  sh^dine  I  ^.1?  ^™  "*T'  ""»'«'■  '-  "«y 

l-ner  of  .Mutation  appeartS''Ar'Sf^'.,S-^t 
^  Jhey  b«J  the  Uttle  office  to  thenuelve,  ,u.d  plenty  to  talk 
;;Doubtlej  you  got  my  posta's?"  he  asked. 

"Z^:.  ^C^k:^,  S»  -I^O-  >"ue  eye, 

"Why  Iran  Jf  fV  u^>^  1°  '*'"°™  mountains." 

fchrg^rX .,'t:n~,^e?fsh'S'/.°"V'  '«J  '*'  " 
good  of  the  bystondera  "  ^*  '°°  '""«  '»■•  *» 

vit3?4"shtl«'aSlftr?^"'J.?''^''^-<'""''- 
yet  Jth  his^w  w<;?     *"  ""^  '^"  ^"^  '°  "^  a  "art 

i.  f^rtSS.^""""^'  "*-"<«v«ihead-fi.tinto 

Bl":ei'Slt^.Tn'airhi,'3e*^'V'?f.'"'  '«'•-  "^ 
"iicge.   m  all  his  wide  arde  of  friends,  he  knew 
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no  one  who  made  lo  sympithetic  and  intelligent  a  listener 
as  she.  He  talked  freely,  lengthily,  even  egotistically  it 
*ntflrht  have  seemed,  had  they  not  been  such  good  friends  ind 
he  so  sure  of  her  interest.  Diffii  ulties,  it  seemed,  had  already 
cropped  out.  He  was  not  sure  of  the  temper  of  his  trustees, 
whom  he  had  called  together  for  an  informal  meeting  that 
morning.  Starting  to  advertise  the  great  improvements  that 
had  taken  place  in  the  college,  he  had  collided  with  the 
simple  fact  that  no  improvements  had  taken  place.  Even  if 
he  privately  regarded  his  own  accession  in  that  light,  he 
humorously  pointed  out,  he  could  hardly  advertise  it,  with 
old  Dr.  Gilfillan,  the  retiied  president,  living  around  the 
comer  and  read^g  the  pa])er8.  Again,  taking  his  pencil  to 
make  a  list  of  the  special  advantages  Blaines  had  to  offer, 
he  was  rather  forcibly  struck  with  the  fact  that  it  had  no 
special  advantages.  But  upon  these  and  other  difficulties, 
he  touched  optimistically,  as  though  confident  that  under 
the  right  treatmen*,  namely  his  treatment,  all  would  soon 
yield. 

Sharlee,  fired  by  his  gay  confidence,  mused  enthusiasm 
tically.  "  It's  inspiring  to  think  what  can  be  done!  Really, 
it  is  no  empty  dream  that  the  number  of  students  might 
be  doubled  —  quadrupled  —  in  five  years." 

"Do  you  know,"  said  he,  turning  his  glowing  face  upon 
her,  "  I  'm  not  so  eager  for  mere  numbers  now.  That  is  one 
point  on  which  my  views  have  shifted  during  my  studies 
this  summer.  My  ideal  is  no  longer  a  very  lar^e  college  — 
at  least  not  necessarily  large  —  but  a  college  of  the  very 
highest  standards.  A  distinguished  faculty  of  recognized 
authorities  in  their  several  lines;  an  earnest  student  body, 
large  if  you  can  get  them,  but  always  made  of  picked  men 
admitted  on  the  strictest  terms;  degrees  recognized  all  over 
the  country  as  an  unvarying  badge  of  the  highest  scholar- 
ship—  these  are  what  I  shall  strive  for.  My  ultimate 
ambition,"  said  Charles  Gardiner  West,  dreamily,  "is  to 
make  of  Blaines  College  an  institution  like  the  University 
of  Paris." 
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XX.  '09 

P^S:*<ZK,'";^?^'  -"•io".  pan  r^. 
'"-payer's  DroMrtv  tk.  n"°"*"  """ch  of  the  hone.t 
no.  Su<S^^"^^' i^'»«'«"'«i  «"••  No.  he  «>uTd 

..  Cf^  *?  f "*^,  °^<l  gentleman,  anyway?  "         '^'"* 

worSr^r  f  hot'  'Brri^'r^HT'."-"-- »«' "« '•- 

to  feel  hi.  yea™  a  mtie  ■•  ^"^  **'  '''*'  »  "^Sfning 

be^e';?^?  Z^'i^Z''^-  !'\'*',''^-  *<«'  -r 
la.tyear-the.uMrHfti!„    yVj""  '  unloaded  on  him 

^Sharlee«wTarp;^fde'rWe:?tl''"e::iV',"'',-"""''" 
ttarconvetMtionsixmonfh.  vTt         t   entirely  forgotten 

to  protect  this  rmryZ,.  hel«°fr;:  r",'"'  "l"!^  '"'"^ 
the  i><,j<  directors  She  amil^f  j  ,  ^v"'""''  Bowles  and 
of  .the  ab.ent.n,i:d^S:4™/l*"^:if """  "  '^  '"<""<* 

a«is^™itorlTyord^S?:«.rT'"™'''  "'"-  -^l" 
^  "Are  we.  though?Th^7,'r,."T"«  T'  "■°"*" 

he,,^  fired  earl/in  tie^nlL".^'  '^"^  °'  "^  ''=»<'  «*« 

o<raifc:sLS"^'rrht^''T-^<""''''«p«««' 

learned  to  write.  .Miele'"Llor4irt1b^'„f  ;,'?.<'<'«> 

I  m  not  surprised,"  said  West    "  i  .„ij        .     "' . 
you  know,  that  I  beU^  „  Z^L,     !?'''  ^°"  '"'  ""ter, 
glorious  to  be  bacrlnS's'Sd''ttnL.-„r  *"""'  "'• 

the"'w.Sg''rite*;^^,^iT  "'K^^P""'-  and  out 
eve,ybodyh'eme.st„;^S^  *;™«^  the  ""^  ^^arly 
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Mich  topics,  rotred  thdr  approval  ai  he  ahot  at  them  gratt 
terae  truth*,  the  eawnce  of  wide  reading  and  profound  wia* 
dom  put  up  in  pellets  of  pungent  epigram.  He  rose  at  a  long 
dinner-table,  wo  placed  that  as  he  stood  his  eye  swept  down 
rows  upon  rows  of  other  long  tables,  whrr«  the  diners  had 
all  pushed  back  their  chairs  to  turn  and  k  at  him.  His 
words  were  honeyed,  of  a  magic  co  spelling  power,  so  that 
as  he  eached  his  peroration,  aged  magnates  could  not  be 
restri.  ^  from  producing  fountain-pen  and  check-book; 
he  saw  them  pushing  aside  coffee-cups  to  indite  rows  ^^f  o's 
of  staggering  length.  Blaines  College  now  tenanted  a  new 
home  on  a  grassy  knoll  outside  the  city.  The  single  ram- 
shackle  bam  which  had  housed  the  institution  prior  to  the 
coming  of  Presidetit  West  was  replaced  by  a  cluster  of  noble 
edifices  of  classic  marble.  The  president  sat  in  his  handsome 
office,  giving  an  audience  to  a  delegation  of  world-famous 
professors  from  the  University  of  Paris.  They  had  been 
dispatched  by  the  French  nation  to  study  his  methods  on 
the  ground. 

"Why,  hello,  Colonel!  Bless  your  heart,  I  am  glad  to  see 
you,  sir.  .  .    " 

Colonel  Cowles,  looking  up  from  his  ancient  seat,  gave 
an  exclamation  of  surprise  ai  d  pleasure.  He  welcomed  the 
young  man  affectionately.  ^  est  sat  down,  and  once  more 
pen-sketched  his  travels  and  his  plans  for Blai.-us College. 
He  was  making  a  second,  or  miniature,  grand  tour  that 
afternoon,  re^reeting  all  his  friends,  and  was  thus  com- 
pelled to  tell  his  story  many  times;  but  his  own  interest  in 
it  appeared  ever  fresh.  For  Blaines  he  asked  and  was 
promised  the  kindly  offices  of  the  Post. 

The  Colonel,  in  his  turn,  gave  a  brief  account  of  his 
vacationless  summer,  of  his  daily  work,  of  the  progress  of 
the  Post's  Policies. 

"  i  hear,"  said  West,  "that  that  little  sdentis.  I  mad«»  you 
a  present  of  last  year  has  made  a  ten-strike." 

"Queed?  An  extraordinary  thing,"  said  the  Colonel, 
relighting  his  cigar.  "  I  was  on  the  point  of  discharging  him. 


QUEED  ,^, 

Very  irregularly,  I  'm  .orry  to  My." 

screamer.  You  know  whaf  th^/^*    mashers    that  was  a 
«4  v««  ,     "         ^  ^"^'  ^"^'  situauon  was  — " 
•  cs,  yes. 

ity.    His  in.,^ve::Z'''lZTtZ 

I  encouraged  him  to  follow  up  his  fi«t  effort  «nHh  !' 

''sifenH^H'T^v'^^r  ''^^f^t  about  decided  impn,vemer- 
ijplendid!    You  know,"  said  West    "th*»  fiX/T^r 'i 

"cvcr  saw,  ana  it  he  goes  on  this  wav  u/^ii 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  wav    It  V  TLl^L  1  *  "  ^®"' 
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at  the  bottom  of  his  paper— that  bdng  how  you  write 
"Finis"  on  the  press — raised  his  head. 

"Mr.  Queed." 

"Yes." 

The  connecting  door  opened,  and  the  young  man  walked 
in.  His  chief  eyed  him  thoughtfully. 

"Young  man,  you  have  picked  up  a  complexion  like  a 
professional  beauty's.  What  is  your  secret?" 

"I  daresay  it  is  exercise.  I  have  just  walked  out  to 
Kern's  Castle  and  back." 

" H'm.   Five  miles  if  it's  a  step." 

"And  a  half.  I  do  it  —  twice  a  week  —  in  an  hour  and 
seven  minutes." 

The  Colonel  thought  of  his  own  over-rubicund  cheek  and 
sighed.  "Well,  wnom  or  what  do  you  wish  to  crucify  to- 
morrow?" 

"  I  am  at  your  orders  there." 

"Have  you  examined  Deputy  Clerk  Folsom's  reply  to 
Councilman  Hannigan's  charge?  What  do  you  think  of  it?  " 

"  I  think  it  puts  Hannigan  in  a  very  awkward  position." 

"  I  agree  with  you.  Suppose  you  seek  to  show  that  to  the 
v.ity  in  half  a  column." 

Queed  bowed.  "I  may,  perhaps,  remind  you.  Colonel, 
of  the  meeting  in  New  York  to-morrow  to  prepare  for  the 
celebration  of  the  Darwin  centennial.  If  you  desired  I 
should  be  glad  to  prepare,  apropos  of  this,  a  brief  mono- 
graph telling  in  a  light,  popular  way  what  Darwin  did  for 
the  world." 

"And  what  did  Darwin  do  for  the  world?" 

The  grave  young  man  made  a  large  grave  gesture  which 
indicated  the  immensity  of  Darwin's  doings  for  the  world. 

"Which  topic  do  you  prefer  to  handle — Folsom  on 
Hannigan,  or  what  Darwin  did  for  the  world?" 

"I  think,"  said  Queed,  "that  I  should  prefer  to  handle 
both." 

"Ten  people  will  read  Hannigan  to  one  who  reads  Da^ 
wm. 
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thli^oiLSn??^  ^^^ ''  «  ^«  Posrs  business  to  reduce 

aIw7^^it^r'°4';'.  ^^  ^j:,^S^-f  P^-ntly.  ''But 
ested  in  a  cat-fiirhrat'  tZ  f^       ^f^I"^^  ^  '"o^'e  inter. 
Streets  thanXy  arefn  S.         f  °^  ^.^^"'^  ^^  Centre 
scientific  theoS  that  eveA^S''^^  ''"'"'  "'  '^^  ^'^^^-^ 
I  will  remember  what  you  say.  Colonel  " 
I  want  you."  resumed  Colonel  Cow°L  .'to  ..v 
^th  me  at  the  dub.   Not  to-night-^^  .     ^  'f^' 
we  say  to-morrow  night,  at  2ven?''  ^"^^^"^^   ^^^" 

timT^dSlin^it^LT'^P^''^'^-^^^^^  Some 
had  somehoT1ns,W^  h^T-^^^'l'^^'  '^^  C°'°"el 
which  had  haltS  so  ?o^  il  T^  '"'^  5^^*  ««*  o^  Wends 
Bides.hehadaSnuLe  unsd^^^^^^  M-phyQueed.  Be- 
club  looked  likf  insSe'  ^iTt  f '^'^,5  ^  ^^^^  ^  ^eal 
absolutely  confined  to  th^  vr '  ^"^^'^dge  of  clubs  was 
B.  Winker.  p"eSdent  "'""'^  "^'^^"^'^  Association, 

an JdLTn?eVue^^L£L"''  J"'^'  -<*  August  had  risen 
thestill  watehe7o^h;SIf^u  ^.°"*  ^^^*  questions  through 
scheme  ofwe  a  tent^Z'^Ln  ^!"^  ^°  ^^^^  ^  '"odifif 3 
kept  this  res^luVon  ac^rdrnt^T™'"""^  '2"'-  "^  ^^^ 
firet  liking  for  cSlC^rrS  !l,  i'  T"^-  Probably  his 
ning  of  tL  p2S"uStt1ract  S  teT  "t"" 

first  article  in  airhisH^^^^^^^^^  fht^r^^f^r^"  ^'™-^^« 
dipped  warm  out  of  humln^ffl  tJ^^^  ^°^'°'  ^^^  ^^^'■ 
tion  he  had  brouX  anT^Ji  ^his  momentous  composi- 
usual;  but  hedTd  not  mH^  "P°"  '^^  ^°^°"^^'«  ^^sk'  as 
vanishing  toward  X  S  •' ^"°?"' *^"^'°™  ^y  ^"^^^^^ 
the  sanctum  not  nZ^T^'"''?-  /""'^^  ^«  ^^"ck  ^ast  ii 
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"Did  you  write  this?" 

"Yes.  Why  not?" 

"It's  about  as  much  like  your  usual  style  as  my  style  is 
like  Henry  James's." 

"You  don't  consider  it  a  good  editorial,  then?" 

"You  have  not  necessarily  drawn  the  correct  inference 
from  my  remark.  I  consider  it  an  excellent  editorial.  In 
fact  —  I  shall  make  it  my  leader  to-morrow  morning.  But 
that  has  nothing  to  do  with  how  you  happen  to  be  using  a 
style  exactly  the  reverse  of  your  ov;n." 

Queed  had  heaved  a  great  sigh.  The  article  occupied  three 
pages  of  copy-paper  in  a  close  handwriting,  and  repre- 
sented sixteen  hours'  work.  Its  author  had  rewritten  it 
eleven  times,  inc^santly  referring  to  his  text-book,  the  files 
of  the  Post,  and  subjecting  each  phrase  to  the  most  gruelling 
examination  before  finally  admitting  it  to  the  perfect 
structure.  However,  it  seemed  no  use  to  bore  one's  employer 
with  details  such  as  these. 

"  I  have  been  doing  a  little  studying  of  late  — " 

"Under  excellent  masters,  it  seems.  Now  this  phrase, 
'the  ultimate  reproach  and  the  final  infamy"*  —  the 
Colonel  unconsciously  smacked  his  lips  over  it  —  "why, 
sir,  it  sounds  like  one  of  my  own." 

Queed  started. 

"  If  you  must  know,  it  is  one  of  your  own.  You  used  it 
on  October  26,  19CX)  during,  as  you  will  recall,  the  closing 
days  of  the  presidenual  campaign." 

The  Colonel  stared  at  him,  bewildered. 

"I  decided  to  learn  editorial-writing  —  as  the  term  is 
understood,"  Queed  reluctantly  explained.  "Therefore,  I 
have  been  sitting  up  till  two  o'clock  in  the  mornings,  study- 
ing the  files  of  the  Post,  to  see  exactly  how  you  did  it." 

The  Colonel's  gaze  gradually  softened.  "You  might  have 
been  worse  employed;  I  compliment  and  congratulate  you," 
said  he;  and  then  added:  "Whether  you  have  really  caught 
the  idea  and  mastered  the  technique  or  not,  it  is  too  soon 
to  say.  But  I  '11  say  frankly  that  this  article  is  worth  more 
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tI«  r  7  ^1?^"V~"  gratified  that  you  are  pleased  with  it  " 
The  Colonel  whose  glance  had  gone  out  ofthe  ^ndow 
swung  around  in  his  chair  and  smo!e  the  table  iL^hZ' 
For  the  Lord's  sake,"  he  exploded,  "get  sonS  h.^t  7n 

Be  kind  and  good-natured  in  your  heart  -just  as  I  am^i-* 
you  wermL""'";  'T  'u^^^^''^  ^^^  learnTo  wri  e^l 
S-^werT  '  '""*  °"'^  ^'P'  ^~™  y^"^"^  by  phenomenal 

of  L^!f  "^^f  '".  ^"'y  ^^y-  Ma^y  other  talks  upon  the  art 
of  editorial  writing  did  the  two  have,  as  the  daysTent  t1^ 

Sitwe  inT'^n"^  '?'  P'^^^  by  -veladorofTtu^^^^ 
and  life  in  his  heretofore  too-embalmed  assistant  found  an 

^•L  eJito?  a  '^  °^  ??-'"'^"'  «^^"'  valuableness.  and^e 

Snt^-^rfi^T^ra^^^^^^^ 

ofJh!  f^", '°  ^°P'?  P»"cked  alive  from  the  dTy^s'^e^ 
th?.Vu  «  ^i^th  of  May.  the  Colonel  told  Que^ ^"rTv 
that  the  Posi  desired  his  work  as  long  as  itlh^ed  ;uch 
promise  as  it  now  showed.  That  was  aJI  the  t^k  a^ut  S 
dismissal  that  ever  took  place  between  t'-em    The  Colo^! 

Zt^l^ftu!:  ^"  ^"'^"^^  P^^'«^  f°'-  the  young    But  to 
tht  ?K  V^^f^  ™°''^  ^'^^y'  ^"d  this  was  how  it  happlnS 

t^JttrA)%:l^'  °''  ^'^"^  J?'"  Randolph  wXl 
knew  that  Mr.  Queed  was  slated  for  an  early  mari  up- 

For  Queed  the  summer  had  been  a  swift  and  immenselv 
busy  one.  To  write  editorials  that  have  a  relation  3 
everyday  life,  it  gradually  became  clelrto  it  that^he 
vmter  must  himself  have  some  such  relation  In  Tune  It 
Mercuiy  Athletic  Association  had  C  ?ho  "ugX  t 
organized  and  rejuvenated,  and  regular  meete  wfre  heW 

Queed  had  resolutely  permitted  himself  to  be  inducTXto 
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the  Mercury;  moreover,  he  made  it  a  point  of  honor  to  at- 
tend the  Saturday  night  functions,  where  he  had  the  ideal 
chance  to  match  his  physical  competence  against  that  of 
other  men.  Early  in  the  sessions  at  the  gymnasium,  Buck 
had  introduced  his  pupil  to  boxing-glove  and  punching-bag, 
his  own  special  passions,  and  now  his  orders  ran  that  the 
Doc  should  put  on  the  gloves  with  any  of  the  Mercuries  thav 
were  willing.  Most  of  the  Mercuries  were  willing,  and  on 
these  early  Saturday  nights,  Stark's  rocked  with  the  falls 
of  Dr.  Queed.  But  under  Kiinker's  stern  discipline,  he 
was  already  acquiring  something  like  a  form.  By  midsum- 
mer he  had  gained  a  small  reputation  for  scientific  precisiou 
buttressed  by  invincible  inability  to  learn  when  he  was 
licked,  and  autumn  found  many  of  the  Mercuries  decidedly 
less  Barkis-like  than  of  old. 

Queed  lived  now  in  the  glow  of  perfect  physical  health, 
a  very  different  thing,  as  Fifi  had  once  pointed  out,  from 
merely  not  feeling  sick.  In  the  remarkable  development  that 
his  body  was  undergoing,  he  had  found  an  unexpected 
pride.  But  the  Mercury,  though  he  hardly  idealized  it  at 
the  time,  was  useful  to  him  in  a  bigger  way  than  bodily 
improvement. 

Here  he  met  young  men  who  were  most  emphatically  in 
touch  with  life.  They  treated  him  as  an  equad  with  refer- 
ence to  his  waxing  muscular  efficiency,  and  with  some 
respect  as  regards  his  journalistic  connection.  "Want  you 
to  shake  hands  with  the  editor  of  the  Post"  so  kindly  Buck 
would  introduce  him.  After  the  bouts  or  the  "exhibition" 
of  a  Saturday,  there  was  always  a  smoker,  and  in  the  highly 
instructed  and  expert  talk  of  his  club-mates  the  Doctor 
learned  many  things  that  were  to  be  of  value  to  him  later 
on.  Some  of  the  Mercuries,  besides  their  picturesque  gen- 
eral knowledge,  knew  much  more  about  city  politics  than 
ever  got  into  the  papers.  There  was  Jimmy  Wattrous,  for 
example,  already  rising  into  fame  as  Plonny  Neal's  most 
promising  lieutenant.  Jimmy  bared  his  heart  with  the 
Mercuries,  and  was  particularly  friendly  wiui  the  representa- 


OUEED  ,^^ 

who  was  said  to  hold  thrd^  "'  TT?;  ^^^  ^^*  *^' 
Many  an  editorial  Vat%uroriL  ^°"T  °^  ^"  ^^"d- 
Cowles  was  born  in  that  sa  "r^r       I"**,  ^'^^^  ^^'onel 

And  all  these  tMn^'to^rt^V    ™  ^t'„?.°.-  ^^^^'" 
there  were  nights  when  0„pT  '  '  *  *^k  time  .  .  .  And 
sweat  on  his  brow  Indth^^A?^^  wide-eyed  with  cold 
and  posterity  we^el^tf  Cher  ^'X^^^       '^^^\^'^^'  ^- 
irretrievable  and  ghastly^Se?^'  ^'  ^^  '"^^"^  ^« 

D^Z^t\7tk!^Z7'''^^  •^"'^^'  ^"^  J"'y  f- ^he little 
to  his  own  pailr  ^.n  "''^''  T^  P"^  ^'^  ^^n  pencil 
togetherTn  a  dr'rwer^orrH"^^^"!  ^^^"^^  ^^^  '^^ed 

^ance.    ThirtlThTuraX  he  ,a^^^^^^^^^^^  ^^^  ^? 

editonal  writing-  two  hni.rc  ^a  ^J^Y^  *o  the  saence  of 

culture;  one  hoS;  rdavTrn,^  ^^L*°  '^'  ^'""^  "^  P'^^^^al 

of  Human  InteTo^rlTbuTroTel^rS'S  t°  ^^  "'^^^«^ 
an  hour  on  never  a  dav    Thl  ,    f  ^'ence  of  Sciences  never 

was  his  life  for  three  monTL.?-r.'J°^  ^"^  ^'^P-  Such 
too  horrible  to  ronTeiTlate  h«H  >  ^'^^i^^"^  have  been 
his  new  sciences  he  uncov^rlJ  ^  "°'  ^^"  ^^^^  ^^  all  of 
^B^tSr  ^~^^^  interest 

time^f  th^stu^ r  ^ItS'  ''  -i^  "  ^^^^-  -^  '- 
technique  at  Snglwind'^Jn'^'^™''  ^°'  ^^  ^^^  ^« 
time  to  the  amassmfn?ormten-a1    For  S?  T'T"^  "^^'"^ 
nificent  boast,  and  he  nevpr  h!^         --.    ^^"^  ""^^^  ^  "»»«- 
to  turn  out  empty  forrh  s  nthrn?;"*?  °^  Permitting  it 
He  read  enormou  ly  w!  h  exSrt  laS  if'T^  misgivings, 
trained  memory;  read  histo?^    ht      V""^  ^  beautifully 
records,  old  newsoa^rs    niH  ^'  ^'^^P^^'  "^^^oirs.  war 
ceedingL,  depSntd^e^'ts'- et^^  P^^ 

his  hands  on  that  DromiJS^I  -7;  ^^^^y^^'ng  ^e  could  lay 

the  fieM,  and  "^"^rCo^^^T^^^^^ 
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the  annals  of  science  —  saw  him  unlock  the  sacred  drawer 
with  a  close-set  face.  And  now  the  Schedule,  so  long  lapsed, 
was  reinstated,  with  Four  Hours  a  Day  segregated  to  Mag- 
num Opus.  A  pitiful  little  step  at  reconstruction,  perhaps, 
but  still  a  step.  And  henceforth  every  evening,  between 
9.50  and  1.30,  Dr.  Queed  sat  alone  in  his  Scriptorium  and 
embraced  his  love. 

Insensibly  summer  faded  Into  autumn,  and  still  the  science 
of  Human  Intercourse  was  faithfully  practiced.  The  Payn- 
ter  parlor  knew  Queed  not  infrequently  in  these  days,  where 
he  could  sometimes  be  discovered  not  merely  suffering,  but 
encouraging.  Major  Brooke  to  talk  to  him  of  his  victories 
over  the  Republicans  in  1870-75.  Nor  was  he  a  stranger 
to  Nicolovius*s  sitting-room,  having  made  it  an  iron-clad 
rule  with  himsel£  to  accept  one  out  of  every  two  invitations 
to  that  charming  cloister.  After  all,  there  might  be  some- 
thing to  learn  from  both  the  Major's  fiery  reminiscences 
and  the  old  professor's  cultured  talk.  He  himself,  he  found, 
tended  naturalh  toward  silence.  Listeners  appeared  to  be 
needed  in  a  world  where  the  supply  of  talkers  exceeded  the 
demand.  The  telling  of  humorous  anecdote  he  had  definitely 
exdded  from  his  creed.  It  did  not  appear  needed  of  him ;  and 
he  was  sure  that  the  author  of  his  creed  would  herself  have 
authorized  him  to  drop  it.  He  never  missed  Fifi  now,  ac- 
cording to  the  way  of  this  world,  but  he  thought  of  her 
sometimes,  which  is  all  that  anybody  has  a  right  to  expect. 
Miss  Weyland  he  had  not  seen  since  the  day  Fifi  died.  Mrs. 
Paynter  had  been  away  all  summer,  a  firm  spinster  cousin 
coming  in  from  the  country  to  run  the  boarders,  and  the 
landlady's  agent  came  to  the  house  no  more.  Buck  Klinker 
he  saw  incessantly;  he  was  the  first  person  in  the  world, 
probably,  that  the  little  Doctor  had  ever  really  liked.  It 
was  Buck  who  suggested  to  his  pupil,  in  October,  a  par- 
ticularly novel  experience  for  his  soul's  unfolding,  which 
Queed,  though  failing  to  adopt  it,  sometimes  dandled  before 
his  mind's  eye  with  a  kind  of  horrified  fascination,  viz:  the 
taking  of  Miss  Miller  to  the  picture  shows. 
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But  the  bulk  of  his  n««  ♦u-  ''^ 

work  on  the  P.ll^S  eve?  ^rT''  "f  ^^'"  ^^'^"^  ^o  hi. 
the  fact  that  this  woVk  firs?Ll        ^°"?erment,  he  faced 
Scriptorium,  and  ZtenS,^^::^^^^  ^°  «"--  the 
nstinct,  was  growing  slowlv  h„.         .  ^  ^  ""^^^  irrational 
interest.    CerSnIy  the  apXat^^rS''  "'^^  ^'^  ^^^^^ 
new  set  of  practical  cond^t'^ons  ^^stlf/r  ^\"^  *°  ^ 
lect;  the  panorama  of  problemrwh'^^^"^  'o  his  intel- 
telegraph  had  a  warmth^^rndlmm^dL'^t'^  °"^  ^""^  ""^  '^^ 
abstractions  of  closet  Philos<^rhy    qS  T.' '.'"^'^.'^^ 
the  Colonel's  expert  fluenrv  h Jo  i      ^u       ^  ^"^ticles  lacked 
his  faculty  for  broad  S  wmI      "^  • "'  '^"'"^  vividness, 
city  laughing.  On  throtherha;^^^  ^^  ^«  ^'^^le 

knowledge  of  fact,  a  breadth  of  ,t.S      ^^^pl^yed  an  exact 
habit  of  plumbine  botfom  ""^^  ^"^  outlook,  and  a 

critical  nSndsZnS'^^rting  Tth^Vf  ^".^'"^  ^^^^ 
discourses.    And  nowadavs  t L?  ^o'^nel's  delightful 

constantly  reachingTwh^r  and  M^h"^  T".''  articles^ere 
Not  infrequently  tLy  aftrac?^  ^Ir^'  '^''^'  ^^  readability, 
indeed  not  oftenest  fnslde The  c^-  "°'  °"'^' 

was  to  be  quoted  in  hat  dental  ^^^^^^  V^"!^  ^^^  ^^^^  k 
whose  pages,  so  popular  for  ^-  "'"''"^^^Pape'- from 
he  had  firft  pick^o'uJ  hisTet'r""  "°""'  ^^^^  -^°P«. 

Cowles's  cordial  recommendation  n  '  ^^^^'^  ^°'°"^J 
sistanteditorof  thepT.7atasa^V„f^^  ^'u  ^"^  ^ 
lars  per  amium.  And  Mr  Ou^tZfil^T  ^""^'"^  ^ol- 
without  a  moment's  heskador^^'P'"''  '^"  appointment 

Tht^ev^k^'f:?!  on%"lS^r;  ^r1'  0-  -^e  good. 

windy,  and  crisp.  Free  for Th/h.  ^^^^  Sunday  was  sunny. 

vantages  of  opeLfr  ^ttri^^^^^^^^  ^f  '■'^^'■^^"'  ^^  '^^  ^d- 

put  on  his  hat  from  thTdbnerT'S'  t,"^"^  ^^'^^^"^  editor 
country.  He  rambleS^lro";?S:.^1t^^^^^^  ^^^.^^  oP^n 
came  up  short,  about  4.3^  ^nkeahe^T^-  '°  ^•"^'  ^^ 
immemorial  pines  which  he  Tn«7.„fi"v'"  ^  ^^^^  of 
seen  before.  mstantly  remembered  to  have 
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A  Remeeting  in  a  Cemetery:  the  Unglassed  Queed  who  loafed 
on  Rustic  Bridges ;  of  the  Consequences  of  failing  to  tell  a 
Lady  that  you  hope  to  see  her  again  soon. 

FIFI'S  grave  had  long  since  lost  its  first  terrible  look  of 
bare  newness.  Grass  grew  upon  it  in  familiar  ways. 
Rose-bushes  that  might  have  stood  a  lifetime  nodded 
over  it  by  night  and  by  day.  Already  "the  minute  grey 
lichens,  plate  o'en  plate,"  were  "softening  down  the  crisp-cut 
name  and  date  " ;  and  the  winds  of  winter  and  of  summer  blew 
over  a  little  mound  that  had  made  itself  at  home  in  the 
still  city  of  the  dead. 

Green  was  the  turf  above  Fifi,  sweet  the  peacefulness  of 
her  little  churchyard.  Her  cousin  Sharlee,  who  had  loved 
her  well,  disposed  her  flowers  tenderly,  and  stood  awhile  in 
reverie  of  the  sort  which  the  surroundings  so  irresistibly 
invited.  But  the  schedules  of  even  electric  car-lines  are  in- 
exorable; and  presently  she  saw  from  a  glance  at  her  watch 
that  she  must  turn  her  face  back  to  the  city  of  the  living. 

On  the  little  rustic  bridge  a  hundred  yards  away,  a  man 
was  standing,  with  rather  the  look  of  having  stopped  at  just 
that  minute.  From  a  distance  Sharlee's  glance  swept  him 
lightly;  she  saw  that  she  did  not  know  him;  and  not  fancy- 
ing his  frank  stare,  she  drew  near  and  stepped  upon  the 
bridge  with  a  splendid  unconsciousness  of  his  presence.  But 
just  when  she  was  safely  by,  her  ears  were  astonished  by 
his  voice  speaking  her  name. 

"How  do  you  do.  Miss  Weyland?" 

She  turned,  surprised  by  a  familiar  note  in  the  deep  tones 
looked,  and  —  yes,  there  could  be  no  doubt  of  it  —  it  was  — 

"Mr.  Queed!  Why,  how  do  you  do!" 

They  shook  hands.   He  removed  his  hat  for  the  process, 
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hung  in  th;  well!   H„  o^LT^u"^!"^"''''^'^ 
it?  In  behalf  of  SharS,  howevlr  ^1  "'  "™  *'"'°>" 

added,  borrowing  one  of  ZTolr^''"  "'''"«'^-  «« 
"I  hope  you  are  ve^  well  "  '  '*™"''  expressions, 

tell  you'the  truth,  i  nev^  ZyefjZT^^  ?°  "^^'  ^^'^  ^ 
you  had  n't."  '        ^'^  ^'"''"'^  ^ave  known  you  if 

"  You  think  that  I  Ve  changed  ?  Well  "  saiH  h. 
I  ought  to  have.  You  might  sar/h..  ?         '•^''^''^'y' 
months  to  it."  ^      ^^  '"^'  '  ve  given  five 

''You  Ve  changed  enormously  " 

on'l^^^^^'^il.tef fivS  fir ^^5-  ?"-^  -^<'  loafed 
passing  ladies  on  Ws  own  moHn  ^  g^>°^°8^y' and  hoilej 
decidedly  altered  °^'°"-    "^  ^PP^ared,  indeed, 

atttto^Kcth^^watn^^^^^^^^ 

cises  for  all  parts  of  the^riv  h^w!?     ''^'" '  marvelous  exer- 

teen  pounds  to  his  we^h^and  dl^^^^^^  '^""  ^^^  "-- 

his  shoulders.  They  ffou"-H?^.^''''i^^'^"^b'-°aden 

oped  tissues  until'^they  had   J.     n"^^!?/'  '^^  ""^«^^'- 

three-quartersofan  nchtohlsSh   Vh^  '  ''"^■"°" 
and  instead  of  appearing  ratLr  I        The  stoop  was  gone. 

now  looked  full  mTdd7e  LSh.  T^"  "'^"'  ^^^  Q"^^ 
made  suit  of  dik  blue  ton^  k°'  ^  ^^^  "'  ^'°^^  ^  ^^W" 
was  cut  trim,  h^  coIo^^^SSLL'  'Tf  ^''■^^-  "^^  ^^'^ 
he  wore  no  spectadL  It T.  !'  ^"t  ^^^^  ^'^^^^  of  all, 
spectacles.  It  was  astonishing  but  true.  The 
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beautiful  absence  of  these  round  disfiKurements  brought 
into  new  prominence  a  pair  of  grayish  eyes  ivhich  did  not 
look  so  very  professorial,  after  all. 

But  what  Sharlee  liked  best  about  this  ungl^  ^ed  and 
unscienced  Mr.  Queed  was  his  entire  absence  of  y  self- 
consciousness  in  regard  to  her.  When  he  told  her  that  Easter 
Monday  night  that  he  cheerfully  took  his  turn  on  the  psy- 
chological operating-table,  anaesthetics  barred,  and  no  mercy 
asked  or  given,  it  appeared  that  he,  clone  among  men, 
really  meant  it. 

Under  the  tiny  bridge,  a  correspondingly  tiny  brook 
purled  without  surcease,  its  heart  set  upon  somewhere  find- 
ing the  sea.  Over  their  heads  a  glorious  maple  was  taking  off 
its  coat  of  manv  colors  in  the  wind.  Sharlee  put  back  a  small 
hand  into  a  iar   ^  muff  and  said:  — 

"At  church  this  morning  I  saw  Colonel  Cowles.  He 
told  me  about  you.  I  don't  know  how  you  look  at  it,  but 
I  think  you're  a  subject  for  the  heartiest  congratulations. 
So  here  arc  mine." 

"The  men  at  the  Mercury  were  pleased,  too,"  mused  Mr. 
Queed,  looking  out  over  the  landscape.  "  Do  you  ever  read 
my  articles  now?" 

"For  many  years,"  said  Sharlee,  evasively,  "I  have  al- 
ways read  the  Post  from  cover  to  cover.  It 's  been  to  me  like 
those  books  you  see  in  the  advertisements  and  nowhere  else. 
Grips  the  reader  from  the  start,  and  she  cannot  lay  it  down 
till  the  last  page  is  turned." 

A  brief  smile  appeared  in  the  undisguised  eyes.  "  Do  you 
notice  any  distinctions  now  between  me  and  the  Encyclo- 
pedia Britannica?" 

"Unless  you  happen  to  refer  to  Lombroso  or  Buckle  or 
Aristotle  or  Plato,"  said  Sharlee,  not  noticing  the  smile,  "  I 
never  know  whether  it's  your  article  or  Colonel  Cowles's. 
Do  you  mind  walking  on?   It's  nearly  time  for  my  car." 

"A  year  ago,"  said  he,  "I  certainly  should  not  have 
liked  that.  I  do  now,  since  it  means  that  I  have  succeeded 
in  what  I  set  out  to  do.   I  've  thought  a  good  deal  about 
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Timnxl  Bum.,  of  Ae  Km'  ^^  °"f  l«™»ally  now: 
e^-er  saw  Timmy  tired  ■■'^^-  ""'y  '  can  t  gay  that  I 

f«'^nittS„tn„^?rsrr2?'^*'''«<'«' 
that  he  had  remember Jdatout  fh^  h  ^'if '«»'^''  P'eased 
have  been  persuaded  th^  hSZnfl  ''"''''''>'"•  "he  could 
to  convey  ».me  sorTof  thJnks^r^»  "u  ™*"''>'  '"""<'«' 
of  this,  she  made  it  ix^ible  tolnli?  ""  '^'^"«  ""  "'"'^ 
to  his  vanished  glaW  '"t^""  casually  a  reference 

uSem^ed^y''^So''lt«'Slter"'^'."'--"<'''™'« 
striking-loolting  gla^  I  aL  " Tk  *°  ..  ^''?>'  ""''^  '^thef 

•^uS"P"'"^«St^^^^^^^    '<"'»•"-«- 
Pertofy  rpt"^' St?' "'"■  ^■"'«"'' 'h" ^"" «»»« 

entire  Ssi^*^#;^'^'-""'P="»«'.and  added  with 

looking  as  they  were^re^ni?^/'^'?'^'^'   ''""''"K" 

them  at  a  ten-cent     toTron  lS!"l'^'«''^\  '  '»"«hf 
twelve  years  old."  "  Avenue  when  I  was 

■.?!lL^^"  "*''''  >■<"•  do  that?" 
time^"  tSt'r  tt  ^J,°'  V"?^  "°-  *™-  At  the 
soon  became  seconrnlt„re  to'me°    Bu?f  /  ~-"*  "-^^ 
ever  had  a  sounder  pair  of  ejS  Aan  f  "    '  ''"^>'  "°  °« 

c»n(d'eS:^rsh?oSl„™:ltnr  ■^'  PatheUc  of  all  his 

wasl^reTuTtlhetlTotr^r"''"  ^'"^l  Mr.  Queed.    "r 
or  text  on'the  heSttoJ  and  .S'f™?™"'  "■"  "-""o 

^^.  {.suppose,  snbS^r/thrsrs't-s- 

Shar.ee  :,e^ta...,"I.m  not  sure  that,  can. „3wer  that 
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with  a  direct  ye«,  and  I  will  not  answer  It  with  any  sort  ol 
no.  So  I  '11  say  that  I  believe  in  them  all,  modified  a  little 
in  places  to  satisfy  my  reason." 

"Ah,  they  are  subject  to  modification,  then?" 

"Certainly.  Are  n't  you?  Am  not  I?  Whatever  is  alive 
is  subject  to  modification.  These  doctrines,"  said  she,  "are 
evolving  because  they  have  the  principle  of  life  in  them.** 

"So  you  are  an  evolutionist?" 

"The  expert  in  evolutionary  sociology  will  hardly  quarrel 
with  me  for  that." 

"The  expert  in  evolutionary  sociology  deals  with  social 
organisms,  nations,  the  human  race.  Your  Bible  deals  with 
Smith,  Brown,  and  Jones." 

"Well,  what  are  your  organisms  and  nations  but  coUec 
tions  of  my  Smiths,  Browns,  and  Joneses?    My  Bible  deals 
with  individuals  because  there  is  nothing  else  to  deal  with. 
The  individual  conscience  is  the  beginning  of  everything." 

"  Ah !  So  you  would  found  your  evolution  of  humanity  upon 
the  increasing  operation  of  what  you  call  conscience?' 

"  Probably  I  would  not  give  all  the  credit  to  what  I  call 
conscience.  Probably  I  'd  give  some  of  it  to  what  I  call  in- 
tellect." 

"  In  that  case  you  would  almost  certainly  fall  into  a  fatal 

error." 

"Why,  don't  you  consider  that  the  higher  the  intellectual 
development  the  higher  the  type?" 

"Suppose  we  go  more  slowly,"  said  Mr.  Queed,  intently 
plucking  a  dead  bough  from  an  overhanging  young  oak. 
"  How  do  you  go  about  measuring  a  type?  When  you  speak 
of  a  high  type,  exactly  what  do  you  mean?" 

"When  I  speak  of  a  high  type,"  said  Sharlee,  who  really 
did  not  know  exactly  what  she  meant,  "  I  will  merely  say 
that  I  mean  a  type  that  is  high  —  lofty,  you  know  —  tower- 
ing  over  other  types." 

She  flaunted  a  gloved  hand  to  suggest  infinite  altitude. 

"You  ought  to  mean,"  he  said  patiently,  "a  type  which 
most  successfully  sketches  the  civilization  of  the  future,  a 
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"orM  "^rf  "'^^^^^  of  ^ch  a   ;p^^ii^*"**  -"Premacy 

-tL^'"'  ^""^'.'  ^°"''  ^^o^  aW  that  •• 
rhen  I  will  convince  you."  said  hV^  "  i     i'       . 

-the  mo6t  brilliant  natioA  i^^ll^'u,  ^'^ ^' ^^e French 
European  peoples.  Whe^e  aa-  hlv  fn  ^  ^  ^""""^  «"  »»»« 
evo'utionist  sees  in  them  famil  ar'lvmn.'  '"^%*°-^^y?  ^he 
Jjon  which  rarely  ends  butronrjv  ^/"""l"  °^  \^^^'-'>Kres. 
Every  schoolboy  knows  that  fh.^r^-,  ^°°^  ^^  ^^^  ^^^reeks. 
tellectual  superiL  orLyl'^f^?,?'''  T'  ^ ^'^  ^^e  in- 
anthropologist  of  standing  XTL^h^'  u   '.""^^y-    An 
interval  separating  the  GrLn  S.  P    '  ^.    ^  '"tellectual 
modern  Anglo-Saxon  is  as  great  'tu^^^^^  ^^°"»  the 

Anglo-Saxon  and  the  Afridn^v^^e    p"  •"^^'  ^'^^"  'he 
to-day  who  is  the  intelleSuarn^r    f  a  "•'  *°  ^  "'^"  ^''ve 
Socrates.  Vet  where  are  re  Grle^PWK^"^'^''"'  '^'^^°'  °' 
intellectual  equipment  do  to^tj  tJ^l'''''\'^"''-^^^'t«» 
«trugg  e  for  the  survival  of  the  fiTte^tTh    r  *^"  '^"^P^^'^te 
are  selling  fruit  at  comer  stands    PlatolH      "'^^  °^  '^-^^^ 
the  world's  shoes.   They  live  to  ^Im  .     ^^J^n^ants  shine 
evolutionist  from  the  the^^v  thatT."^?^  *''"  "^°«' ^^"^' 
necessarily  means  supremaTy^^f  ^  '    Wh   "'"f  ^^P^emacy 
ask.  does  lie  the  principle  of  frin^K^'"^'  *^^"'  y°"  may 
we  stand  at  the  hinerm^t  hea  t  o'^f         '"°'"''°"^  "^''^ 
Let  us  g,3„^  ^  moment.'^iid  M,  Out^S'^.-'^^^'  ^'^^"^^• 
see  h,ni  fir.t  emerging  fromThe  dark  B T^.'    f  ^'*"'  ^«  ^^^ 
.  So,  walking  through  th^sw^t  ^' ..'"'"^^'"'^"^^  °^  ^'^'^^■" 
Prl  he  knew  in  all  the  world       h"-"""  ^"^^  ^''^  'he  one 
Queed  spoke  heartily  o7'heri^a„d?fir^  ^'^  ^'"^^-- 
destmyof  man.  Thus  conve,^"f/thl       °^  ^^^^'  ^"^  ^^^ 
and  stood  upon  the  platfo7mof;i^!?"'^°"^°fthe  woods 

The  line  Sn  here  on  an  .?       •  '""^'"^^ntary  station 
cun.eofaheavycu^wohuni'T°"'.^'^PP^^""g  m  the 
front  the  groups  ?elhrrp,yl'^^^^^  "-'h-   '« 

meadow,  almost  treeless  Tnd  ^^ii^  °"^  '"  ^  ^^^  green 
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upon  which  the  falling  sun  momentarily  stood,  like  a  gold- 
iriece  edge-up  on  a  table.  Nearer,  to  their  right,  was  a  strip 
of  uncleared  woods,  a  rainbow  of  reds  and  pinks.  Through 
the  meadow  ran  a  little  stream,  such  as  a  boy  of  ten  could 
leap;  for  the  instant  it  stood  fire-red  under  the  sun. 

Sharlee,  obtaining  the  floor  for  a  moment,  asked  Queed 
how  his  own  work  had  been  going.  He  told  her  that  in  one 
sense  it  had  not  been  going  at  all:  not  a  chapter  written  from 
May  to  September. 

"However,"  he  said,  with  an  unclouded  face,  "I  am  now 
giving  six  hours  a  day  to  it.  And  it  is  just  as  well  to  go  slow. 
The  smallest  error  of  angle  at  the  centre  means  a  tremen- 
dous going  astra,y  at  the  circumference.  I  —  ahem  —  do 
not  feel  that  my' summer  has  been  wasted,  by  any  means. 
You  follow  me?  It  is  worth  some  delay  to  be  doubly  sure 
that  I  put  down  no  plus  signs  as  minuses." 

"Yes,  of  course.  How  beautiful  that  is  out  there,  is  n't  it?  " 

His  eyes  followed  hers  over  the  sunset  spaces.  "No,  it  is 
too  quiet,  too  monotonous.  If  there  must  be  scenery,  let  it 
have  some  originality  and  character.  You  yourself  are  very 
beautiful,  I  think." 

Sharlee  started,  almost  violently,  and  colored  perceptibly. 
If  a  text-book  in  differential  calculus,  upon  the  turning  of  a 
page,  had  thrown  problems  to  the  winds  and  begun  gibber- 
ing purple  poems  of  passion,  she  could  not  have  been  more 
completely  taken  aback.  However,  there  was  no  mistaking 
the  utter  and  veracious  impersonality  of  his  tone. 

"Oh,  do  you  think  so?  I  'm  very  glad,  because  I  'm  afraid 
not  many  people  do.  ..." 

Mr.  Queed  remained  silent.  So  far,  so  good ;  the  conversa- 
tion stood  in  a  position  eminently  and  scientifically  correct; 
but  Sharlee  could  not  for  the  life  of  her  forbear  to  add :  "  But 
I  had  no  idea  you  ever  noticed  people's  looks." 

"So  far  as  I  remember,  I  never  did  before.  I  think  it  was 
the  appearance  of  your  eyes  as  you  looked  out  over  the  plain 
that  attracted  my  attention.  Then,  looking  closer,  I  noticed 
that  you  are  beautiful." 


OUEED  ^j 

''Both  of  us.   He  suggested  it  and  I  wrote  it     So  vo., 
really  cannot  tell  us  apart  ?  "  ^°" 

She  shook  her  head.    "All  this  winter  we  shall  work  ore 

.^rfh'^'  ^uf'^l  "^"^  ^°^  ^^^«  institution  coTvindng 
It  so  thoroughly  that  when  the  legislature  meets  l^^Sft 

rdStlni^ltT  ^°  ^^^"^^  "J.-  ^' -  ^  -entirweTnd  u 
After  tL.  .h  ^"^  'P?'''"^  ^°  y°"  Departmentally 

want  tnH  r'^  ^'^  'I''  '^°"^^"^  °ther  things  that  we 
ZTJ  A  ^"^.^^^'^thi^g  is  «o  immortally  slow'  We  are 
not  allowed  to  raise  our  fingers  without  a  hundred^cars'  war 

"Good  heavens,  no!" 

know '•"^hi'^  -yP^'  J^^^^State  with  institutions.    Did  you 

know,    she  ^id  sweetly,  "  that  I  once  had  quite  a  little  C 

of  money?  When  I  was  one  month  old."    ^"^'^  ^  ""'^  P^^ 

Yes     said  Queed,  "  I  knew.  In  fact,  I  had  not  been  here 

.Z2    ^^r  ^  ^^^'^  °^  ^^""-y  G-  Surface.   Ma  orTr«,ke 
speaks  of  h.m  constantly.   Colonel   Cowles  ocSnX 

'' w".!"^"  •!f'^f  •  "^"'■^  "^"^h  ^bout  that?''  ^'^'^"^"y- 
kne^"  ^^^'■^'''  ^""'^y*  "^'"^  S^^d  my  father  never 

From  half  a  mile  away,  behind  the  bellying  woodland  ■. 
famt  hoot  served  notice  that  the  city-bound  cL^swe'n 
mg  rapidb^  toward  them.  It  was  on  the  tip  of  Quel's  tTn': 
to  remind  Miss  Weyland  that,  in  the  case  of  Hfi  she  had 
taken  the  ground  that  the  dead  did  know  wha  wi  L^e 
on  upon  earth.    But  he  did  not  do  so.   The  prouTwf  v  in 

mt^if^s^n^  "-'''''''  ''--  --^-  «  "PPe^ 
"Miss  Weyland."  he  said  abruptly,  "I  made  a-confi- 
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dence  to  you,  of  a  personal  nature,  the  first  time  I  ever  talked 
with  you.  I  did  not,  it  is  true,  ask  you  to  regard  it  as  a  con- 
fidence, but  —  " 

"I  know,"  interrupted  Sharlee,  hurriedly.  "But  of  course 
I  have  regarded  it  in  that  way,  and  have  never  spoken  of  it 
to  anybody." 

"Thank  you.  That  was  what  I  wished  to  say." 

If  Sharlee  had  wanted  to  measure  now  the  difference  that 
she  saw  in  Mr.  Queed,  she  could  have  done  it  by  the  shyness 
that  they  both  felt  in  approaching  a  topic  they  had  once 
handled  with  the  eeisiest  simplicity.  She  was  glad  of  his  sen- 
sitiveness; it  became  him  better  than  his  early  callousness. 
Sharlee  wore  a  suit  of  black-and-gray  pin-checks,  and  it  was 
very  excellently  tailored ;  for  if  she  purchased  but  two  suits 
a  year,  she  invariably  paid  money  to  have  them  made  by  one 
who  knew  how.  Her  hat  was  of  the  kind  that  other  girls 
study  with  cool  diligence,  while  feigning  engrossment  in  the 
conversation;  and,  repairing  to  their  milliners,  give  orders 
for  accurate  copies  of  it.  From  it  floated  a  silky-looking  veil 
of  gray-white,  which  gave  her  face  that  airy,  cloud-like  set- 
ting that  photographers  of  the  baser  sort  so  passionately 
admire.  The  place  was  as  windy  as  Troy;  from  far  on  the 
ringing  plains  the  breeze  raced  and  fell  upon  this  veil,  cease- 
lessly kicking  it  here  and  there,  in  a  way  that  would  have 
driven  a  strong  man  lunatic  in  seven  minutes.  Sharlee, 
though  a  slim  girl  and  no  stronger  than  another,  remained 
entirely  unconscious  of  the  behavior  of  the  veil;  long  fa- 
miliarity had  bred  contempt  for  its  boisterous  play;  and,  with 
her  eyes  a  thousand  miles  away,  she  was  wishing  with  her 
whole  heart  that  she  dared  ask  Mr.  Queed  a  question. 

Whereupon,  like  her  marionette  that  she  worked  by  a 
string,  he  opened  his  mouth  and  gravely  answered  her. 

"  I  have  three  theories  about  my  father.  One  is  that  he  is 
an  eccentric  psychologist  with  peculiar,  not  to  say  extraor- 
dinary, ideas  about  the  bringing  up  of  children.  Another  is 
that  because  of  his  own  convenience  or  circumstances,  he 
does  not  care  to  own  me  as  I  am  now.    The  third  is  that 
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because  of  my  convenience  or  circumstances,  he  thinks  that 
I  may  not  care  to  own  him  as  he  is  now.  I  have  never  hea^d 
of  or  from  hirn  smce  the  letter  I  showed  you.  nelrlv  W 

^^l  cJeS'- ^  '-''-  '^  ''^  ^^^^^-'"  ^^  ^"^ 

"  If  he  is  n't,"  said  Sharlee,  gently,  as  the  great  car  whizzed 

up  and  Stopped  with  a  jerk,  "I  am  very  sure  that  you  a^ 

to  find  him  some  day.    If  he  hadn't  meant  that,  he  would 

to  settle  here  —  do  you  think  so?  "  ^.w  i  orx 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Queed  -so  absorbedly  as  to 

'TfTs^fh  *°.^'T^"u"P  '""^  '''  ^*^P^  -i^^°"^  assLtance-^ 

ii  ve  that'mv'fltW ''  ''"'''  ?'  ^°"^  ^^"^•°"'  '  -'^^^  be- 
pZliT      ^  I  ^^'  ""^'^^y  ^  "mythical  instrument  of 

"Why,"  said  Sharlee,  looking  down  from  the  tall  olatform 
as  the  car  whizzed        ^  buzzed  and  slowly  stLt^   '  Wt' 
you  coming?"  '  ^'uaitcu,     are  n  t 

tCfjil  ""'  "^^'^'"^  .   -f^  ^'-  Q"^^^'  ^•^d  remembered  at 
the  last  moment  to  pluck  off  his  glistening  new  derby 

Thus  they  parted,  almost  precipitately,  and,  for  all  of  him 

rnight  never  have  met  again  in  this  world.    Half  a  mileTp 

lackSthat  fi'naT  ''h''.  ^"""^  ""^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  farewell  had 
To  th.        1,        Tl'^  °  ""^'^  ^""""y  ^°  ^^»ch  he  now  aspired 
To  those  who  called  at  his  office,  to  the  men  he  met  at  X' 
sign  of  the  Mercury,  even  to  Nicolovius  when  he  bet^k 

aJl^in  H  ;;T-  '^^  '""^P"'  sitting-room,  it  was  his  caSy 
attamed  habit  to  say:  "I  hope  to  see  you  again  soon  "He 
meant  the  hope,  with  these,  only  in  the  most  |enerTand  ^r- 
functorysense.  Why.  then,  had  he  omitted  this  civ  1  taeS 
PCS  script  m  his  parting  with  Miss  Weyland,  "owJom  Se 

srceritv?'  r  ^^' 7  ^?'  '^^^"'"'^^  -  "^^^  ---  than  u'uai 
smcerity?    Certainly;  he  really  did  hope  to  see  her  again 

soon.    For  she  was  an  intelligent,  sensible  girl,  and  knew 

more^about  him  than  anybody  in  the  worfd    xcept  T^ 
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Gradually  it  was  borne  in  upon  him  that  the  reason  he  had 
failed  to  tell  Miss  Weyland  that  he  hoped  to  see  her  again 
soon  was  exactly  the  fact  that  he  did  hope  to  see  her  again 
soon.  Off  his  guard  for  this  reason,  he  had  fallen  into  a 
serious  lapse.  Looking  with  untrained  eyes  into  the  future, 
he  saw  no  way  in  which  a  man  who  had  failed  to  tell  a  lady 
that  he  hoped  to  see  her  again  soon  was  ever  to  retrieve  his 
error.  It  was  good-by,  Charles  Weyland,  for  sure. 

However,  Miss  Weyland  herself  resolved  all  these  perplexi- 
ties by  appearing  at  Mrs.  Paynter's  supper-table  before  the 
month  was  out ;  and  this  exploit  she  repeated  at  least  once, 
and  maybe  twice,  during  the  swift  winter  that  followed. 

On  January  14,  or  February  23,  or  it  might  have  been 
March  2,  Queed  unexpectedly  reentered  the  dining-room, 
toward  eight  o'clock,  with  the  grave  announcement  that  he 
had  a  piece  of  news.  Sharlee  was  alone  in  the  room,  conclud- 
ing the  post-prandial  chores  with  the  laying  of  the  Turkey- 
red  cloth.  She  was  in  fickle  vein  this  evening,  as  it  chanced ; 
and  instead  of  respectfully  inquiring  the  nature  of  his  tid- 
ings, as  was  naturally  and  properly  expected  of  her,  she  re- 
ceived the  young  man  with  a  fire  of  breezy  inconsequentiali- 
ties  which  puzzled  and  annoyed  him  greatly. 

She  admitted,  without  pressure,  that  she  had  been  hoping 
for  his  return ;  had  in  fact  been  dawdling  over  the  duties  of 
the  dining-room  on  that  very  expectation.  From  there  her 
fancy  grew.  Audaciously  she  urj^ed  his  reluctant  attention 
to  the  number  of  her  comings  to  Mrs.  Paynter's  m  recent 
months.  With  an  exceedingly  stagey  counterfeit  of  a  down- 
cast eye,  she  hinted  at  gossip  lately  arising  from  public  obser- 
vation of  these  visits:  gossip,  namely,  to  the  effect  that  Miss 
Weyland's  ostensible  suppings  with  her  aunt  were  neither 
better  nor  worse  than  so  many  bold  calls  upon  Mr,  Queed. 
Her  lip  quivered  alarmingly  over  such  a  confession;  un- 
doubtedly she  looked  enormously  abashed. 

Mr,  Queed,  for  his  part,  looked  highly  displeased  and  more 
than  a  shade  uncomfortable.   He  annihilated  all  such  fool- 
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fef^hVwo'^u.rhaXTo' Cinr?' '"  ^  ^^-^y  open- 
this  sort,  since-  ^         '''^  ^°  deny  empty  rumor  of 

"I  can't  deny  it,  you  see!    Because  "  «ho  •  . 
raismg  her  eyes  and  turning  uoon^^m '     '^^  '"^^'•'•"Pted. 
yet  outrageous  smile  -  ^J!l  true"  '""^^^^  ^^^^''"« 

She  skipped  away,  smiling  to  "herself    h;,nn.i 
thmgs  away  and  humming  an  a,V    n      !i  '  ^^ily  puttmg 
noyed  silence.   His  Xmanf  fn^      Q^^ed  watched  her  in  an- 

irresistible  impulse  to  teX's^  f^eTf '^ "'^  '^^  "'^^  ^" 
its  innings.  ^^' ^"^  ^''^ '^^  of  averages  claimed 

on;''St^Lk'^ou:^:St;Llf "  ?  ^^^•"  «^^  -"led 
was  just  laid  before  by  Lau"aV°'^"'°^'^^^  ^'^^^^^  that 

" Laura  tTJI  impatiently,  "who  is  Laura?" 

PayntTr'Tb  igt'3^:;;:g:::erH"\°T'V^^  ^°-^  f-  ^^Irs. 

next  had  theSnuLT,^^^^^^ 

at  present  doing  time    as   the  .^^         • '^^  \"''^"'^^' ^"^  is 

bright-skin  negr'o  de"sL"to  ma  ryTaura  a'lT  ^  T"^' 
urgent  tones  of  the  divorce  court  Her. ?Jf'/-^  ^^^^^  ^" 
willing,  but  she  learns  that  a  dTvor"  a?  the"l  "  "'^'^  '^^" 
able  price,  will  cost  fifteen  dolIrllH  I  ^f'^  ^°"^^'^- 
the  money  in  a  suit  anrbonn e^C  alhou^ht'^'f  '"' 

S^t"nrr"'i  Se'Mi:rs:'  ^n^indra^srs^id  X 

.ot  a  beau  aLt^^tToX^rai^^^^^^^^^^^^  .-'^^  -- 
and  coaxin'  an'  beerin'  vn„  ,„  ™/    j-      .       '"^  ''™  axin' 

*^  ought  to  payT  "he°div'.X  .^  N?"  "k  "  ""  '"<"'  '"'^ 
your  old  science  to  sive  to  »  r!'  i  f  '^'""  ^"^•'"  has 
that?"  *   '  '°  "  ''"'  heart  problem  such  as 

theS^maVstatrar:"',?"'-'^''  "^£1^-  --^.  "-' 
wiU,  you  while  y::Z"^nZ:iTSSt!^P'  ">■=  '"  '^"^ 

tandVSsM  teZe'tr^ntTh  """'J^  ^^  *'  '*"•  >■'' 
whUe  he,  sSain/L^A^r^thl^J---' -^'"''e. 
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"I  speak  to  you,"  he  began,  uncompromisingly,  "as  to 
Mrs.  Paynter's  agent.  Professor  Nicolovius  is  going  to  move 
in  the  spring  and  take  an  apartment  or  small  house.  He  has 
invited  me  to  share  such  apartment  or  house  with  him." 
"What!   But  you  declined?" 
"On  the  contrary,  I  accepted  at  once." 
Mrs.  Paynter's  agent  was  much  surprised  and  interested 
by  this  news,  and  said  so.  "But  how  in  the  world,"  she  went 
on,  puzzled,  "did  you  make  him  like  you  so?  I  always  sup- 
posed that  he  hated  everybody  —  he  does  me,  I  know." 
"  I  believe  he  does  hate  everybody  but  me." 
"Strange  —  extraordinary!"  said  Sharlee,  picturing  the 
two  scholars  alone  together  in  their  flat,  endeavoring  to 
soft-boil  eggs  on  one  of  those  little  fixtures  over  the  gas. 

"I  can  see  nothing  in  the  least  extraordinary  in  the  re- 
fusal of  a  cultured  gentleman  to  hate  me." 

"  I  don't  mean  it  that  way  at  all— not  at  all!  But  Pro- 
fessor Nicolovius  must  know  cultured  gentlemen,  congenial 
roomers,  who  are  nearer  his  own  age  — " 

"Oh,  not  necessarily,"  said  Queed,  and  sat  down  in  the 
chair  by  her.  Major  Brooke's  chair.  'He  is  a  most  unsocial 
sort  of  man,"  —  this  from  the  little  Doctor!  —  "and  I  doubt 
if  he  knows  anybody  better  than  he  knows  me.  That  he 
knows  me  so  well  is  due  solely  to  the  fact  that  we  have  been 
forced  on  each  other  three  times  a  day  for  over  a  year.  For 
the  first  month  or  so  after  I  came  here,  we  remained  entire 
strangers,  I  remember,  and  passed  each  other  on  the  stairs 
without  speaking.  Gradually,  however,  he  has  come  to  take 
a  great  fancy  to  me." 

"And  is  that  why  you  are  going  off  to  a  honeymoon  cot- 
tage with  him?" 

"Hardly.  I  am  going  because  it  will  be  the  best  sort  of 

arrangement  for  me." 

.      "Oh!"  ^     ., 

"I  will  pay,  you  see,"  said  Queed,     no  more  than  1  am 

paying  here;  for  that  matter,  I  have  no  doubt  that  I  could 

beat  him  down  to  five  dollars  a  week,  if  I  cared  to  do  so. 
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«n!:i"cS,  /ar^^;' S'j'?'  f-'-  «>«>'o«,  and  co„. 

me.  w„,  be  a  big  ^iLT^^al  CrL  ^"^  ^™^- 
loviutto^r  ^°"  ^"^  ^  «--  '-^y  to  Pi-fessor  Nico- 

tha^bS^^^fp^^^t  tt";^  ^^:  r  ^,  She  thou.He 
much  after  all.  "*  ^°^'°''  ""^  ^^lly  changed  so 

tenets  oTyour!:r„U';;  you"ouKrbr,S  't  ■'"<'^!;  *» 
compliment  me  for  going  "  ^  *^°"  °"S^t  to 

reqltyou'"o^:"^ff  ^^^^^  .«f  -y  -"gion  that 

lovius."  ^  "  '°  ^°  °ff  ^"d  room-keep  with  Professor  Nico- 

su::^:u 'To^ve  a  ^L^e^^^^^^^^^^^      ^T^"-  ^«  ^-.  I  as- 
he  tells  me;  but  hrcanLt  .ff  T^'  T^  ^"^" '^'^ ^'"^am. 

assistance  I  would  give  Tat  v  ?°"'  '^^  ^"^n"^ 

he  would  not  venturL  to  ttv  it  ^r""  u  ^"  "°"'^  ^"^"^^  i^. 
It  appears  that  hefs  subiect  f^"'  ^'?"!f  °^  ^'^  ^^^^'^h. 
heart,  I  suppose -anHH^^        I    '^'"^  '''"^  °^  attacks- 

heard  him  SLghlslotrroSlnttt"^'-  '  'T 
you  know  anything  about  his  life? ''  ^  "'°''""«-  ^° 

^  No.   Nothing." 

"I  know  everything  " 

"Because,"  said  Sharlee. 
"Proceed." 
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"Because  I  don't  like  his  eyes." 

"The  question,  from  your  point  of  view,"  said  Mr.  Queed, 
"  is  a  moral — not  an  optic  one.  These  acts  which  confer  ben- 
efits on  others,"  he  continued,  "so  peculiarly  commended 
by  your  religion,  are  conceived  by  it  to  work  moral  good  to 
the  doer.  The  eyes  (which  you  use  synecdochically  to  re- 
present the  character)  of  the  person  to  whom  they  are  done, 
have  nothing — " 

"Mr.  Queed,"  said  Sharlee,  briskly  interrupting  his  exeget- 
ical  words,  "I  believe  you  are  going  off  with  Professor 
Nicolovius  chiefly  because  —  you  think  he  needs  you!" 

He  looked  up  sharply,  much  surprised  and  irritated. 
"That  is  absolutely  foolish  and  absurd.  I  have  nothing  in 
the  world  to  do  with  what  Professor  Nicolovius  needs.  You 
must  always  remember  that  I  am  not  a  subscriber  to  the 
tenets  of  your  religion." 

"  It  is  not  too  late.    I  always  remember  that  too." 

"  But  I  must  say  frankly  that  I  am  much  surprised  at  the 
way  you  interpret  those  tenets.   For  if  — " 

"Oh,  you  should  never  have  tested  me  on  such  a  question! 
Don't  you  see  that  I  *m  the  judge  sitting  in  his  or  her  own 
case?  Two  boarders  gone  at  one  swoop!  How  shall  I  break 
the  news  to  Aunt  Jennie? " 

He  thought  this  over  in  silence  and  then  said  impatiently; 
"I'm  sorry,  but  I  do  not  feel  that  I  can  consider  that 
phase  of  the  matter." 

"Certainly  not." 

"The  arrangement  between  us  is  a  strictly  business  one, 
based  on  mutual  advantage,  and  to  be  terminated  at  will 
as  the  interests  of  either  party  dictates," 

"Exactly." 

He  turned  a  sharp  glance  on  her,  and  rose.  Having  risen 
he  stood  a  moment,  irresolute,  frowning,  troubled  by  a 
thought.   Then  he  said,  in  an  annoyed,  nervous  voice:  — 

"  Look  here,  will  it  be  a  serious  thing  for  your  aunt  to  lose 
me?" 

The  agent  burst  out  laughing.   He  was  surprised  by  her 
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S^r/Sf^t^r^lL^^^^^^^  ''  ~-^!^  ^-  -Stan, 

ever  have  thought  ^smI     "^  *"™  '"^^  '^^'^  '^'  '^o"^ 

she  ^'m  oKr  ^"  ^^^  .?*^^'"  "^^^  -  remember  that  "  said 
She,     I  m  obhged  tu  tell  you  that  we  can  letVL  .^ 

day  at  an  hour's  notice.    Not  thl^  t^^'f         T""^  ^"^ 

scholars  can  ever  be  fill«l  hut  Jul  Ul-^^^""^  °^  °"'"  '^o 

the  clock  strikes  five  he  tn„?  '   "''  '*'*  ^y- '""  as 

for  me.   It  fa  ddiS^TfuUwT^rh?.''""^'  T"«  ««" 
young  .an  .hat  H^'o^Sl  herrtir.th"X  'Z^  ''"^ 

good-evening"  ™  *'™"  "'"'"'  ^eU  - 

"Gooi-evening,  Mr.  Queed." 

hJltd^^dlotL"*""  """•""'  ""^  »«^  «»  ^^^t 

-  yn,a.f  item  teUXooS^^?,"..-^  ' '"  '"^  ""' 
"lu      !JS    About  you  and  Tim?" 

otW^y!  U  Sems  and'etl' """."If  "^^  "^^  *»H«i  the 

pohcemen  came  and  turned  on  thp  IitK*^„  t-      ./''"*^"  ""ler 
hi.  ho^r  that  he  had  c^tl^^Xi^l^^!^  '^ 
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Of  President  West  of  Old  Blaines  College,  his  Trustees  and  his 
Troubles;  his  Firmness  in  the  Brovm- Jones  Hazing  Incident 
so  misconstrued  by  Malicious  Asses;  his  Article  for  the  Post, 
and  why  it  was  never  printed:  all  ending  in  West's  Profo^und 
'^'s satisfaction  with  the  Rewards  of  Patriotism. 

THE  way  of  Blaines  College  was  not  wholly  smooth  that 
winter,* and  annoyances  rose  to  fret  the  fine  edge 
of  President  West's  virgin  enthusioims.  The  opening 
had  been  somewhat  dii;  pointing.  True,  there  were  more 
students  than  last  year,  ihe  exact  increment  being  nine.  But 
West  had  hoped  for  an  increase  of  fifty,  and  had  communi- 
cated his  expectations  to  the  trustees,  who  were  correspond- 
ingly let  down  when  the  actual  figures  —  total  enrolment, 
167  —  were  produced  at  the  October  meeting.  The  young 
president  explained  about  the  exasperating  delays  in  getting 
out  his  advertising  literature,  but  the  trustees  rather  hemmed 
over  the  bills  and  said  that  that  was  a  lot  of  money.  And  one 
of  them  bluntly  called  attention  to  the  fact  that  the  President 
had  not  assumed  his  duties  till  well  along  in  September. 

West,  with  charm- ng  humility  and  good  humor,  asked  in- 
dulgence for  his  inexperience.  His  mistake,  he  said,  in 
giving  an  excess  of  time  to  the  study  of  the  great  collegiate 
systems  of  the  old  world,  if  it  was  a  mistake,  was  one  that 
could  hardly  be  repeated.   Next  year  .  .  . 

"Meantime,"  said  the  blunt  trustee,  "you've  got  a 
ten  per  cent  increase  in  expenditures  and  but  nine  more 
stoodents." 

"Let  us  not  wholly  forget,"  said  West,  with  his  disarm- 
ing smile,  "  my  hope  to  add  substantially  to  the  endowment." 

But  he  marked  this  trustee  as  one  likely  to  give  trouble 
in  the  future,  and  hence  to  be  handled      th  care.   He  was 
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seventy-five  hund  J  llZTyZ'^'io^T^ 
lege,  and  in  return  for  this  m^mffi   '        '^^^  ""^  "^  ^^e  col- 
to  name  three  n.en.£s'orthe  £""'  ""^^^  ^'^^  "^^t 
direcTor:::.^/^^^^^^^^^^^  of  his  kidney  on  .hat 

Fyne,  donator  of  the  Hftv  th 'f  ?'?".?  "'^  ^'■"^^«^«.  Mr. 
which  Blaines  Col  eee  pan  v^:?"^.«i°".^^  endowment  on 
his  election  to  the  pSdercvLHf'Tf'r^""'  '"^^"^  that 
In  fact,  the  vote  had  sto^  ^  ""^  ^'"^  unanimous, 

at  which  he  was  choln  h^dT.-  '°  ^''''  ^"^  '^'  "^<^«ting 
Of  the  five,  two  had  v^ed  alinl  W^t^^^^^^        ^'^'^"<^- 
that  old  Dr.  Gilfinan'srtSf„n^?^"'l"^*'^^'y^ 
spontaneous  character  so  des^rlf?!    ^'^ '^"V*"^^^  '^^^^  P^^^'v 
two  because  they  did  no"  tSlTw'  '^^^''-^umstances; 
tions.  or  would  Lve  the  riX  I^-^' ^"^'.^^^  the  qualifica- 

c"     -andoneforallthefrLCs://''"''^^^^ 

«'•.    -.  is  to  say  for  oersonnl  r         '      'i!:^"y°*'^^'"'-eason, 

Fyne,  was  James  E  Ser      ^°"'-    ^^''  °"^'  ^'^  Mr. 

"  I  know,"  said  Wesf    "  Ho 'o 

we  used  to  give  him  fn  the  P.  ?T  ^u'  °^''  '^^  Poindings 

An  obstinate  but  humtn  T^  '?"""«  *""  encouraging. 
the  two  ra  Jins  fadnrer;h  "?K  °  °P'"'°"  "="''«'  '^  ^4 
tiny  in  themse"';™:^^'^"*" '"•?«•  ''"<'  -""'ers  very 

sr  -™nTto-^»^r-Sb-rs  td^ 
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But  the  young  president  would  not  allow  himself  to  become 
discouraged.  He  earnestly  intended  to  show  James  E.  Win- 
ter which  of  the  two  knew  most  about  running  a  modern 
institution  of  the  higher  learning.  Only  the  perfectest  bloom 
of  his  ardor  faded  under  the  constant  handling  of  rough 
fingers.  The  interval  separating  Blaines  College  and  the 
University  of  Paris  began  to  loom  larger  than  it  had  seemed 
in  the  halcyon  summer-time,  and  the  classic  group  of  noble 
piles  receded  further  and  further  into  the  prophetic  haze. 
But  West's  fine  energy  and  optimism  remained.  And  he 
continued  to  see  in  the  college,  unpromising  though  the  out- 
look was  in  some  respects,  a  real  instrument  for  the  uplift. 

The  president  sat  up  late  on  those  evenings  when  social 
diversions  did  not  claim  his  time,  going  over  and  over  his 
faculty  list  with  a  critical  eye,  and  always  with  profound 
disapproval.  There  were  only  three  Ph.D.'s  among  them, 
and  as  a  whole  the  average  of  attainment  was  below,  rather 
than  above,  the  middle  grade.  They  were,  he  was  obliged 
to  admit,  a  lot  of  cheap  men  for  a  cheap  college.  With  such 
a  staff,  a  distinguished  standard  was  clearly  not  to  be  hoped 
for.  But  what  to  do  about  it?  His  general  idea  during  the 
summer  had  been  mercilessly  to  weed  out  the  weak  brothers 
in  the  faculty,  a  few  at  a  time,  and  fill  their  places  with  men 
of  the  first  standing.  But  now  a  great  obstacle  presented 
itself.  Men  of  the  first  standing  demanded  salaries  of  the 
first  standing.  Blaines  College  was  not  at  present  in  position 
to  pay  such  salaries.  Obviously  one  of  two  courses  remained. 
Either  the  elevation  of  the  faculty  must  proceed  in  a  very 
modest  form,  or  else  Blaines  College  must  get  in  position 
to  pay  larger  salaries.  West  decided  to  move  in  both  direc- 
tions. 

There  was  one  man  on  the  staff  that  West  objected  to 
from  the  first  faculty  meeting.  This  was  a  man  named 
Harkly  Young,  a  youngish,  tobacco-chewing  fellow  of  lowly 
origin  and  unlessoned  manners,  who  was  "assistant  profes- 
sor" of  mathematics  at  a  salary  of  one  thousand  dollars  a 
year.    Professor  Young's  bearing  and  address  did  anything 
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tence.   Details  came  to  his  attp^Hon/  '*'^"'^"  «  incompe- 
ing  the  autumn  S  s^r^^Ts^rlT.^^^^ 
udgment,  but  he  made  thTL    .  strengthen  his  snap-shot 

to  communicate  his^ttsLTio?.''^^  ^^  ^''^'''"K 

BO  giving  him  an  inklinTon^^^^^^^  ^^T"^"^^''  ^"""g.  and 
of  just  the  man  for  rs^j^l  3"f  u"?„^'^  West  knew 

superintendent  of  sch^K  TnotLr  T'/T"^  ^''^'^^^^^ 
could  be  secured  forT^e  ^me  s^^l^'^^^^^  '^'  T''  ^^^ 
house-cleaningAidmarks^TrJo^n  7"    ^^^'  ^"^  ^»'"  ^is 

^s.rviceswou.S^^t;SXrSj;r^^ 

-^Ca^ri?^?^js 

the  altar  of  scholarship  Prefer  vl^uj'"?'"'^^''''"*^  °" 
to  create  an  uproar  After  Sdsf^nrh-^^J'^^'  "^^  '^'^ 
personal  interview  that  the  Sl?J  ?  ."""^'^  '"  ^  ''^''■"nK 
departed  in  a  fu^ anTblouZ'T' '  ""''''  "^""^  fi"^'-  he 
Charles  GardineT'  West  7,ertn.'ll  TT  '^'  '""^^'^^  -"^ 
He  insisted  that  hp  h.H  ^      ''"^  ^""^  ^'^  y^^^'s  salary. 

year.  Tolh^t^urt^'eleXT^lfat'^  ^'^  ^""  ^""^^^ 
man  with  six  children  annlKi.  !  .*  ^^  "^^^  ^  "tarried 
position  for  his  Iivehhc;c^        ^'"'"'^  ^^P""^^"^  "P«n  his 

his'l:otard^tT^^^^ 

was  a  casf  "of/^  Hdrct;^^^^^^^^^^^^  ^^-  ^^ 

rode  rapidly  into  general  ponular itv  Th  r  l"^"^  ""^^ 
the  Winterites  on  the  b^?d  h,  fnl^"  JuT  ^^""^^  tampered 
most  of  the  incident  a^eiin"  .  Tr  ^^'^''  '^^^^  "^^^^  the 
been  harshly  treatS'  Th?"^  u"''"^^  '"^^^  ^'°""g  had 
of  the  class^  IgSth^mr:;  fe^Slhr  °"^ 

account  Of  theS%.t—--^^^^^^^^ 
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ment  from  Professor  Young.  The  same  issue  earned  an  edi- 
torial entitled,  "The  Kid  Glove  College."  West  laughed  at 
the  editonal,  but  he  was  a  sensitive  man  to  criticism  and 
the  sarcastic  gibes  wounded  him.  When  the  attorneys  for 
the  college  advised  a  settlement  out  of  court  by  paying  the 
obstreperous  Young  three  hundred  dollars  in  cash,  James 
Winter  was  outspoken  in  his  remarks.  A  resolution  re- 
straining the  president  from  making  any  changes  in  the 
faculty,  without  the  previous  consent  and  approval  of  the 
board,  was  defeated,  after  warm  discussion,  by  the  margin 
of  seven  votes  to  five. 

''By  the  Lord,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Fyne,  indignantly, 
11  you  cannot  put  any  confidence  in  the  discretion  of  your 
president,  you'd  better  get  one  whose  discretion  you  can 
put  confidence  in." 

"That's  just  what  I  say,"  rejoined  James  E.  Winter, 
with  instant  significance. 

Other  changes  in  his  faculty  West  decided  to  defer  till  the 
beginning  of  a  new  year.  All  his  surplus  energy  should  be 
concentrated,  he  decided,  on  raising  an  endowment  fund 
which  should  put  the  college  on  a  sound  financial  basis  be- 
fore that  time  came.  But  here  again  he  collided  with  the 
thick  wall  of  trustee  bigotry. 

In  the  city,  despite  his  youth,  he  was  already  well  known 
as  a  speaker,  and  was  a  favorite  orator  on  agreeable  occa- 
sions of  a  semi-public  nature.   This  was  a  sort  of  prestige 
that  was  well  worth  cultivating.    In  the  State,  and  even 
outside  of  It,  he  had  many  connections  through  various  act- 
ivities, and  by  deft  correspondence  he  easily  put  himself  in 
line  for  such  honors  as  they  had  to  offer.    Invitations  to 
speak  came  rolling  in  in  the  most  gratifying  way.   His  plan 
was  to  mount  upon  these  to  invitations  of  an  even  higher 
class.  In  December  he  made  a  much  admired  address  be- 
fore the   Associated  Progress  Boards.    The  next  month, 
through  much  subtle  wire-pulling,  he  got  himself  put  on  the 
toast  list  at  the  annual  banquet  of  the  distinguished  Amer- 
ican Soaety  for  the  Promotion  of  the  Higher  Education. 


OUEED 

with  the  thrill  of  ha^g  su°L2^  w""' w  ^J'^  =^'  ^owa 
S"°".'"'o  sat  with  him  at  Xl^Sf,  •*,'»">°"»  fin- 
that  his  speech  was  the  best  of  ,h.  ?  '*'''*  '"W  h™ 
shortest,  and  asked  seveS  „„  J'  "^T"^'  ''^"^  the 
lege  The  young  Pres?den?UrnTh  """•'  ^'^"^  Col! 
which^the  hostile  trustees  Sptf,  tr/ec't^^  t^.  t7d 

«;e  j»?a;'°h3'::;:ti:s  ^-xt  ij;'"'-'  -■-'--  - 

the  President  of  Blaines  Col  p<rJ?        -^^^  P^'"^'  '^  any,  of 
try  to  attend  thesete"  Sqfet;  "'^^"^  ^"  °^^^  ^^^  -un 

Bla.-nL^WdSnt'^^rta  '-^a,e  in  the 

Winter's  question.    To  him  th^'an^'^K '"^^  f*  ^'  ^'"^'^^ 
malapropos  as  a  spiteful  oTd  lady         ^^''"""^  ^^"^^^  as 

i  he  point  is,  Mr  Wintr     <^„     ,u- 
of  endowment  finds   Br.>«cl5e^ '""?"'* 'he  sources 
tion  cannot  hope  to  comn^te  w.vi^,-"."'  P'^^"  founda- 
leges  of  from  fiv^to  one  hCXw  ^'l""'^  "">«"•"  "'" 
mean  to  advance  we  m„=,  ^^t^^^**  ""■^""»s.   If„e 

ably  to  the  attention  o"philt;£^  •''r"«i"«  ^'^'"^  W 

"No,  sir/"  roared  Wi^.      ,,  .""P'^"  "h"  -  " 
down  thudding^-tn"^    -;^„n^^  his  contractor,  fist 
■deas  are  against  the  traditfom  rf  Sh  r^"!*  """-Angled 
say!  Old  Blaines  Colleee  is  n?.i.°     J^  ^'""^  College,  I 
College  is  not  a  whWng  i^S'°"«'-^'™-  Old  Blaln'e; 
colleges  may  be    I  sav  ™._!T^    '  ""^tever  those  Yankee 
of  old  BlainiFolSrlts^^""?'  "  '  ^'"^"'  *»  d^^ 
bowing  and  scrapinfand  SSl'" VT  ">'  ^oo  ^o* 
such-like  boocaneere  "     "^    ^  *'  *"  '°  Rockyfeller,  and 

o'Oi,  Colleges.    No  res^Ll^LTnt^- -"j^^^ter^ 
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Winter  having  inadvertently  come  unprepared,  but  the 
majcHity  opinion  was  clearly  that  old  Blaines  Cc^lege 
(founded  1894)  should  draw  in  her  traditional  skirts  from 
the  yeBow  flood  then  pouring  over  the  country,  and  remain, 
small  it  may  be,  but  superbly  incorruptible. 

For  once,  West  left  his  trustees  thoroughly  disgusted  and 
out  of  humor. 

"Why,  why  are  we  doomed  to  this  invincible  hostility 
to  a  new  idea?  "  he  cried,  in  the  bitterness  of  his  soul.  "  Here 
is  the  spirit  of  progress  not  merely  beckoning  to  us,  but 
fairly  springing  into  our  laps,  and  because  it  speaks  in  ac- 
cents that  were  unfamiliar  to  the  slave  patriarchy  of  a  hun- 
dred years  ago,  we  drag  it  outside  the  city  and  crucify  it.  I 
tell  you  these  old  Bourbons  whom  we  call  leaders  are  mill- 
stones around  our  necks,  and  we  can  never  move  an  inch 
until  we've  laid  the  last  one  of  them  under  the  sod." 

Sharlee  Weyland,  to  whom  he  repeated  this  thought, 
though  she  was  all  sympathy  with  his  difficulties,  did  not 
nevertheless  think  that  this  was  quite  fair.  "Look,"  she 
said,  "at  the  tremendous  progress  we've  made  in  the  last 
ten  years." 

"  Yes,"  he  flashed  back  at  her,  "  and  who  can  say  that  a 
state  like  Massachusetts,  with  the  same  incomparable  op- 
portunities, would  n't  have  made  ten  times  as  much!" 

But  he  was  the  best-natured  man  alive,  and  his  vexation 
soon  faded.  In  a  week,  he  was  once  more  busy  planning  out 
ways  and  means.  He  sought  funds  in  the  metropolis  no 
more,  and  the  famous  financier  spared  him  the  mortifica- 
tion of  having  to  refuse  a  donation  by  considerately  not  of- 
fering one.  But  he  continued  to  make  addresses  in  the  State, 
and  in  the  city  he  was  in  frequent  demand.  However,  the 
endowment  fund  remained  obstinately  immovable.  By 
February  there  had  been  no  additions,  unless  we  can  count 
five  hundred  dollars  promised  by  dashing  young  Beverley 
Byrd  on  the  somewhat  whimsical  condition  that  his  brother 
Stewart  would  give  an  equal  amount. 

"  Moreover,"  said  young  Mr.  Byrd, "  I  'Uincreaseittoseven 
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'^"t  this  gift  never  materialized  at  all  f«r  <^k^ 

A  rich  vein  of  horse-sense  underlav  Rxr«4'o    \;.,     V^"?' 
enthusiasms;   and  even  ^he   Sitv'^for.h^      ^^•'^Pjj 
existence  of  old  Blaines  Colle^?p,^a red  ^  ^  v^' 
means  clear  in  his  mind  aPPeared  to  be  by  no 

f^r.  ^^^^  ^°^  tS,  td  fi^j/  s^n't'thVrit^: 

rS'of  nfr-^"""^'^^"    ^°"  have'^aninferi'rXtan^ 
^^^ana  ridden  by  a  close  corporation  of  small  trust- 
"But   heavens,  man!"   orotested  W^^f    ", 

"  Wh  ."?""!^"'  "°'  ""torched  by  a  flicker  ofTnw 

What's  the  answer?   Blessed  if  I  know'  TheTrt  i. 

old  fellow,  I  think  you  Ve  got  an  utterly  ho^^ieitobthe;:' 

and  If  I  were  you,  I  believe  I'd  get  ready  to  th?ow  it  ovS 

at  the  first  opportunity."  ^ 

West  replied  that  it  was  only  the  hard  things  that  were 
worth  doing  m  this  life.  None  the  less,  as  winter  drewTo^ 
close,  he  insensibly  relaxed  his  efforts  toward  the  immSi! 
TntoThf  ^'r/'  ".1^  ^i^-    ^  ^^  '-ked  more  doS^^y 

rrllts  haH' ^'  "^''^  '^^'  ^''  '"^  ^"^P«^"°"«  desire 
tor  results  had  driven  him  to  waste  energy  in  hopeless  di- 
rections. Howcould  he  ever  do  anything,  ^rh  a  lot  of  mo^. 

to'iSir''"^'^"^  ^^  ^^""^^  ^'^d  feet  every  time  he  W 
to  toddle  a  step  for^^ard-he  and  Blaines?    Clearly  the 
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first  step  of  all  was  to  oust  the  fossils  who  stood  like  rocks 
in  the  path  of  progress,  and  fill  their  places  with  men  who 
could  at  least  recognize  a  progressive  idea  when  they  were 
beaten  across  the  nose  with  it.  He  studied  his  trustee  list 
now  more  purposefully  than  he  had  ever  pored  over  his 
faculty  line  up.  By  the  early  spring,  he  was  ready  to  set 
subtle  influences  going  looking  to  the  defeat  of  the  insurgent 
five,  including  James  E.  Winter,  whose  term  happily  expired 
on  the  first  of  January  following. 

But  the  president's  lines  did  not  all  fall  in  gloomy  and 
prickly  places  in  these  days.  His  perennial  faculty  for  enjoy- 
ment never  deserted  him  even  in  his  darkest  hours.  His  big 
red  automobile,  acquired  on  the  crest  of  Semple  and  West's 
prosperity,  was  constantly  to  be  seen  bowling  down  the 
street  of  iP  earl^- vernal  afternoon,  or  dancing  down  far 
country  lar^s  light  with  a  load  of  two.  The  Thursday  Ger- 
man had  known  him  as  of  old,  and  many  were  the  delight- 
ful dinners  where  he  proved,  by  merit  alone,  the  life  of  the 
party.  Nor  were  his  pleasures  by  any  means  all  dissociated 
from  iilaines  College.  The  local  prestige  that  the  president 
acquired  from  his  position  was  decidedly  agreeable  to  him. 
Never  an  educationctl  point  arose  in  the  life  of  the  city  or 
the  nation  but  the  Post  carried  a  long  interview  giving  Mr. 
West's  views  upon  it.  Corner-stone  laying  afforded  him  a 
sincere  joy.  Even  discussions  with  parents  about  their 
young  hopefuls  was  anything  but  irksome  to  his  buoyant 
nature. 

Best  and  pleasantest  of  all  was  his  relation  with  the  stu- 
dents. His  notable  gift  for  popularity,  however  futile  it  might 
be  with  embittered  asses  like  James  E.  Winter,  served  him 
in  good  stead  here.  West  could  not  conceal  from  himself 
that  the  boys  idolized  him.  With  secret  delight  he  saw  them 
copying  his  walk,  his  taste  in  waistcoats,  the  way  he  brushed 
back  his  hair.  He  had  them  in  relays  to  his  home  to  supper, 
skipping  only  those  of  too  hopeless  an  uncouthness,  and  sent 
them  home  enchanted.  He  had  introduced  into  the  collegiate 
programme  a  five-minute  prayer,  held  every  morning  at  nine. 
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at  which  he  made  brief  addresses  on  some  phase  of  colleee 
Ideals  every  Tuesday  and  Friday.  Attendance  at  thS 
gatherings  was  optional,  but  it  kept  up  in  the  most  g7ati! 
fying  way.  and  sometimes  on  a  Friday  the  little  asSmblv 

Why  should  I  mind  the  little  annoyances."  would  flash 
mto  his  mmd  as  he  rose  to  speak,  "when  I  can  look  down 

cou'n^s  -•'  His  r  '"'  "°""^  '^'^  ""^^  ^^^^-  ^- is  wTat 
Tt^  ^A  K  ^PP«^''a"ce  at  student  gatherings  was  always 
attended  by  an  ovation.  He  loved  to  hear  the  old  bSs 
cheer,  with  three  ringing  "Prexy's"  tacked  on  the  end  One 
Saturdav  .n  eariy  April,  Prexy  took  Miss  Avery  to  a  bS^! 
ball  game  somewhat  against  her  will,  solely  that  she  mi^ 
r.  T  ^'^.^^"^^'^ts  worshiped  him.  On  the  following 
wXTtoloTh '  r\^-^^d  I'berahty,  he  took  MiJ 
purpo^  ^^''"^^"  ^^'""'  "^''^  '^'  samedelightful 

h! Jw  '^""^  -^""^  ^^'^  '^'°"Ser  and  more  contented  with 
for  ./k  P'-^s'dentof  a  jerkwater  college,  decidedly  happier 
for  tne  burning  out  of  the  fires  of  hot  ambition  which  had 
consumed  his  soul  six  months  eariier.  He  told  himself  that 
he  was  reconciled  to  a  slow  advance  with  fighting  every  inch 
of  the  way.   But  he  saw  the  uselessness  of  fighting  trustees 

m  fact  a  temporarily  suspended,  programme  of  progreL 
And  then,  just  when  everything  seemed  most  comfortably 
serene,  a  new  straw  suddenly  appeared  in  the  wind   which 
quicWy  multip  led  into  a  bundle  and  then  a  ball  anZu  at 
once  the  camel's  back  had  more  than  it  could  bean   Apri 
was  hardly  dead  before  the  college  world  was  in  a  turmoS 

of  a  g^ai  '^'  ^°""^  ^^^''  ^^^  '^'  "^^'•^  b"Sg 

triSnf  l3 ''  ^f  °^  '""'*'"^'  °^  ^^"  '^"^ '-  ^"^•de'^ts  which  are 
ScZ.^nTH-T^r^"  '!;  '^"  beginning,  but  which  malign 
circumstance  distorts  and  magnifies  till  they  set  nations 
daggers-drawn  at  each  other's  throats.  Two  students  S 
a   freshman   to  their  room  and  there  invited  him  to  drink  a 
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marvelous  compound  the  beginnings  of  which  were  fat  pork 
and  olive  oil ;  this  v  hile  standing  on  his  head.  The  freshman 
did  not  feel  in  a  position  to  deny  their  request.  But  his  was 
a  delicate  stomach,  and  the  result  of  his  accommodating 
spirit  was  that  he  became  violently,  though  not  seriously, 
ill.  Thus  the  matter  came  to  the  attention  of  his  parents, 
and  so  to  the  college  authorities.    The  sick  lad  stoutly  de- 
clined to  tell  who  were  his  persecutors,  but  West  managed 
to  track  one  of  them  down  and  summoned  him  to  his  office. 
We  may  call  this  student  Brown ;  a  pleasant-mannered  youth 
of  excellent  family,  whose  sister  West  sometimes  danced 
with  at  the  Thursday  German.    Brown  said  that  he  had, 
indeed,  been  present  during  the  sad  affair,  that  he  had,  in 
fact,  to  his  eternal  humiliation  and  regret,  aided  and  abetted 
it;  but  he  delicately  hinted  that  the  prime  responsibility 
rested  on  the  shoulders  of  the  other  student.    Rather  un- 
iwsely,  perhaps.  West  pressed  him  to  disclose  the  name  of 
his  collaborator.    (Brown  afterwards,   to  square  himself 
with  the  students,  alleged  "intimidation.")  A  youth  whom 
we  may  describe  as  Jones  was  mentioned,  and  later,  in  the 
august  private  office,  was  invited  to  tell  what  he  knew  of  the 
disorder.    Henceforward  accounts  vary.    Jones  declared  to 
the  end  that  the  president  promised  a  light  punishment  for 
all  concerned  if  he  would  make  a  clean  breast.    West  as- 
serted—  and  who  would  doubt  his  statement? — that  he 
had  made  no  promise,  or  even  a  suggestion  of  a  promise, 
of  any  kind.    Be  that  as  it  may,  Jones  proceeded,  though 
declining  to  mention  any  other  name  than  his  own.     He 
declared  positively  that  the  idea  of  hazing  the  freshman  had 
not  originated  with  him,  but  that  he  had  taken  a  culpable 
part  in  it,  for  which  he  was  heartily  sorry.    Asked  whether 
he  considered  himself  or  his  colleague  principally  responsible 
for  the  injury  to  the  freshman's  health,  he  said  that  he  pre- 
ferred not  to  answer.    To  West  this  seemed  a  damaging 
admission,  though  perhaps  not  everybody  would  have  so 
viewed  it-   He  sent  Jones  away  with  no  intimation  of  what 
he  proposed  to  do. 
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There  was  the  situation,  plain  as  a  barn  at  noonday  All 
that  was  needed  was  tact,  judgment,  and  a  firm^and  Th" 
young  president  hesitated.  Ordinarily  he  loZ  have 'Jen 

th^t^l^  T-  ,  ^/"^'"tained  at  all  hazards.  It  was  observS 
that  this  article  thundered  in  the  old  Colonel ^^tlt^S^ 
and  this  was  the  more  noteworthy  in  that  the  arHr^fln  ^  ' 
.on^appened  to  be  written  by  a^ng  man^  7^'^^^ 

West  would  have  preferred  to  let  the  matter  stand  for  « 

I'LTe^if'hTn 'd'"  '"'V'^'T  ^"^  decisi'Sn'wa: 
^  M^^      ;   :.  ^^"y'"^  himself  to  callers,  he  shut  himself 
?hP  .7^'^'  J?  ^^^^--^^e  what  was  just  and  fair  and  righ 
The  advice  of  h.s  correspondents,  and  of  the  Post,  t^lliS  ex.' 
actly  with  what  the  trustees  had  told  him  in  thJ.  k!  •     • 
alx>ut  the  traditions  of  old  Blalnes    H^Tng  w^ 
tolerated  under  any  circumstances.   Therefore^mebSv^ 
head  would  now  have  to  fall.    There  could  h;r^ri^^y 
ooasion  for  expelling  nice  young  Brown.  For  a  mTnor  consS^ 

eration,itwould  bedecidedly  awkward  henceforward  tXi 
to  offer  salt  to  Mrs.  Brown  at  dinner,  as  he  had  doneiX  lalt 

week,  with  the  hand  that  had  ruined  her  son's  car^rMu?h 
Tad  orS!'"''^  u"^"?^  clearenough  to  West  th?t  the  ^J 
had  only  been  weak,  and  had  been  tempted  into  misbeha  W 
by  his  older  and  more  wilful  comrade.  \^st  hXt^.  S 
young  Jones.  He  was  a  rawboned.  unkempt  sprig  of  t^ 
masses,  who  had  not  been  included  in  any  of  the  student 
suppers  at  the  president's  house.  Jones's  refusal  to^ak  out 

Ir^rf "  '^' ^-'"^"^  °^  ^^  ^^^^^  ^^^'^  strongly  To  W^t 
argued,  to  consciousness  of  damning  guilt.  The  path  of  a1- 

mimstrative  duty  appeared  plain.  West,  to  say  truth?  h^ 
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not  at  first  expected  to  apply  the  drastic  penalty  of  expulsion 
at  all,  but  it  was  clear  that  this  was  what  the  city  expected  of 
him.  The  universal  cry  was  for  unshrinking  firmness.  Well, 
he  would  show  them  that  he  was  firm,  and  shrank  from  no 
unpleasantness  where  his  duty  was  concerned.  Brown  he 
ordered  before  him  for  a  severe  reprimand,  and  Jones  he 
summarily  dismissed  from  old  Blaines  College. 

These  decrees  went  into  effect  at  noon.  At  4  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon  the  war-dogs  broke  their  leashes.  Four  was  the 
hour  when  the ' '  night ' '  edition  of  the  Evening  Chronicle  came 
smoking  hot  from  the  presses.  It  appeared  that  young  Jones 
was  the  son,  not  merely  of  a  plumber,  but  of  a  plumber  who 
was  decidedly  prominent  in  lodge  circles  and  the  smaller 
areas  of  politics.'  His  case  was  therefore  precisely  the  kind 
that  the  young  men  of  the  Chronicle  loved  to  espouse.  The 
three-column  scare-head  over  their  bitterly  partisan  "story" 
ran  thus: 

POOR  BOY  KICKED  OUT 

BY  PRESIDENT  WEST 

Close  beside  this,  lest  the  reader  should  fail  to  grasp  the 
full  meaning  of  the  boldface,  was  a  three-column  cartoon, 
crudely  drawn  but  adroit  enough.  It  represented  West,  un- 
pleasantly caricatured,  garbed  in  a  swallow-tail  coat  and 
enormous  white  gloves,  with  a  gardenia  in  his  button-hole, 
engaged  in  booting  a  lad  of  singular  nobility  of  countenance 
out  of  an  open  door.  A  tag  around  the  lad's  neck  described 
him  as  "The  Workingman's  Son."  Under  the  devilish  draw- 
ing ran  a  line  which  said,  succinctly,  "His  Policies."  On 
page  four  was  a  double  column,  double-leaded  editorial, 
liberal  with  capitals  and  entitled:  "Justice  in  Silk  Stockings." 

But  this  was  only  a  beginning.  Next  morning's  Post, 
which  West  had  counted  on  to  come  to  his  assistance  with  a 
ringing  leader,  so  earnestly  discussed  rotation  of  crops  and 
the  approaching  gubernatorial  campaign,  that  it  had  not  a 
line  for  the  little  disturbance  at  the  college.    If  this  was  a 
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disappointmeiit  to  West,  a  greater  blow  awaited  him  Not 
tot^y  to  gloss  over  the  mortifying  circumstSce  he  wL 
hissed  when  he  entered  the  morning  assemWy-he   thl 

w^Tuli'the'S^  '"""^^^  ^  ^'"^^"^-  -""^^^  tht';o^m 
was  full,  the  hissmg  was  of  small  proportions;  but  rath^^ 

too  big  to  be  ignored.  West,  after  debatinrwithhimsLlf 
whether  or  not  he  should  notice  it.  madeaerac!fd  IL  Z^L 

I^rSl^Tid   "^'.^^  flaUered^l^S^'etcTult 

Nonele  les^lh^l'^  ^"^.  "^^  ^^'  ^°^«°"^"  themselves"^ 
Whl  (         >t    ,  ^  demonstration  cut  him  to  the  quick 

pearance  of  the  Chrontck  with  an  anxiety  which  he  had  nev^r 
conceived  possible  with  regard  to  that  plp^r    A  Xce  at 

Wm  h"  /°?.' ''^^^^  '^^'  '^^  blatherskites  had  r^und^ 
him  harder  than  ever.  A  black  headline  glared  withX  un 
truth  that  Pres  dent  West  had  hppn  '' h;     7u     J.   " 
Student  Body."    Editori^y. 'th'e  IZnicu'^^l,^^^ 
quired  whether  the  taxpayers  enjoyed  having  the  colleee 

^etundr^"^  ';^'"^  ^"r^^^  (^-^t  amount  seventy! 
wl?    f    f^'lf"  y^'^  mismanaged  in  so  gross  a  way 
West  put  a  laughing  face  upon  these  calumnieT  buTto 

.r"?  l^I°^"1.  '^^'  ^^  ^^^  ^^^P'y  hurt.   DZ^i'ng  ii  at 
the  club  that  mght.  he  found  a  group  of  men,  aU  his  friends 
eageriy  discussing  the  shindig,  as  thev  called  tJ      Ln  ^  • 
whh  that  perfect  gocxl-humofandS^ff^^s^'p.dT^^^^^^^ 

7hZ^hthfl"7'''f  ^''"'  ^'  ^^'^''^  that  Til  of^hem 
thought  he  had  made  a  mistake.  It  seemed  to  be  consider^ 
that  Brown  had  put  himself  in  a  bad  light  by  tryfng  to  throw 
tiie  blame  on  Jones.  Jones,  they  said,  should  not  have  bLen 

W'^rno^^'  k'°""'  ""1  P^°^^^'y  the  best ll^nTw^dS 
thTl!^  •  ^°  ^°""^^  ^'^^^''  The  irritating  thinl  about 
this  latter  view  was  that  it  was  exactly  what  wfst  had 
thought  m  the  first  place,  before  pressure  ^af  a^^lied  to 

In  the  still  watches  of  the  night  the  young  man  was  harried 
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regard  to  that  youth  prompted  in  the  faintest  degree  by 
penonal  diriike?  Was  he  conceivably  the  kind  of  man  who 
is  capable  of  thinking  one  thing  and  doing  another?  The 
most  afflicting  of  all  doubts,  doubt  of  himself,  kept  the 
young  man  tossing  on  his  pillow  for  at  least  an  hour. 

But  he  woke  with  a  clear-cut  decision  singing  in  his  mind 
and  gladdening  his  morning.  He  would  take  Jones  back. 
He  would  generously  reinstate  the  youth,  on  the  ground  that 
the  public  mortification  already  put  upon  him  was  a  sufficient 
punishment  for  his  sins  and  abundant  warning  for  others 
like-minded.  This  would  settle  all  difficulties  at  one  stroke 
and  definitely  lay  the  ghost  of  a  disagreeable  occurrence. 
The  solution  was  so  simple  that  he  marvelled  that  he  had 
not  thought  of  it  before. 

His  morning's  mail,  containing  one  or  two  very  unpleasant 
letters,  only  strengthened  his  determination.  He  lost  no 
time  in  carrying  it  out.  By  special  messenger  he  dis^tatched 
a  carefully  written  and  kindly  letter  to  Jones,  Senior.  Jones, 
Senior,  tore  it  across  the  middle  and  returned  it  by  the  same 
messenger.  He  then  informed  the  Chronicle  what  he  had 
done.  The  Chronicle  that  afternoon  shrieked  it  under  a  five- 
column  head,  together  with  a  ferocious  statement  from  Jonef , 
Senior,  saying  that  he  would  rather  see  his  sou  breaking  roc'.i 
in  the  road  than  a  student  in  such  a  college  as  Blaines  was, 
under  the  present  regime.  The  editor,  instead  of  seeing  in 
West's  letter  a  spontaneous  act  of  magnanimity  in  the  in- 
terest of  the  academic  uplift,  maliciously  twisted  it  into  a 
grudging  confession  of  error,  "unrelieved  by  the  grace  of 
manly  retraction  and  apology."  So  ran  the  editorial,  which 
was  offensively  headed  "West's  Fatal  Flop."  Some  of  the 
State  papers,  it  seemed  -om  excerpts  printed  in  another 
column,  were  foolishly  following  the  Chronicle's  lead;  Re- 
publican cracker-box  orators  were  trying  somehow  to  make 
capital  of  the  thing;  and  altogether  there  was  a  very  un- 
pleasant little  mess,  which  showed  signs  of  developing 
rapidly  into  what  is  known  as  an  "issue." 

That  afternoon,  when  the  tempest  in  the  collegiate  tea- 
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Sv™b"S!?.*h  *^«^?^'  West,  being  downtown  on 
^Z^:  ;  u  T'  ***"<«*  to  drop  in  at  the  Post  office  ac- 
cording  to  h.8  frequent  habit.  He  found  the  sanctum^X 
the  guard  of  the  young  assistant  editor.  The  SeTn  S:T 

was  acting-editor  and  sole  contributor  of  the  leaded  mSon^ 
The  two  young  men  greeted  each  other  pleasantl^ 
flatflJ?^  '*!?*",^  ^°."  ^''^'^ ^^y-"  ^d  West,  presently,  "and 

S^HehTed*"..  ^^  'k"'  "*'^^'/  '^^  ^"  »-'^  surprTs^d  and 
delighted  at  the  character  of  the  work  you're  doine     If« 

me  as  quite  a  feat  for  a  man  of  your  years." 

Because  he  was  pleased  at  this  tribute,  Queed  answered 
briefly,  and  at  once  changed  the  subject.  BuThelid  kS^ 
^S^L'.'w^s't':^'"^  ^'^  '°^  ^'^^^  ^^^"^  were'^illg":^! 
"  Y  Well,  not  hardly  "  said  West,  and  gave  his  pleasant  laugh 
coISSaTttfr"-^''"^'''^^ 
oy  tne  way,    he  added,  with  entire  good  humor  "the  Pn^t 
does  n't  appear  to  have  noticed  it  after  all."       '  ^'*' 

«f«n!J°'M^  .^"^'  ^'^'^'y'  "°t  pretending  to  misunder- 
s^nd.  He  hesitated,  a  rare  thing  with  him.  "The  act  is  I 
could  not  wnte  what  you  would  naturally  wish  to  hiv^ 

West  threw  up  his  hands  in  mock  horror.    "Here's  an- 
other one!     Come  on.  fellers!     Kick  him !  -  h"not  no 

man  wh  Jr.^':°^L"  ^f  '""«^«^'  "^  ^-"^nd  myself^of  tSe 
man  who  stuck  his  head  in  at  the  teller's  window  wantW 

to  have  a  check  cashed    The  teller  didn't  know  him  from 
^I^h'      r^'^'ru  ^"^  ^"""^«  ^^'^  »«  the  city?'  asked  h^ 

fuUy^'-toTZwt'lf^^^^^ 

*u"y,    to  lollow  the  advice  that  you,  y^une  man  roa«vi  a*- 

me  for  a  column  on  the  fatal  morning  ''^         '     ^^  *' 
I  ve  regretted  that,"  said  Queed.  "Though,  of  courae.  I 
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never  looked  for  any  such  development*  a*  this.  I  wm 
merely  trying  to  act  on  Colonel  Cowles's  advice  about  always 
playing  up  local  to|MCS.  You  are  doubtless  familiar  with  his 
dictum  that  the  people  are  far  morie  interested  in  a  cat-fight 
at  Seventh  and  Centre  Streets  than  in  the  greatest  exploits 
of  science." 

West  laughed  and  rose  to  go.  Then  a good-nat  ted  thought 
struck  him.  "Look  here,"  said  he,  "this  must  be  a  great 
load,  with  the  Colonel  away  —  doh),<  all  of  three  columns  a 
day  by  yourself.   How  on  earth  do  ,  oa  manage  it?" 

"Well,  I  start  work  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning." 

"And  what  time  does  that  get  you  through?" 

"Usually  in  time  to  get  to  press  with  it." 

"Oh,  I  say!  '^' at  won't  do  at  all.  You'll  break  yourself 
down,  playing  both  ends  against  the  middle  like  that.  Let 
me  help  vo  .  out,  won't  you?  Let  me  do  something  for  you 

right  UHv: 

"  If  yju  really  feel  like  it,"  said  Queed,  remembering  how 
the  Colonel  welcomed  Mr.  West's  occasional  contributions 
to  his  columns,  "of  course  I  shall  be  glad  to  have  something 
from  you." 

"Why,  my  dear  fellow,  certainly!  Hand  me  some  copy- 
paper  there,  and  go  right  on  with  your  work  while  I  unbosom 
my  pent-up  Uticas." 

He  meditated  a  moment,  wrote  rapidly  for  half  an  hour, 
and  rose  with  a  hurried  glance  at  his  watch. 

" Here's  a  little  squib  about  the  college  that  may  serve  as 
a  space-filler.  I  must  fly  for  an  engagement.  I  '11  try  to  come 
down  to-morrow  afternoon  anyway,  and  if  you  need  any- 
thing to-night,  'phone  me.   Delighted  to  help  you  out." 

Queed  picked  up  the  scattered  sheets  and  read  them  over 
carefully.  He  found  that  Director  West  had  written  a  very 
able  defense,  and  whole-hearted  endorsement,  of  President 
West's  position  in  the  Blaines  College  hazing  affair. 

The  acting  editor  sat  for  some  time  in  deep  thought. 
Eighteen  months'  increasing  contact  with  Buck  Klinker  and 
Other  men  of  action  had  somewhat  tamed  his  soaring  self- 
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•ufficiency.  He  was  not  nearly  so  sure  as  he  once  wa.  th.t 
he  knew  everything  there  was  to  know,  and  a  li«^  l^ret 
«des.  West,  personally,  whom  he  saw  often,  he  haHradu 
ally  come  to  admire  with  warmth.    By  slowXf^  it" 

gual  ties  of  a  very  desirable  sort  which  he  himself  lacked 
W^t  s  opmion  on  a  question  of  college  discipline  was  S 
to  be  at  least  as  sound  as  his  own.  Moreover  wLTwa^  one 
of  the  owners  and  managers  of  the  Post 

JS'thr^i^le^"^'  '-''  "-  -  »«-  ^^  could  accept 

•  i''^^J^^°'^■^chool  Colonel's  fundamental  axiom  driHed 
mto  and  f uUy  adopted  by  his  assistant,  that  th^Xr  mu^ 

in  h^^lumnVXi''^ '"  '^'''  '^^^^  tharap^eT"^' 
m  nis  columns.    Those  columns,  to  be  kept  oure  mu^t  r^ 

present  nothing  but  the  editor's  personal  viewrxSo^ 

on  more  than  one  occasion,  the  Colonel  hadTefu^  ^^I 

blank  to  prepare  articles  which  his  directors  wishXS 

^hlr^T  ^^^^^'"P^"'"^  '^^  refusals  with  his  rSgn"  tSn' 
which  the  directors    nvariably  returned  tn  h.-rT^u      u 

in  the  Colonel's  stead.  Over  the  telephone.  CoZe" Cow4 
had  instructed  him.  four  days  before,  to  assume  fuU  re^^^ 
«bil.ty.  communicating  with  him  or  with  the  .Hrec^ni 

where  those  legs  now  twitched  to  lead  him,  the  yo!n,  m. 
could  have  no  doubt.    If  he  had  a  passion  in  his  sdentUt's 
bosom  It  was  or  exact  and  unflinching  veracity     Even  to 
keep  the  Posl  silent  had  been  something  of  a  strain  urTn  h  s 
.nsunct  for  truth,  for  a  voice  within  him  had  wh^SerS  tha 

a  matter  so  locally  interesting  as  this.   To  publish  this  edi- 

bevoLrF^  T'\'^l  '"^'^"'^^  '^  ^he  breaking  pont  and 
&e1;etV^^t^^''^"^""'^"^^«^^y'"^'^heTherany 
body  else  but  him  knew  it  or  not.  that'he,  the  present  editor 

crutn  was  that  he  did  nothing  of  the  sort. 
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At  dght  o'clock  that  night,  he  succeeded,  after  prolonged 
search  of  the  town  on  the  part  of  the  switchboard  boy,  in 
getting  West  to  the  telephone. 

"Mr.  West,"  said  Queed,  "I  am  very  sorry,  but  I  don't 
see  how  I  can  print  your  article." 

"Oh,  Lord! "  came  West's  untroubled  voice  back  over  the 
wire.  "And  a  man's  enemies  shall  be  those  of  his  own  house- 
hold. What's  wrong  with  it,  Mr.  Editor?" 

Queed  explained  his  reluctances.  "If  that  is  not  satis- 
factory to  you,"  he  added,  at  the  end,  "as  it  hardly  can  be, 
I  give  you  my  resignation  now,  and  you  yourself  can  take 
charge  immediately." 

"Bless  your  heart,  no!  Put  it  in  the  waste-basket.  It 
doesn't  make  a  kopeck's  worth  of  difference.  Here's  a 
thought,  though.  Do  you  approve  of  the  tactics  of  those 
Chronicle  fellows  in  the  matter?" 

"No,  I  do  not." 

"Well,  why  not  show  them  up  to-morrow?" 

"I'll  be  glad  to  do  it." 

So  Queed  wrote  a  stinging  little  article  of  a  couple  of  sticks' 
length,  holding  up  to  public  scorn  journalistic  redshirts  who 
curry-combed  the  masses,  and  preached  class  hatred  for  the 
money  there  was  in  it.  It  is  doubtiul  if  this  article  helped 
matters  much.  For  the  shameless  Chronicle  seized  on  it  as 
showing  that  the  Post  had  tried  to  defend  the  president, 
and  utterly  failed.  "Even  the  West  organ,"  so  ran  its  brazen 
capitals,  "  does  not  dare  endorse  its  darling.  And  no  wonder, 
after  the  storm  of  indignation  aroused  by  the  Chronicle's 
fearless  exposures." 

West  kept  his  good  humor  and  self-control  intact,  but  it 
was  hardly  to  be  expected  that  he  enjoyed  venomous  mis- 
representation of  this  sort.  The  solidest  comfort  he  got  in 
these  days  came  from  Sharlee  Weyland,  who  did  not  read 
the  Chronicle,  and  was  most  beautifully  confident  that  what- 
ever he  had  done  was  right.  But  after  all,  the  counselings  of 
Miss  Avery,  of  whom  he  also  saw  much  that  spring,  better 
suited  his  disgruntled  humor. 
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They  are  incapable  of  appreciating  you,"  said  she  a 
«ren  in  the  red  motor.  "You  owe  it  to  yourilf  to  ente^  a 
larger  field.  And"  -so  ran  the  languorous  voice- "t^ 
your  friends."  ^        w 

The  trustees  met  on  Saturday,  with  the  Chronicle  still 
pounding  away  with  deadly  regularity.   Its  editori^of  the 
-NTAnZ7^'^^'^'^f^'  "We  Want  A  College  President 
ZT  °/   ,iif^  President,"  and  had  frankly  urged  the  trus- 
tees of  old  Blames  to  consider  whether  a  change  of  adr^^- 
istration  was  not  advisable.  This  was  advice  which^me 
of  the  trustees  were  only  too  ready  to  follow.    Jam^  E 
Winter  coming  armed  cap-a-pie  to  the  meeting.  su^2tS' 
that  Mr.  West  withdraw  for  a  time,  which  Mr  W^HrS 
perly  declined  to  do.    The   implacable  insurgent   ther^ 
upon  launched  int     a  bitter  face-to-face  denundation  of 
the  president  s  conduct  in  the  hazing  affair,  outpaSng  the 
Chromcle  by  intimating,  too  piainly  for  courtesy,  that  the 
presidents  conduct  toward  Jones  was  characterized  by 
duplicity.  If  not  wanting  inconsistent  adherence  to  veracity 
I  had  a  hard  time  to  keep  from  hitting  him,"  said  West 
afterwards,  "but  I  knew  that  would  1^  the  worst  thS 
I  could  possibly  do."  "  Maybe  so,"  sighed  Mr  pTne  apcLr 

ing  that  the  president's  continuance  in  office  was  prejudicial 
to  the  we  fare  of  filaines  College,  and  was  defea?S'9  to  3 
Nevertheless,  West  always  looked  back  at  this  meetL  L 
Zt  i'lu   ""m"*  ""P'easant  incidents  in  his  life.  He  flung 
out  of  It  humiliated,  angry,  and  thoroughly  sick  at  heart 

West  saw  himself  as  a  persecuted  patriot,  who  had  laid  a 
costlyoblationonthealtarof  public  spirit  only  to  see  the  base 
crowd  jostle  forward  and  spit  upon  S.  He  was  ^r  in  th  s 
world's  goods.  It  had  cost  him  five  thousandTyear  to 
accept  the  presidency  of  Blaines  College.  And  this  was  how 
they  rewarded  him.  To  him,  as  he  sat  longin  his  office  biood- 
mg  upon  the  darkness  of  life,  there  came  a  visitor,  a  tall 
angular,  twrnklmg-eyed.  slow-speaking  individual  who  per- 
petually chewed  an  unlighted  cigar.   He  was  PlonnyNealno 
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other,  the  reputed  great  chieftain  of  city  politics.  Once  the 
Post,  in  an  article  inspired  by  West,  had  referred  to  Honny 
as  "this  notorious  grafter."  Ploiuiy  could  hardly  have  con- 
sidered this  courteous;  but  he  was  a  man  who  never  remem- 
bered a  grudge,  until  ready  to  pay  it  back  with  compound 
interest.  West's  adolescent  passion  for  the  immediate 
reform  of  politics  had  long  since  softened,  and  nowadays 
when  the  whirligig  of  afiairs  threw  the  two  men  together,  as 
it  did  not  infrequently,  they  met  on  the  easiest  and  friend- 
liest terms.  West  liked  Plonny,  as  everybody  did,  and  of 
Plonny's  sincere  liking  for  him  he  never  had  the  slightest 
doubt. 

In  fact,  Mr.  Neal's  present  call  was  to  report  that  the  man- 
ner in  which  a  lady  brushes  a  midge  from  her  summering 
brow  was  no  simpler  than  the  wiping  of  James  E.  Winter  off 
th&  board  of  Blaines  College. 

That  topic  being  disponed  of,  West  introduced  another. 

"  Noticed  the  way  the  Chronicle  is  jumping  on  me  with  all 
four  feet,  Plonny?"  he  asked,  with  rather  a  forced  laugh. 
"Why  can't  those  fellows  forget  it  and  leave  me  alone?" 

By  a  slow  facial  manoeuvre,  Mr.  Neal  contrived  to  make 
his  cigar  look  out  upon  the  vtrorld  with  contemptuousness 
unbearable. 

"Why,  nobody  pays  no  attention  to  them  fellers*  wind, 
Mr.  West.  You  could  buy  them  off  for  a  hundred  dollars, 
ten  dollars  down,  and  have  them  praising  you  three  times 
a  week  for  two  hundred  dollars,  twenty-hve  dollars  down. 
I  only  take  the  paper,"  said  Mr.  Neal,  "because  their  Sun- 
day is  mighty  convenient  f'r  packin'  furniture  f'r  shipment." 

The  Chronicle  was  the  only  paper  Mr.  Neal  ever  thought  of 
reading,  and  this  was  how  he  stabbed  it  in  the  back. 

"  I  don't  want  to  butt  in,  Mr.  West,"s;iid  he,  rising,  "and 
you  can  stop  me  if  I  am,  but  as  a  friend  of  yours  —  why  are 
you  botherin'  yourself  at  all  with  this  here  kid's-size  pro- 
position?" 

"What  kid's-size  proposition?" 

"This  little  two-by-twice  grammar  school  that  tries  to 
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pass  iteelf  off  for  a  college.  And  you  ain't  even  boss  of  it  at 
that!  You  got  a  gang  of  mossbacks  sitting  on  your  head  who 
don  t  get  a  live  idea  among  'em  wunstayear.  Why,  the  arch- 
angel  Gabne  would  n't  have  a  show  with  a  lot  of  corpses 
hke  them!  Of  course  it  ain't  my  business  to  give  advice  ^ 
man  like  you,  and  I'm  probably  offendin'  you  sayin'  this 
but  someway  you  don't  seem  to  see  what's  so  plain  to 
everybody  else.  It 's  your  modesty  keeps  you  blind.  I  guess. 
Bu  here  s  what  I  don't  see:  why  don't  you  come  out  of  this 
little  hole  m  the  ground  and  get  in  line?" 
"Inline?" 

B^entng  Wtndbag  that  nobody  pays  no  more  attention  to 
than  kids  yelhng  in  the  street.   How  about  having  a  paper 
of  your  own  some  day.  to  express  your  own  ideas  and  e^t 
thing^  done,  big  things,  the  way  you  want  'em? " 
You  mean  the  Post?" 
"Well,  the  editor  of  the  Post  certainly  would  be  in  line 
whereas  the  president  of  Blaines  Grammar  School  ccrtaiSy 

"What  do  you  mean  by  in  line,  Plonny?" 

*'  iZ-  ^uf  '"''^*^  his  cigarwith  an  enigmatic  significance. 
1  might  mean  one  thing  and  I  might  mean  another     I 
®  ^r  ^^V  "^^^^  8^ve  a  thought  to  poltix,  did  you?" 

Well,  in  a  general  way  I  have  thought  of  it  sometimes." 

"T  JL  ^°^  '\^^f  "'°'"^'"  ^^^  ^'•-  Neal.  from  thedoor. 
I  see  a  kind  of  shake-up  comin'.  People  say  I  've  got  in- 
flajnce  in  poltix.  and  sort  of  help  to  run  things.  Of  course 
It  am  t  so.  I  ve  got  no  more  infloonce  than  what  my  ballot 
gives  me.  and  my  takin'  an  intelligent  public  interest  in 
what  s  gom  on.  But  it  looks  to  an  amatoor  like  the  people 
are  gettm'  tired  of  this  ring-rule  they  been  givin'  us.  aKe 
goin  to  rise  in  their  majesty  pretty  soon,  and  fill  the  offices 
with  young  progressive  men  who  never  heeled  f'r  the  or- 
ganization. 

,«.^f  "^f"*  away  leaving  the  young  president  of  Blaines 
vastiy  cheered.    Certainly  no  language  could  have  made 
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Neal's  meanin)^  any  plainer.  He  had  come  to  tell  West  that, 
if  he  would  only  consent  to  get  in  line,  he,  great  Neal,  de- 
sired to  put  him  in  high  office  —  doubtless  the  Mayoralty, 
which  in  all  human  probability  meant  the  Governorship 
four  years  later. 

West  sat  long  in  rapt  meditation.  He  marveled  at  him- 
self for  having  ever  accepted  his  present  position.  Its  lim- 
itations were  so  narrow  and  so  palpable,  its  possibilities  were 
so  restricted,  its  complacent  provincialism  so  glaring,  that 
the  imaginative  glories  with  which  he  had  once  enwrapped 
it  seemed  now  simply  grotesque.  As  long  as  he  remained, 
he  was  an  entombed  nonentity.  Beyond  the  college  walls, 
out  of  the  reach  of  the  contemptible  bigotry  of  the  trustees 
of  this  woild,  the  people  were  calling  for  him.  He  could  be 
the  new  type  of  public  servant,  the  clean,  strong,  fearless, 
idolized  young  Moses,  predestined  to  lead  a  tired  people 
into  the  promised  land  of  political  purity.  Once  more  a 
white  meadow  of  eager  faces  rolled  out  before  the  eye  of  his 
mind ;  and  this  time,  from  the  buntinged  hustings,  he  did 
not  extol  learning  with  classic  periods,  but  excoriated  polit- 
ick dishonesty  in  red-hot  phrases  which  jerked  the  throngs 
to  their  feet,  frenzied  with  ardor.  .  .  . 

And  it  was  while  he  was  still  in  this  vein  of  thought,  as  it 
happened,  that  Colonel  Cowles,  at  eleven  o'clock  on  the  first 
night  of  June,  dropped  dead  in  his  bathroom,  and  left  the 
Post  without  an  editor. 
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retumivi  with  ^^k;    r    r  nome  to  which  the  assistant 

tcturnea  with  this  feehng  was  not  the  ThJrri  H^n  d    i      r 

li We  house'  oL-DX^'cC^Sf-s^r  'p^rN"'"  f  "•'" 
S?,  ^  the  old  professor's  sitting-room  at  Mrs    Pavn 

o^- Jrc^^Tadin'': '^'^  "f  •^"^  ^^  -'«■>«  -^s:^ 

'•Ah    h         "^^^^'"g  and  smoking  a  strong  cigarette 

imp^ve/™'  "  '^*""  Co^l^'sfuneral.  Itwasdeddedly 
"Ah!" 
Queed  dropped  down  into  one  of  Nicolovius's  agreeable 
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chairs  and  let  his  eyes  roam  over  the  room.  He  was  ex- 
tremely comfqrtable  in  this  house ;  a  little  too  comfortable,  he 
was  beginning  to  think  now,  considering  that  he  paid  but  seven 
dollarsand  fifty centsa  week  towards itssupport.  Hehadadesk 
and  lamp  all  his  own  in  the  living-room,  a  table  and  lamp  in 
his  bedroom,  ease  and  independence  over  two  floors.  An 
old  negro  man  looked  after  the  two  gentlemen  and  gave 
them  excellent  things  to  eat.  The  house  was  an  old  one,  and 
small;  it  was  in  an  unfashionable  part  of  town,  and  having 
stood  empty  for  some  time,  could  be  had  for  thirty-fivedoUeirs 
a  month.  However,  Nicolovius  had  wiped  out  any  economy 
here  by  spending  his  money  freely  to  repair  and  beautify. 
He  had  had  workmen  in  the  house  for  a  month,  papering, 
painting,  plumbing,  and  altering. 

"Dozens  of  people  could  not  get  in  the  church,"  said 
Queed.  "They  stood  outside  in  the  street  till  the  service 
was  over." 

Nicolovius  was  looking  out  of  the  window,  and  answered 
casually.  "I  daresay  he  was  an  excellent  man  according  to 
his  lights." 

"Coming  to  know  him  very  well  in  the  past  year,  I 
found  that  his  lights  stood  high." 

"As  high,  I  am  sure,  as  the  environment  in  which  he  was 
bom  and  raised  made  possible." 

"You  have  a  low  opinion,  then,  of  ante-bellum  civilization 
in  the  South?" 

"Who  that  knows  his  history  could  have  otherwise?" 

"You  know  history,  I  admit,"  said  Queed,  lightly  falling 
upon  the  side  issue,  "surprisingly,  indeed,  considering  that 
you  have  not  read  it  for  so  many  years." 

"  A  man  is  not  likely  to  forget  truths  burned  into  him  when 
he  is  young." 

"Everything  depends,"  said  Queed,  returning  to  his 
muttons,  "upon  how  you  are  going  to  appraise  a  civiliza- 
tion. If  the  only  true  measure  is  economic  efficiency,  no  one 
can  question  that  the  old  Southern  system  was  one  of  the 
worst  ever  conceived." 
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"Can  you,  expert  upon  organized  society  as  you  are  ad- 
mit  any  doubts  upon  that  point?  "  ' 

dayJ."  ""  ^''^^^^S^  ^°"^^  "P°n  a  «ood  many  points  these 

Nicolovius  resumed  his  cigarette.  Talk  languished.  Both 
men  enjoyed  a  good  silence.  Many  a  supper  thf  y  ate  through 
without  a  word.  The  old  man's  attitude  toward  the  youS 
"""f  S  ^^^T""^-  He  had  sloughed  off  some  of  the  t^ 
pohshed  blandness  of  his  manner,  and  now  offered  a  frnpl^ 
Ti?^u^?^"".^  °^  naturalness  and  kindliness.  They  had 
tVn  ii?  ^'^^'  °^  ^'°"^^'^^  ^''^'  ^°°f-tree  for  a  month 

iV.  ^^J^^  "°'  ^^'  ^"'"P'  ''  "^  ^  "^^"e'-  of  course.  He 
was  decidedb^  more  prone  to  be  analytical  than  he  had  been 
a  year  ago.  Yet  whatever  could  be  urged  against  it  the  S 
house  was  in  one  way  making  a  subtle  tug^pon  his  regard 
It  was  the  nearest  thing  to  a  home  that  he  had  ever  had  fnWs 
hfe,  or  was  ever  Hkely  to  have 
^^nd  when  will  the  Post  directors  meet  to  choose  his  sue 

"I  haven't  heard.   Very  soon,  I  should  think." 
name  yo^?"^^'"'    '"^^'''"  "^^  Nicolovius,  "that  they  will 

thiusdh"  ^'  ^'  ~  ^^  "°  "''^"'•'  ^  ^  "^"^^y  "-^^P^v*' 

.nS-^^K^'r**^  ^*  ^^^  ^^^*^^  ^"^  ^-ose.    "There  is  hall 
a^n^hour  before  supper,  I  see.   I  think  I  must  turn  it  to  a^ 

Nicolovius  looked  regretful.  "Why  not  allow  yourself  this 
minute's  rest,  and  me  the  pleasure  of  your  society?'' 

Queed  hesitated.  "  No  -  I  think  my  duty  is  to  my  work  " 
room  «n!rl';'l*^!  adjoining  room,  which  was  his  bed- 
room, and  shut  the  door.   Here  at  his  table,  he  passed  all 

whln\  T/?-^'  ^'  1P^"'  ^  '^^  ^°"^'  except  aft^per 
h17.u\^'^  ''V'^  ?  '^^  sitting-room  ^th  Nicolovks. 
He  felt  that,  m  honor,  he  owed  some  companionship,  of  the 
body  at  least,  to  the  old  man  in  exchange  fbr  the  run  of  the 
house,  and  his  evemngs  were  his  conscientious  concession 
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to  his  social  duty.  But  sometimes  he  felt  the  surprising  and 
wholly  irratiQnal  impulse  to  concede  more,  to  give  the  old 
man  a  larger  measure  of  society  than  he  was,  so  to  say, 
paying  for.  He  felt  it  now  as  he  seated  himself  methodically 
and  opened  his  table  drawer. 

From  a  purely  selfish  point  of  view,  which  was  the  only 
point  of  view  from  which  such  a  compact  need  be  considered, 
he  could  hardly  think  that  his  new  domestic  arrangement 
was  a  success.  Greater  comforts  he  had,  of  course,  but  it 
is  not  upon  comforts  that  the  world's  work  hangs.  The 
important  facts  were  that  he  was  paying  as  much  as  he 
had  paid  at  Mrs.  Paynter's,  and  was  enjoying  rather  less 
privacy.  He  and  Nicolovius  were  friends  of  convenience 
only.  Yet  somehow  the  old  professor  managed  to  obtrude 
himself  perpetually  upon  his  consciousness.  The  young  man 
began  to  feel  an  annoying  sense  of  personal  responsibility 
toward  him,  an  impulse  which  his  reason  rejected  utterly. 

He  was  aware  that,  personally,  he  wished  himself  back  at 
Mrs.  Paynter's  and  the  Scriptorium.  A  free  man,  in  pos- 
session of  this  knowledge,  would  immediately  pack  up  and 
return.  But  that  was  just  the  trouble.  He  who  had  always, 
hitherto,  been  the  freest  man  in  the  world,  appeared  no 
longer  to  be  free.  He  was  aware  that  he  would  find  it 
very  difficult  to  walk  into  the  sitting-room  at  this  moment, 
and  tell  Nicolovius  that  he  was  going  to  leave.  The  old 
man  would  probably  make  a  scene.  The  irritating  thing 
about  it  was  that  Nicolovius,  being  as  solitary  in  the  great 
world  as  he  himself,  actually  minded  his  isolation,  and  was 
apparently  coming  to  depend  upon  him. 

But  after  all,  he  was  contented  here,  and  his  work  was 
prospering  largely.  The  days  of  his  preparation  for  his  Post 
labors  were  definitely  over.  He  no  longer  had  to  read  or  study ; 
he  stood  upon  his  feet,  und  carried  his  editorial  qualifica- 
tions under  his  hat.  His  duties  as  assistant  editor  occupied 
him  but  four  or  five  hours  a  day;  some  three  hours  a  day  — 
the  allotment  wis  inexact,  for  the  Schedule  had  lost  its 
first  rigid  precision  —  to  the  Sciences  of  Physical  Cul- 
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ture  and  Human  Intercouree-  all  th^  r«.f  «.«  *k    e  • 
Fortune  had  pitched  a  bombi  thU^^Si  &hed^! 

£^^?^?r"---trSerS 

mL  fu\u    ^^  l!?  ^^°^  ^'"''  ^«  had  finally  made  Ss 
mind  that  he  would  accept  the  election.  ^  ^ 

m  his  attitude  toward  the  newsnarv^r  n....^ 

when  he  had  full  charge  of  the  editorial  page-lnd  S 
''ow-he  had  an  exhilarating  consciousness  of  r^rS 
^Te^rdSi^:  ^^'^'  --'  ^^-  an^sTL^rhi 
No  inducements  of  this  sort,  alone,  could  ever  have  dra«.n 

He  wLTd  ^r.^''"'''  '^'^  ^""'^  ^'^'^  '^^"^  an  assit^; 
dayTthMn?.  •'•.T™"^'.  ^^'^  himself- four  hout^  a 
thL  out  (^!P^  l"""'  "'f '•  ^^  ^^^  th,v«hed  the  whole 
L  four  vear^Ln  T^r'''*^"^"'"  ^^~"'d  ^"i^h  his  book 
m  tour  years  and  a  half  more:  -  an  unoreredentedlv  earlv 

Zm^^Z  r"^P'r^  "^  monumental  a  work  And  who 
could  say  that  in  thus  making  haste  slowly,  he  would  no? 
have  acquired  a  breadth  of  outlook,  and  d^o^r^!"!tdge 
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of  the  practical  conditions  of  life,  which  would  be  advan- 
tageously reflected  in  the  Magnum  Opus  itself? 

The  young  man  sat  at  his  table,  the  sheaf  of  yellow  sheets 
which  made  up  the  chapter  he  was  now  working  on  ready 
under  his  hand.  Around  him  were  his  reference  books,  his 
note-books,  his  pencils  and  erasers,  all  the  neat  parapher- 
nalia of  his  trade.  Everything  was  in  order;  yet  he  touched 
none  of  them.  Presently  his  eyes  fell  upon  his  open  watch, 
and  his  mind  went  off  into  new  channels,  or  rather  into  old 
channels  which  he  thought  he  had  abandoned  for  this  half- 
hour  at  any  rate.  In  five  minutes  more,  he  put  away  his 
manuscript,  picked  up  his  watch,  and  strolled  back  into  the 
sitting-room.      « 

Nicolovius  was  sitting  where  he  had  left  him,  except  that 
now  he  was  not  reading  but  merely  staring  out  of  the  win- 
dow. He  glanced  around  with  a  look  of  pleased  surprise  and 
welcome. 

"Ah-h!  Did  genius  fail  to  burn?"  he  asked,  employing  a 
bromidic  phrase  which  Queed  particularly  detested. 

"That  is  one  way  of  putting  it,  I  suppose." 

"Or  did  you  take  pity  on  my  solitariness?  You  must  not 
let  me  become  a  drag  upon  you." 

Queed,  dropping  into  a  chair,  rather  out  of  humor,  made  no 
reply.   Nicolovius  continued  to  look  out  of  the  window. 

"  I  see  in  the  Post,"  he  presently  began  again,  *'  that 
Colonel  Cowles,  after  getting  quite  well,  broke  himself  down 
again  in  preparing  for  the  so-called  Reunion.  It  seems  rather 
hard  to  have  to  give  one's  life  for  such  a  rabble  of  beggars." 

"That  is  how  you  regard  the  veterans,  is  it?" 

"Have  you  ever  seen  the  outfit?" 

"Never." 

"  I  have  lived  here  long  enough  to  learn  something  of  them. 
Look  at  them  for  yourself  next  week.  Mix  with  them.  Talk 
with  them.  You  will  find  them  worth  a  study  —  and  worth 
nothing  else  under  the  sun." 

"  I  have  been  looking  forward  to  doing  something  of  that 
sort,"  said  Queed,  introspectively. 
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Had  not  MiM  Weyland,  the  last  time  he  had  »n^  i,«. 
-^mey.  one  evening  about  two  months   Setr^^' 
prewly  invited   him  to  coine  and   witne^  Ihi   d'      • 
parade  from  her  piazza?  ^  ^^  Reunion 

iJ'^^^u'^u  ^:'l  ^'^  Nicolovius.  in  his  purrine  voice  "a 
lot  of  shabby  old  men,  outside  and  in,  who  never  d?d  - 
honest  day's  work  in  their  lives  "  "*  *" 

"thT'^'A""*'^  ^''  ^'«^''^"«  «"^  «"avely  resumed- 
They  went  to  war  as  young  men.  because  it  proS'to 

sWe  Or^  "^  '1^"  P"'*^'"^  ^  P'°^  °^^^  -  wo'ln-ouf^i ,? 
side.  Or  because  there  was  nothing  else  to  do.  Or  becaul 
they  were  conscripted  and  kicked  into  it.    They  came  ot^ 

tH^'"'  ?"  '"^u^  '"^'"^'^'^  ^'■^^^^^«  '"  history.'^Thrshif 
I««  boor  of  a  stable-boy  found  himself  transformed  into  a 
shimng  hero,  and  he  meant  to  lie  back  and  live  onlt  for^he 
rest  of  h.sdays^  Beassured  that  he  understood  ver^  well  the 
^h  value  of  his  old  uniform.  If  he  had  a  p^g-^ro  an 
ITLI^"""'  "^  "'""'^  '^'  "^^--^  impudently  c^uld  he  pa^ 

S'btdTa^rL'"^-    ^""'J?'''  y^^-'h^  and  his  m'en 
licant  band  have  been  a  cursed  albatross  hung  around  the 

lo^i?  K   th-'-- honest  fellows.   Able-bodi.d  men,  they  have 
Swh-  Kr^*  '^''"  "P  millions  of  dollars,  belingfng  to  a 
L      ;5!!i  '^^^  ^'^'^"^  *°  '°^'^«"d  ^hich.  as  they  we"  know 
has  ne«ied  every  penny  for  the  desperate  struggllo   ex^T' 
ence.   Since  the  political  party  which  dominatesfhis  State  is 

It  will  be  a  God  s  mercy  when  the  last  one  of  them  is  in  his 
^u^'  ^°"  ""^y  *^^'^  ""y  ^"""d  for  that  " 

But  Queed  being  a  scientist  by  passion,  never  took  anv 
body's  word  for  anything.    He  always  went  to  thl^riginai 
sources  of  information,  and  found  out  for  himself    It  was  a 

eff^t'ialfv  t^^^^^^  I'n'  f  ^.^^  ^^^  ^^^^''^^  ^he  field  so 
appeal  to  h  m  on  a  point  of  history,  though  the  Colonel  harf 
forty  years'  start  on  him.  and  h^  himself  '    '      ■  ^ 


that  history. 
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Therefore  Oueed  knew  that  Niootoviut,  by  taldng  the  caw 
of  one  soldier  in  ten,  perhaps,  or  twenty  or  fifty,  and  offering 
it  as  typical  of  the  whole,  was  bitterly  caricaturing  history; 
and  he  wondered  why  in  the  world  the  old  man  cared  to  do  it. 

"My  own  reading  of  the  recent  history  of  the  South," 
said  Queed,  "can  hardly  sustain  such  a  view." 

"You  have  only  to  read  further  to  be  convinced." 

"But  I  thought  you  yourself  never  read  recent  history." 

Nicolovius  flung  him  a  sharp  look,  which  the  young  man, 
staring  thoughtfully  at  the  floor,  missed.  The  old  professor 
laughed. 

"My  dear  boy!  I  read  it  on  the  lips  of  Major  Brooke,  1 
read  it  daily  in  the  newspapers,  I  read  it  in  such  articles  as 
your  Colonel  Cbwies  wrote  about  this  very  Reunion.  I  can- 
not get  away  from  history  in  the  making,  if  I  would.  Ah, 
there  is  the  supper  bell  —  I'm  quite  ready  for  it,  too.  Let 
us  go  down." 

They  went  down  arm  in  arm.  On  the  stairs  Nicolovius 
said:  "These  Southern  manifestations  interest  me  because, 
though  extreme,  they  are  after  all  so  absurdly  typical  of  hu- 
man nature.  I  have  even  seen  the  same  sort  of  thing  in  my 
own  land." 

Queed,  though  he  knew  the  history  of  Ireland  very  well, 
could  not  recall  any  parallel  to  the  United  Confederate 
Veterans  in  the  annals  of  that  country.  Still,  a  man  capable 
of  distorting  history  as  Nicolovius  distorted  it  could  always 
find  a  parallel  to  anything  anywhere. 

When  the  meal  was  about  half  over,  Queed  said :  — 

"You  slept  badly  last  night,  did  n't  you?" 

"Yes  —  my  old  enemy.  The  attack  soon  passed.  How- 
ever, you  may  be  sure  that  it  is  a  comfort  at  such  times  to 
know  that  I  am  not  alone." 

"  If  you  should  need  any  —  ahem  —  assistance,  I  assume 
that  you  will  call  me,"  said  Queed,  after  a  pause. 

"Thank  you.  You  can  hardly  realize  what  your  presence 
here,  your  companionship  and,  I  hope  I  may  say,  your 
friendship,  mean  to  me." 
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Queed  gUnced  at  him  over  the  table,  and  hastily  turned 
h|.  glance  away.  He  had  surprii^l  Nicolovius  10^^"^ 
him  with  a  cunouily  tender  look  in  his  black  diamond  eyw 

The  young  man  went  to  the  office  that  night,  worried  by 
two  highly  irritating  ideas.  One  was  that  Ni^lm^rj^ 
«o.t  unjust^iy  permitting  himself  t.  :.  .omTde^d^ 
upon  hm,.  The  other  was  that  it  was  very  pecuh^that 
of  ^r^w'*'"''?  should  care  to  expre.  slandenius  views 
duced  mto  the  young  man's  mind.    I  »tin.itely  stuck  there. 


i^ 
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Meeting  of  the  Post  Directors  to  elect  a  Successor  to  Colonel 
Cowles;  Charles  Gardiner  West's  Sensible  Remarks  on  Mr. 
Queed;  Mr.  West's  Resignation  from  Old  Blaines  College^ 
and  New  Consecration  to  the  Uplift. 

THE  Post  directors  gathered  in  special  meeting  oi> 
Monday.  Their  first  act  was  to  adopt  some  beauti- 
ful resolutions,  prepared  by  Charles  Gardiner  West,  in 
memory  of  the  editor  who  had  served  the  paper  so  long  and 
so  well.  Next  'they  changed  the  organization  of  the  staff, 
splitting  the  late  Colonel's  heavy  duties  in  two,  by  creating 
the  separate  position  of  managing  editor;  this  official  to 
have  complete  authority  over  the  news  department  of  the 
paper,  as  the  editor  had  over  its  editorial  page.  The  directors 
named  Evan  Montague,  the  able  city  editor  he  Post,  to 
fill  the  new  ix)sition,  while  promoting  the  stroiigest  of  the 
reporters  to  fill  the  city  desk. 

The  chairman,  Stewart  Byrd,  then  announced  that  he 
was  ready  to  receive  nominations  for,  or  hear  discussion 
about,  the  editorship. 

One  of  the  directors,  Mr.  Hopkins,  observed  that,  as  he 
viewed  it,  the  directors  should  not  feel  restricted  to  local 
timber  in  the  choice  of  a  successor  to  the  Colonel.  He  said 
that  che  growing  importance  of  the  Post  entitled  it  to  an 
editor  of  the  first  ability,  and  that  the  directors  should  find 
such  a  one,  whether  in  New  York,  or  Boston,  or  San  Fran- 
cisco, 

Another  director,  Mr.  Hoggs,  remarked  that  it  did  not 
necessarily  follow  that  a  thoroughly  suitable  man  must  be 
a  New  York,  Boston,  or  San  Francisco  man.  Unless  he  was 
greatly  deceived,  there  was  an  eminently  suitable  man,  not 
merely  in  the  city,  but  in  the  office  of  the  Post,  where,  since 
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Colonel  Cowles's  death,  he  was  doing  fourteen  hours  of  ex- 
SrTnnum    "^^      ""  ^^  '^'  '""^  °^  ^^'^"  '^""^'•«*  d°«-" 
"Mr  Boggs's  point,"  said  Mr.  Hickok.  a  third  director 
who  ooked  something  like  James  E.  Winter,  "is  excSv 
well  taken.  A  United  States  Senator  from  a  Northern  Stfe 

Jtp  f^T  -T^  ^  u^'V^'  ^^""'°"  ''^^-  The  Senator  reads 
the  editorials  m  the  Posi  with  marked  attention,  has  askS 
me  the  name  of  the  writer,  and  has  commended  ^ome  of  his 
utterances  most  highly.  The  Senator  tells  me  that  he  neve 

Mr  H^I-'^^'k^'u  ';;  ^''  ^^'^  P^P^'— -  Boston  paf^r 
Mr.  Hopkins,  by  the  bye  -  his  reason  being  that  they  are 
never  worth  reading."  ^ 

Mr.  Shorter  and  Mr.  Porter,  fourth  and  fifth  directors 
17';?  ^^["^J^.^'th   Mr.   Hickok's  statement.    They 
averred  that  they  had  made  a  point  of  reading  the  pZ 
editorials  during  the  Colonel's  absence,  with  a  view  to  si W 

aTtefofTirr' '-'  ^"  ^^^^'^^'--^  -^^^^ 

Mr.  Wilmerding,asixth  director,  declared  that  the  Colonel 
had,  in  recent  months,  more  than  once  remarked  to  him  that 

In  fact,  the  Colonel  had  once  said  that  he  meant  to  retire 

^ov^I  %^"^'  "^^'u'  ^^'  °^  "°"'-^^  ^'^  the  directorship 
proval.  turn  over  the  editorial  helm  to  the  assistant.  There- 

olLu  ^K  "^'^""^^^f'  h-d  pleasure  in  nominaring  Mr. 
Q"^  for  the  position  of  editor  of  the  Post 

in  ^'n^A^'^^Iu^'''^  ^-'  ^?''^'  "^'^  th^t  they  had  pleasure 
in  seconding  this  nomination. 

r.J^'''-^^'"'^^  Gardiner  West,   a  seventh  director,   was 

IITS      A""'  ^  ^'^  '''^'^'-    ^^'-  West  expressed  his  in- 
tense gratification  over  what  had  been  said  in  eulogy  of 

ul  iP"?"^'   ^''  gratification,  some  might  argue,  was  not 

co^e/J^T^'f'  T''  ''  ^"^  ^'-  W^^t  who  had  dis- 
covered Mr.  Queed  and  sent  him  to  the  Post.  To  praise  the 

diVril•^7^V•^"■^^°'■^'°  P""^'^^  the  alert,  watchful,  and 
discriminating  director.    (Smiles.)    Serious!y,  Mr.  Queed's 
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woHe,  eqwdally  during  the  last  few  months,  had  been  of  the 
h^hest  order,  and  Mr.  West,  havi^  worked  beside  him  more 
than  once,  ventured  to  say  that  he  appreciated  his  valuable 
qualities  better  than  any  other  director.  If  the  Colonel 
had  but  lived  a  year  or  two  longer,  there  could  not,  in  his 
opinion,  be  the  smallest  question  as  to  what  step  the  honor- 
able directors  should  now  take.  But  as  it  was,  Mr.  West,  as 
Mr.  Queed's  original  sponsor  on  the  Post,  felt  it  his  duty  to 
call  attention  to  two  things.  The  first  was  the  young  man's 
extreme  youth.  The  second  was  the  fact  that  he  was  a 
stranger  to  the  State,  having  lived  there  less  than  two  years. 
At  his  present  rate  of  progress,  it  was  of  course  patent  to  any 
observer  that  he  was  a  potential  editor  of  the  Post,  and  a  great 
one.  But  mighty  it  not  be,  on  the  whole,  desirable — Mr.  West 
merely  suggested  the  idea  in  the  most  tentative  way,  and 
wholly  out  of  his  sense  of  sponsorship  for  Mr.  Queed  —  to 
give  him  a  little  longer  chance  to  grow  and  broaden  and 
learn,  before  throwing  the  highest  responsibility  and  the 
final  honors  uix)n  him? 

Mr,  West's  graceful  and  sensible  remarks  made  a  distinct 
impression  upon  the  directors,  and  Mr.  Hopkins  took  occa- 
sion to  say  that  it  was  precisely  such  thoughts  as  these  that 
had  led  him  to  suggest  looking  abroad  for  a  man.  Mr.  Shorter 
and  Mr.  Porter  asserted  that  they  would  deprecate  doing 
anything  that  Mr.  West,  with  his  closer  knowledge  of  actual 
conditions,  thought  premature.  Mr.  Boggs  cKimitted  that 
the  ability  to  write  editorials  of  the  first  order  was  not  all 
that  shoukl  be  required  of  the  editor  of  the  Post.  It  might 
be  doubtful,  thought  he,  whether  so  young  a  man  could 
represent  the  Post  properly  on  occasions  of  a  semi-public 
nature,  or  in  emergency  situations  such  as  occasionally 
arose  in  an  editorial  office. 

Mr.  Wilmerding  inquired  the  young  man's  age,  and  upon 
being  told  that  he  was  under  ( wenty-six,  remarked  that  only 
very  exceptional  abilities  could  counteract  such  youth  m 
that. 

"That,"  said  Mr.  Hirkok.  glancing  cursorily  at  Charles 
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Gardiner  West,  "is  exactly  the  sort  of  abyides  Mr.  Queed 
possesses." 

Discussion  flagged.  The  chairman  asked  if  they  were 
ready  for  a  vote  upon  Mr.  Queed. 

..D  ^**'  "**~^^'^'s  take  our  time.  "  said  Mr.  WUmerding. 

Perhaps  somebody  has  other  nominations  to  oflFer." 

No  one  seemed  to  have  other  nomiaations  to  oflFer.  Some 
minutes  were  consumed  by  random  suggestions  and  unpro- 
gressive  recommendations.  Busy  directors  began  to  look 
at  their  watches. 

"Look  here,  Gard  —  I  mean  Mr.  West,"  suddenly  said 
young  Theodore  Fyne,  the  baby  of  the  board.  "Why 
couldn't  we  persuade  you  to  take  the  editorship? ...  Re- 
sign from  the  college,  you  know?" 

"Now  you  have  said  something!"  cried  Mr.  Hopkins,  ea- 
thusiastically. 

Mr.  West,  by  a  word  and  a  gesture,  indicated  that  the 
suggestion  was  preposterous  and  the  conversation  highly 
unwelcome. 

But  it  was  obvious  that  young  Mr.  Fyne's  suggestion  had 
caught  the  directors  at  sight.  Mr.  Shorter  and  Mr.  Porter 
affirmed  that  they  had  not  ventured  to  hope,  etc.,  etc.,  iMit 
that  if  Mr.  West  could  be  induced  to  consider  the  position,  no 
choice  would  appear  to  them  so  oninently — etc. .  etc.  So  said 
Mr.  Boggs.  So  said  Messrs  Hof^ns,  Fyne,  and  Wilmcrding. 

Mr.  Hickok,  the  director  who  resembled  James  E.  Winter, 
looked  out  of  the  window. 

Mr.  West,  obviously  restive  umier  these  tributes,  was  con- 
strained to  state  his  position  more  fully.  For  more  than  one 
reason  which  should  be  evident,  he  said,  the  mention  of  his 
name  in  this  connection  was  most  embarrassing  and  dis- 
tasteful to  him.  While  thanking  the  directors  heartily  for 
their  evidences  of  good -will,  he  fherefore  begged  them  to 
desist,  and  proceed  with  the  discussion  of  other  candidates. 

"In  that  case,"  said  Mr.  Hickok,  "it  appears  to  be  the 
reluctant  duty  of  the  nominator  to  withdraw  Mr.  West's 
name." 


■  -I 


f 


2S2 


QUEED 


fi 


I 


But  the  brilliant  young  man's  name,  once  thrown  into  the 
arena,  could  no  more  be  withdrawn  than  the  fisherman  of 
legend  could  restore  the  genie  to  the  bottle,  or  Pandora  get 
her  pretty  gifts  back  into  the  box  again.  There  was  the  idea, 
fairly  out  and  vastly  alluring.  The  kindly  directors  pressed 
it  home.  No  doubt  they,  as  well  as  Plonny  Neal,  appreciated 
that  Blaincs  College  did  not  give  the  young  man  a  fair  field 
for  his  talents;  and  certainly  they  knew  with  admiration  the 
articles  with  which  he  sometimes  adorned  the  columns  of 
their  paper.  Of  all  the  directors,  they  now  pointed  out,  he 
had  stood  closest  to  Colonel  Cowles,  and  was  most  familiar 
with  the  traditions  and  policies  of  the  Post.  Their  urgings 
increased  in  force  and  persistence;  perhaps  they  felt  en- 
couraged by  a  certain  want  of  finality  in  the  young  man's 
tone ;  and  at  length  West  was  compelled  to  make  yet  another 
statement. 

He  was,  h<  explained,  utterly  disconcerted  at  the  turn  the 
discussion  had  taken,  and  found  the  situation  so  embarrass- 
ing that  he  miwt  a«*k  his  friends,  the  directors,  to  extricate 
him  from  it  at  once.  The  editorship  of  the  Post  was  an  office 
wtich  he,  p^sonaliy,  had  never  aspired  to,  but  it  would  be 
pRsumption  kv  hum  to  d*»ny  that  he  regarded  it  as  a  post 
which  WDuId  reflect  honor  upon  any  one.  He  was  willing  to 
admk.  ia  this  confidential  circle,  moreover,  that  he  had  taken 
ap  ctMege  work  ciMefiy  with  the  ambition  of  asmsting  Blaines 
over  a  rritical  year  or  two  in  its  history,  and  that,  to  put  it 
only  fcnerally,  he  was  not  mdefinitely  bound  to  his  present 
position.  But  under  the  present  circumstances,  as  he  said, 
lie  could  not  consent  to  any  discusNon  of  his  name;  and 
unless  the  directors  would  agree  to  drop  him  from  further 
consideration,  which  heeamestiy  preferred,  he  must  reluct- 
antly suggest  adjournment. 

"An  interregnum,"  ^id  Mr.  Hickok.  looking  out  of  the 
window,  "is  an  unsatisfactory,  not  to  luiy  :■*  dangerous 
thing.  Wonki  it  not  be  better,  8in<^  we  are  gathered  for 
that  purpose,  to  take  decisive  action  to-day/*" 

"  What  is  your  plejiwire,  gentlenvn  .''  mqmw4  f  <««f!nan 
Byrd. 
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^.JJn'.^n  M  uf  ^^"''y  overruled.  The  directors  seized 
eagerly  on  Mr.  West's  suggestion.  On  motion  of  Mr  Ho^ 
k.^seconded  by  Mr.  Shorter  and  Mr.  Porter.  thrmeetiS 
stood  adjourned  to  the  third  day  fono;v'ing  at  noon  * 

On  the  second  day  following  the  Post  carried  the  inter- 
esting announcement  that  Mr.  West  had  resigned  from  Se 
presidency  of  Blames  College,  a  bit  of  news  which  his  frTends 
read  with  smcere  pleasure.  The  account  of  the  occurrence 
gave  one  to  understand  that  all  Mr.  West's  well-known  per- 
suasiveness had  been  needed  to  force  the  trustees  to  accept 
h  s  re^gnation.    And  when  James  E.  Winter  read  this  par 

swor;  Theil  '"  ^''f  ^n^'  ^'  ^'''  '^"^hed.  and  then 
swore.  The  same  issue  of  the  Post  carried  an  editorial,  men- 
tiomng  in  rather  a  sketchy  way  the  benefits  Mr.  West  had 

"eSu?eT  ^'^-- ^.«"^^^'  -d  payin,  a  high  and  confi' 
dent  tribute  to  his  qualities  as  a  citizen.  The  young  actinjr- 
editor,  who  never  wrote  what  he  did  not  think,  had  taken 
much  pains  with  this  editorial,  especially  the  sketchy  part 
Of  course  the  pestiferous  Chronicle  took  an  entirely  different 
^ew  of  the  situation.  "The  Chronicle  has  won  its  grea 
&  !°'^f/^''\^'d,  "against  classism  in  Blaines  Col- 
legfi.     And  It  had  the  vicious  taste  to  add :  "  Nothing  in  Mr 

n    \S'^'S^T'f^  ''^^  '^^^"'^  ^'"^  "J^e  the  leaving  of  it." 
On  the  third  day  the  directors  met  again.    With  char- 
acteristic delicacy  of  feeling.  West  remained  away  from  the 
meeting    However.  Mr.  Hopkins,  who  seemed  to  know  what 
he  was  talking  about,  at  once  expressed  his  conviction  that 

them^ogether   "^  ^  '°  '^'  ^'"''"""^  "^^""^  ^^^  ^^°"^h^ 

•'Perceiving  cleariy  that  I  represent  a  minority  view  " 
said  Mr.  Hickok.  "I  request  the  director  who  nominaT^i 
Mr.  Oueed  to  withdraw  his  name.  I  think  it  proper  that 
T^^'^'T  r'"^  ^^  unanimous.  But  I  will  say.  frankly,  that 
It  Mr.  Queed  s  name  remains  before  the  board,  I  shall  vote 

Zr!T'  T"^^  ^^?"«'fer  him  from  every  point  of  view  the 
man  tor  the  position, 

Mr.  Queed's  name  having  been  duly  withdrawn,  the  di- 
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rectore  unanimously  elected  Charles  Gardiner  West  to  the 
editorship  of  the  Post.  By  a  special  resolution  introduced  by 
Mr.  Hopkins,  they  thanked  Mr.  Queed  for  his  able  con- 
duct of  the  editorial  page  in  the  absence  of  the  editor,  and 
voted  him  an  increased  honorarium  of  eighteen  hundred 
dollars  a  year. 

The  directors  adjourned,  and  Mr.  Hickok  stalked  out, 
looking  more  like  James  E.  Winter  than  ever.  The  otlier 
directors,  however,  looked  highly  gratified  at  themselves. 
They  went  out  heartily  congratulating  each  other.  By  clever 
work  they  had  secured  for  their  paper  the  services  of  one 
of  the  ablest,  most  gifted,  most  polished  and  popular  young 
men  in  the  State.  Nevertheless,  though  they  never  knew 
it,  their  action  \^as  decidedly  displeasing  to  at  least  one  faith- 
ful reader  of  the  Post,  to  wit.  Miss  Charlotte  Lee  Weyland, 
of  the  Department  of  Charities.  Sharlee  felt  strongly  that 
Mr.  Queed  should  have  had  the  editorship,  then  and  there. 
It  might  be  said  that  she  had  trained  him  up  for  exactly  that 
position.  Of  course,  Mr.  West,  her  very  good  friend,  would 
make  an  editor  of  the  first  order.  But,  with  all  the  flocks 
that  roamed  upon  his  horizon,  ought  he  to  have  reached  out 
and  plucked  tV-  one  ewe  lamb  of  the  poor  assistant?  Be- 
sides, she  though;  that  Mr.  West  ought  to  have  remained 
at  Blaines  CuilLge. 

But  how  could  she  maintain  this  attitude  of  criticism  when 
the  new  editor  himself,  bursting  in  upon  her  little  parlor 
in  a  golden  nimbus  of  optimism,  radiant  good  humor  and 
success,  showed  up  the  shallowness  and  the  injustice  of  it? 

"To  have  that  college  off  my  neck  —  Whew!  I'm  as 
happy,  my  friend,  as  a  schoolboy  on  the  first  day  of  vaca- 
tion. I  have  n't  talked  much  about  it  to  you,"  continued 
Mr.  West,  "for  it's  a  bore  to  listen  to  other  people's  troubles 
—  but  that  college  had  become  a  perfect  old  man  of  the  sea! 
The  relief  is  glorious !  I  'm  bursting  with  energy  and  enthu- 
siasm and  big  plans  for  the  Post." 

"And  Mr.  Queed?"  said  Sharlee.  "Was  he  much  dis- 
appointed?" 
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West  was  a  little  surprised  at  the  question,  but  he  gathered 
from  her  tone  that  she  thought  Mr.  Queed  had  some  right 
to  be. 

"Why,  I  think  not,"  he  answered,  decisively.  "Why  in 
the  world  should  he  be?  Of  course  it  means  only  a  delay  of 
a  year  or  two  for  him,  at  the  most.  I  betray  no  confidence 
when  I  tell  you  that  I  do  not  expect  to  remain  editor  of  the 
Post  forever." 

Shariee  appeared  struck  by  this  summary  of  the  situa- 
tion, which,  to  tell  the  truth,  had  never  occurred  to  her. 
Therefore,  West  went  on  to  sketch  it  more  in  detail  to  her. 
"The  last  thing  in  the  world  that  I  would  do,"  said  he, 
"is  to  stand  in  that  boy's  light.  My  one  wish  is  to  push  him' 
to  the  front  just  as  fast  as  he  can  stride.  Why,  I  discovered 
Queed  —  you  and  I  did,  that  is  —  and  I  think  I  may  claim 
to  have  done  something  toward  training  him.    To  speak 
quite  frankly,  the  situation  was  this:  In  spite  of  his  great 
abilities,  he  is  still  very  young  and  inexperienced.  Give  him 
a  couple  of  years  in  which  to  grow  and  broaden  and  get 
his  bearings  more  fully,  and  he  will  be  the  very  best  man  in 
sight  for  the  place.    On  the  other  hand,  if  he  were  thrust 
prematurely  into  great  responsibility,  he  would  be  almost 
certain  to  make  some  serious  error,  some  fatal  break,  which 
would  impair  his  usefulness,  and  perhaps  ruin  it  forever. 
Do  you  see  my  point?  As  his  sponsor  on  the  Post,  it  seemed 
to  me  unwise  and  unfair  to  expose  him  to  the  risks  of  forcing 
his  pace.   That's  the  whole  story.    I  'm  not  the  king  at  all. 
I'm  only  the  regent  during  the  king's  minority." 

Shariee  now  saw  how  unjust  she  had  been,  to  listen  to  the 
small  whisper  of  doubt  of  West's  entire  magnanimity. 
"You  are  much  wiser  and  farther-sighted  than  I." 
"Perish  the  thought!" 

"I'm  glad  my  little  Doctor  —  only  he  is  n't  either  little 
or  very  much  of  a  doctor  any  more  —  has  such  a  good  friend 
at  court." 

"Nonsense.  It  was  only  what  anybody  who  sto{^>ed  to 
think  a  moment  would  have  done." 
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"Not  everybody  who  stops  to  think  is  so  generous.  .  .  .*• 

This  thought,  too,  Mr.  West  abolished  by  a  word. 

"  But  you  will  like  the  work,  won't  you ! "  continued  Shar- 
lee,  still  self-reproachful.   "  I  do  hope  you  will." 

"I  shall  like  it  immensely,"  said  West,  above  pretending, 
as  some  regents  would  have  done,  that  he  was  martyring 
himself  for  his  friend,  the  king.  "Where  can  you  find  any 
bigger  or  nobler  work?  At  Blaines  College  of  blessed  mem- 
ory, the  best  I  could  hope  for  was  to  reach  and  influence  a 
handful  of  lumpish  boyj.  How  tremendously  broader  is  the 
opportunity  on  the  Poslf  Think  of  having  a  foIJowing  of 
a  hundred  thousand  readers  a  day!  (You  allow  three  or 
four  readers  to  a  copy,  you  know.)  Think  of  talking  every 
morning  to  such  an  audience  as  that,  preaching  progress 
and  high  ideate,  courage  and  honesty  and  kindness  and 
faith  -moulding  their  opinions  and  beliefs,  their  ambi- 
tions, their  very  habits  of  thought,  as  I  think  they  ought 
to  be  moulded.  .  .  ." 

He  talked  in  about  this  vein  till  eleven  o'clock,  and  Sharlee 
listened  with  sincere  admiration.  Nevertheless,  he  left  her 
still  troubUxi  by  a  faint  doubt  as  to  how  Mr.  Queed  himself 
felt  about  what  had  been  done  for  his  larger  gaod.  But  when 
she  next  saw  Queed,  only  a  few  days  later,  this  doubt  in- 
stantly dissolved  and  vanished.  She  had  never  seen  him  less 
inclined  to  indict  the  world  and  his  fortune. 


XXI 

Qutcd  sils  on  Ihe  Sleps  vHlh  Sharke,  and  s»s  Some  Old  Soldiers 

go  marching  by. 

F'lltiM  ^  7'  TJ?u^''  "'^"''  ^^y'  *^he  street  was  two 
parallels  of  packed  humanity.  Both  sidewalks,  up  and 

A^    .^'^''•'7'^  ''  ^"^^^"^  ^°  capacity  and  spilling  off  surplus 
down  the  side-streets.    Navigation  was  next  to  impossible! 
as  for  crossmg  you  were  a  madman  to  think  of  such  a  thing 
At  the  sidewalks   edge  policemen  patrolled  up  and  down 
m  the  street  with  their  incessant  cry  of  "Back  there'"  — 
fusing  now  and  then  to  dislodge  small  boys  from  trees, 
whither  they  had  climbed  at  enormous  peril  to  themselve^ 
and  innocent  by-standers.    Bunting,  flags,  streamers  were 
everywhere ;  now  and  then  a  floral  arch  bearing  words  of  wel- 
come  spanned  the  roadway ;  circus  day  in  a  small  town  was 
not  a  dot  upon  the  atmosphere  of  thrilled  expectancy  so 
all.pejyasive  here     It  was,  in  fact,  the  crowning  occ^ion 
of  the  Confederate  Reunion,  and  the  fading  remnantsof  Lee's 
armies  were  about  to  pass  in  annual  parade  and  review. 

Mrs.  Weyland  s  house  stood  full  on  the  line  of  march.   It 
was  the  house  she  had  come  to  as  a  bride;  she  owned  it;  and 
because  It  could  not  easily  be  converted  over  her  head  into 
negotiable  funds,  it  had  escaped  the  predacious  clutches  of 
Henry  G.  Surface.    After  the  crash,  it  would  doubtless  have 
been  sensible  to  sell  it  and  take  something  cheaper;  but  sen- 
timent  made  her  cling  to  this  house,  and  her  daughter, 
in  time,  went  to  work  to  uphold  sentiment's  hands.    It  was 
not  a  large  house,  or  a  fine  one,  but  it  did  have  a  very  com- 
tortable  little  porch.     To-day  this  porch  was  beautifully 
decorated,  like  the  whole  town,  with  the  colors  of  two  coun- 
tries, one  hving  and  one  dead;  and  the  decorations  for  the 
(lead  were  three  times  greater  than  the  decorations  for  the 
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living.  And  why  not?  Yet,  at  that,  Sharlee  was  liberal- 
minded  and  a  thorough-going  nationaUst.  On  some  houses, 
the  decorations  for  the  dead  were  five  times  greater,  like 
Benjamin's  mess;  on  others,  ten  times;  on  yet  others,  no 
colors  at  all  floated  but  the  beloved  Stars  and  Bars. 

Upon  the  steps  of  Mrs.  Weyland's  porch  sat  Mr.  Queed, 
come  by  special  invitation  of  Mrs.  Weyland's  daughter  to 
witness  the  parade. 

The  porch,  being  so  convenient  for  seeing  things,  was  hos- 
pitably taxed  to  its  limits.  New  people  kept  turning  in  at  the 
gate,  mostly  ladies,  mostly  white-haired  ladies  wearing 
black,  and  Sharlee  was  incessantly  springing  up  to  greet 
them.  However,  Queed,  feeling  that  the  proceedings  might 
be  instructive  to  him,  had  had  the  foresight  to  come  early, 
before  the  sidewalks  solidified  with  spectators;  and  at 
first,  and  spasmodically  thereafter,  he  had  some  talk  with 
Sharlee. 

"So  you  did  n't  forget?"  she  said,  in  greeting  him. 

He  eyed  her  reflectively.  "When  I  was  seven  years  old," 
he  began,  "Tim  once  asked  me  to  attend  to  something  for  him 
while  he  went  out  for  a  minute.  It  was  to  mind  some  bacon 
that  he  had  put  on  to  broil  for  supper.  I  became  absorbed  in 
a  book  I  was  reading,  and  Tim  came  back  to  find  the  bacon 
a  crisp.  I  believe  I  have  never  forgotten  anything  from  that 
day  to  this.  You  have  a  holiday  at  the  Department?" 

"Why,  do  you  suppose  we'd  work  to-day  I"  said  Sharlee, 
and  introduced  him  to  her  mother,  who,  having  attentively 
overheard  his  story  of  Tim  and  the  bacon,  proceeded  to 
look  him  over  with  some  care. 

Sharlee  left  them  for  a  moment,  and  came  back  bearing 
a  flag  about  the  size  of  a  mun's  visiting  card. 

"You  are  one  of  us,  are  n't  you?  I  have  brought  you," 
she  said,  "your  colors." 

Queed  looked  and  recognized  the  flag  that  was  everywhere 
in  predominance  that  day.  "And  what  will  it  mean  if  I 
wear  it?" 

"Only,"  said  Sharlee,  "that  you  love  the  South." 


OUBSD 


a59 


Vaguely  Queed  mw  in  her  blue-spar  eyes  the  same  kind  of 
softness  that  he  noticed  in  people's  voices  this  afternoon, 
a  softness  which  somehow  reminded  him  of  a  funeral,  Fifi'a 
or  Colonel  Cowies's. 

"Oh,  very  well,  if  you  like." 

Sharlee  put  the  flag  in  his  buttonhole  under  her  mother's 
watchful  gaze.  Then  sfte  got  cushions  and  straw-mats,  and 
explained  their  uses  in  connection  with  steps.  Next,  she 
gave  a  practical  demonstration  of  the  same  by  seating  the 
young  man,  and  sitting  down  beside  him. 

"CJne  thing  I  have  noticed  about  loving  the  South. 
Everybody  does  it,  who  takes  the  trouble  to  know  us. 
Look  at  the  people!  —  millions  and  millions.  ..." 

"Colonel  Cowles  would  have  liked  this." 

"Yes  —  dear  old  man."  Sharlee  paused  a  moment,  and 
then  went  on.  "He  was  in  the  parade  last  year  —  on  the 
beautifullest  black  horse  —  You  never  saw  anything  so 
handsome  as  he  looked  that  day.  It  was  in  Savannah,  and 
I  went.  I  was  a  maid  of  honor,  but  my  real  duties  were  to 
keep  him  from  marching  around  in  the  hot  sun  all  day.  And 
now  this  year  .  .  .  You  see,  that  is  what  makes  it  so  sad. 
When  these  old  men  go  tramping  by,  everybody  is  thinking: 
'  Hundreds  of  them  won't  be  here  next  year,  and  hundreds 
more  the  next  year,  and  soon  will  come  a  year  when  there 
won't  be  any  parade  at  all.'" 

She  sprang  up  to  welcome  a  new  arrival,  whom  she  greeted 
as  either  Aunt  Mary  or  Cousin  Maria,  we  really  cannot 
undertake  to  say  which. 

Queed  glanced  over  the  group  on  the  porch,  to  most  of 
whom  he  had  been  introduced,  superfluously,  as  it  seemefl 
to  him.  There  must  have  been  twenty  or  twenty-five  of 
them;  some  seated,  some  standing  at  the  rail,  some  sitting 
near  him  on  the  steps;  but  all,  regardless  of  age  and  sex, 
wearing  the  Confederate  colors.  He  noticed  particularly 
the  white-haired  old  ladies,  and  somehow  their  faces,  also, 
put  him  in  mind  of  Fifi's  or  Colonel  Cowles's  funeral. 
Sharlee  came  and  sat  down  by  him  again.   "  Mr.  Queed,** 
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said  she,  "I  don't  know  whether  you  expect  sympathy 
about  what  the  Post  directors  did,  or  congratulations." 

"Oh,  congratulations,  "he  answered  at  once.  "Consider- 
ing that  they  wanted  to  discharge  me  a  year  ago,  I  should 
say  that  the  testimonial  they  gave  me  represented  a  rather 
large  change  of  front." 

"Personally,  I  think  it  is  splendid.  But  the  important 
thing  is :  does  it  satisfy  you  ?  " 

"Oh, quite."  He  added  :  "If  they  had  gone  outside  for 
a  man,  I  might  have  felt  slighted.  It  is  very  different  with  a 
man  like  West.  I  am  perfectly  willing  to  wait.  You  may 
remember  that  I  did  not  promise  to  be  editor  in  any  par- 
ticular year." 

"I  know.  And  when  they  do  elect  you  —  you  see  I  say 
when,  and  not  i^  —  shall  you  pitch  it  in  their  faces,  as  you 
said?" 

"No  —  I  have  decided  to  keep  it  —  for  a  time  at  any 
rate."  ' 

Sharlee  smiled,  but  it  was  an  inward  smile  and  he  never 
Icnew  anything  about  it.  "  Have  you  gotten  really  interested 
in  the  work  —  personally  interested,  I  mean?" 

He  hesitated.  "I  hardly  like  to  say  how  much." 

"The  more  you  become  interested  in  it  —  and  I  believe 
it  will  be  progressive  —  the  less  you  will  mind  saying  so." 

"It  is  a  strange  interest — utterly  unlike  me — " 

"How  do  you  know  it  is  n't  more  like  you  than  anything 
you  ever  did  in  your  life?" 

That  struck  him  to  silence;  he  gave  her  a  quick  inquiring 
glance,  and  looked  away  at  once;  and  Sharlee,  for  the  mo- 
ment entirely  oblivious  of  the  noise  and  the  throng  all  about 
her,  went  on. 

"I  called  that  a  magnificent  boast  once  —  about  your  be- 
ing editor  of  the  Post.  Do  you  remember?  Is  n't  it  time  I 
was  confessing  that  you  have  got  the  better  of  me?" 

"  I  think  it  is  too  soon,"  he  answered,  in  his  quietest  voice, 
"to  say  whether  I  have  got  the  better  of  you,  or  you  have 
got  the  better  of  me." 
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Sharlee  lookwl  off  down  the  street.    "But  you  certainlv 
will  be  editor  of  the  Post  some  day  "  certainly 

that'^'i gh?^"  '''  ^^  ^^  "°'  ^^^^  °"^y  °f  «i^''°rial  writing 
"Oh,  listen  ...   !" 

hJloZ^VZt''  %T"^  '^l^tvBXns  of  "  Dixie."  crashed  out 
\LllTuf  ^^^  '''"^^^  °"  t^e  sidewalks  stirred;  pro- 
on  fhe  nn^K    '^'"'  "P"  ^"^  "°^  ^"  ^^ose  who  werfs^at^ 

Sh.rl^  K  /;°''  ^'  °""  "^°^^°"  ^"d  came  forward. 
r.^/K    I   •        'P""^  "P  *°  S*"^^*  Still  another  relative   She 
came  back  m  a  moment,  sincerely  hoping  that  Mr  OueS 

cSr  Ws  intelltTt  b^ow'^''"  '  '^'^^^"^  "^^"-'  ^  ^^"^ 
of  ylurs.''''''"''^  ^"^^  ^'■°^'''°'  Nicolovius  on  these  veterans 
^^^^What  does  he  say  about  them?  Something  hateful.  I'm 

"Among  other  things,  that  they  are  a  lot  of  professional 
beggars  who  have  lived  for  forty  years  on  their  gray  unTforms 

s^"  Do  vouT  ^'^f/;^-"^^^  by  dying  wifh  a'll  possSe 
speed.   Do  you  know,"  he  mused,  "if  you  could  hear  him  I 

Unir  T  """'^  ^  *^"P^^^  ^°  ^"-«  th-t  he  is  a  forme 
c^sWerJ^^"'""^"  ^°^  ^"*°   ^'•°"b^^'  P-h-P«.  and  was 
''B'lt  pf  course  you  know  all  about  him?" 
No,    said  he,  honest,  but  looking  rather  annoyed  at  hav- 
ing given  her  such  an  opening.  "I  know  only  what  he  tdd 

"Sharlee."  came  her  mother's  voice  from  the  rear   "are 
you  sitting  on  the  cold  stone?"  '        ^ 

''No  mother.  Two  mats  and  a  cushion." 
"forV^t:       ''k°'  ^  V."'°"  °^^^'"'"  «^'d  Sharlee  to  Queed, 

She  sutl^^  !.  T?.'^^  non-combatants,  the  camp-followers. 
Th^  !    '  f  J'^it^ '=°^^'^''    Look.  Mr.  Queed!  Looyfe/" 
1  iie  street  had  become  a  tun^ult,  the  shouting  grew  into  a 
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roar.  Two  squares  away  the  head  of  the  parade  swept  into 
view,  and  drew  steadily  nearer.  Mr.  Queed  looked,  and  felt 
a  thrill  in  despite  of  himself. 

At  the  head  of  the  column  came  the  escort,  with  the  three 
regimental  bands,  mounted  and  bicycle  police,  city  officials, 
visiting  military,  sons  of  veterans,  and  the  militia,  includ- 
ing the  resplendent  Light  Infantry  Blues  of  Richmond,  a 
crack  drill  regiment  with  an  honorable  history  dating  from 
1789,  and  the  handsomest  uniforms  ever  seen.  Behind  the 
escort  rode  the  honored  commander-in-chief  of  the  veterans, 
and  staff,  the  grand  marshal  and  staff,  and  a  detachment  of 
mounted  veterans.  The  general  commaading  rode  a  dashing 
white  horse,  which  he  sat  superbly  despite  his  years,  and  re- 
ceived an  ovation  all  along  the  line.  An  even  greater  ovation 
went  to  two  festooned  carriages  which  rolled  behind  the 
general  staff:  they  contained  four  black-clad  women,  no 
longer  young,  who  bore  names  that  had  been  dear  to  the 
hearts  of  the  Confederacy.  After  these  came  the  veterans 
afoot,  stepping  like  youngsters,  for  that  was  their  pride,  in 
faded  equipments  which  contrasted  sharply  with  the  shin- 
ing trappings  of  the  militia.  They  marched  by  state  divi- 
sions, each  division  marshaled  into  brigades,  each  brigade 
subdivided  again  into  camps.  At  the  head  of  each  division 
rode  the  major-general  and  staff,  and  behind  each  staff  came 
a  carriage  containin'^  the  state's  sponsor  and  maids  of  honor. 
And  everywhere  there  were  bands,  bands  playing  "Dixie," 
and  the  effect  would  have  been  even  more  glorious,  if  only 
any  two  of  them  had  played  the  same  part  of  it  at  the  same 
time. 

Everybody  was  standing.  It  is  doubtful  if  in  all  the  city 
there  was  anybody  sitting  now,  save  those  restrained  by 
physical  disabilities.  Conversation  on  the  Weyland  piazza 
became  exceedingly  disjointed.  Everybody  was  excitedly 
calling  everybody  else's  attention  to  things  that  seemed  par- 
ticularly important  in  the  passing  spectacle.  To  Queed  the 
amount  these  people  appeared  to  know  about  it  all  was 
amazii^.  All  during  the  afternoon  he  heard  Sharlee  identi* 
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turned  and  l«>fced  full  arthe  Weyl^d  of/.™  ""^     I?"' 

a  burst  of  hand-clapping  and^^rwaving  'oX  """ 
in  Jto-^/^'L'"!'^""^.'""'*"--  H' was  in  love  with  her 
-£iir^^°^'"^-^^^^  Whisked 

eve^TereXXt?,-„PSr  a"g?'  "h"!  *'^  "=" 

you ^°       "^^  ^''"  ^""'"  '°  '^^^"  ^°  "^^^-1^  «ke  that,  have  n't 

siH"?Jt"«^  a  white-beard  in  the  ranks  called  back:  "No 
sir!   We  never  have  forgot/"  «  uaun..     ixo, 

Other  camps  were  not  so  rhythmic  in  their  tread  Some  of 

nearly  ov^  M„f  fiT^^  ^''j'^  '^°^^  '^^^  their  march  was 

pSh^  out'o?.h5  ^^^^'^    ^^^y  ^^°"^  Q"^«l'  «"^'  veteran 
pitched  out  of  the  ranks;  he  was  lifted  up  and  received  into 

St^th  fhit    !  '  T- ^  "^''P'  ''^^^  ^^^  ^?«i  hands  held 
Sd  tre  min  •  "^''T"'  ^'■^-  '^^^  «^g-P«l^  were  heavy 

?^o  or  e^en  thr^'  ^^^^^l'^."  «"--  they  were;  sometim^ 

Thi^  oIH  fll     "'^"  ^^'"^  ^°'"''y  ^'  standard-bearer, 
of  th.^  ^'  "'^'■'^  ""recognizable  fragments  as  many 

m«l  K^  T^^'  "^^'^  P°P"'^^  ^'th  the  onlooker.  E^h  as  k 
marched  by.  was  hailed  with  a  new  roar.  Of  cou^  there 
weremanytears.  There  was  hardly  anybody  in  LlXTcrowd! 
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over  fifty  years  old,  in  whom  the  sight  of  these  fast  dwindling 
ranks  did  not  stir  memories  of  some  penwnal  bereavement. 
The  old  ladies  on  the  porch  no  longer  used  their  handker- 
chi  -Aiefiy  for  waving.  Queed  saw  one  of  them  wave  hers 
fran  .cally  toward  a  drooping  little  knot  of  passing  gray- 
coats,  and  then  fall  back  into  a  chair,  the  same  handkerchief 
at  her  eyes.  Sharlee,  who  was  explaining  everything  that 
anybody  wanted  to  know,  happened  to  be  standing  near  him ; 
she  followed  his  glance  and  whispered  gently:  — 

"Her  husband  and  two  of  her  brothers  were  killed  at 
Gettysburg.  Her  husband  was  in  Pickett's  Division.  Those 
were  Pickett's  men  that  just  passed— about  all  there  are 

left  now  " 

A  little  while  afterwards,  she  added:  "  It  is  not  so  gay  as 
one  of  your  Grand  Army  DayMs  it?   You  see      .  .  it  a^ 
comes  home  v^ry  close  to  us.  Those  old  men  that  can  t  be 
with  us  mucli  longer  are  our  mothers'  brothers,  and  sweet- 
hearts, and  uncles,  and  fathers.  They  went  o"*  «o  young - 
so  braVe  and  full  of  hope  -  they  poured  out  by  hundreds 
of  thousands.  Down  this  very  street  they  marched,  no  more 
than  boys,  and  our  mothers  stood  here  where  we  are  stand- 
ing, to  bid  them  godspeed.  And  now  look  at  what  is  left  of 
them,  straggling  by.   There  is  nobody  on  *!'«  P^ff  "  ^^^ 
you  —  who  did  not  lose  somebody  that  was  dear  to  them. 
:  .  .  And  then  there  was  our  pride  .  .  .  for  we  were  proud. 
So  that  is  why  our  old  ladies  cry  to-day.'|^ 

"And  why  your  young  ladies  cry,  too? 

"Oh,  .  .  .  I  am  not  crying."  . 

"Don't  you  suppose  I  know  when  people  are  crying  and 
when  they  are  n't?  —  Why  do  you  do  it?  " 

Sharlee  lowered  her  eyes.;' Well  .  .  .  it's  all  pretty  sad, 

you  know  .  .  .  pretty  sad." 

She  turned  away,  leaving  him  to  his  own  devic^.  From 
his  place  on  the  top  step,  Queed  turned  and  let  his  frank 
glance  run  over  the  ladies  on  the  porch.  The  ^dness  of  face 
Aat  he  had  noticed  eariier  had  dissolved  and  precipitated 
now:  f^ere  was  hardly  a  dry  eye  on  that  porch  but  his  own. 
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VWiat  were  they  all  crying  for?  Miss  Wcyland's  explanation 
did  not  seem  very  convincing.  The  war  had  ended  a  genera- 
tion  ago.  The  whole  thing  had  been  over  and  done  with  many 
years  before  she  was  born. 

He  turned  again,  and  looked  out  with  unseeing  eyes  over 
the  thick  street,  with  the  thin  strip  of  parade  moving  down  the 
middle  of  It.  He  guessed  that  these  ladies  on  the  porch  were 
not  crying  for  definite  brothers,  or  fathers,  or  sweethearts 
they  had  lost.  People  did  n't  do  tha ;  after  forty  years;  here 
was  Fifi  only  dead  a  year,  and  he  never  saw  anybody  crying 
for  her.   No,  they  were  weeping  over  an  idea;  it  was  senti- 
ment, and  a  vague,  misty,  unreasonable  sentiment  at  that 
And  yet  he  could  not  say  that  Miss  Weylaud  appeared  simply 
foolish  with  those  tears  in  her  eyes.    No,  the  girl  somehow 
managed  to  give  the  effect  of  seeing  farther  into  things  than 
he  himself.      .  .  Her  tears  evidently  were  in  the  nature  of 
a  tribute:  she  was  paying  them  to  an  idea.  Doubtless  there 
was  a  certain  largeness  about  that.  But  obviously  the  pay- 
ing of  such  a  tribute  could  do  no  possible  good  — unless 
—  to  the  payer.    Was  there  anything  in  that?— in  the 
theory.  .  .  . 

Unusual  bursts  of  cheering  broke  their  way  into  his  con- 
saousness,  and  he  recaUed  himself  to  see  a  squad  of  negro 
soldiers,  all  very  old  men,  hobbling  by.  These  were  of  the 
laithful,  whom  no  number  of  proclamations  could  shake  from 
alliance  to  Old  Marster.  One  of  them  declared  himself  to 
be  Stonewall  Jackson's  cook.  Very  likely  Stonewall  Jackson's 
cooks  are  as  numerous  as  once  were  ladies  who  had  been 
kissed  by  LaFayette,  but  at  any  race  this  old  negro  was  the 
object  of  lively  interest  all  along  the  line.  He  was  covered 
withreumon  badges,  and  carried  two  live  chickens  under  his 
arm. 

Queedwent  down  to  the  bottom  step,  the  better  to  hear 
the  comments  of  the  onlookers,  for  this  was  what  interested 
him  most.  He  found  himself  standing  next  to  an  exception- 
ally  clean-cut  young  fellow  of  about  his  own  age.  This  youth 
appeared  a  fine  specimen  of  the  sane,  wholesome,  successful 
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young  American  business  man.  Yet  he  was  behaving  like  a 
madman,  yelling  like  Bedlam,  wildly  flaunting  his  hat  — 
a  splendid-looking  Panama — now  and  then  savagely  brand- 
ishing his  fists  at  an  unseen  foe.  Queed  heard  him  saying 
fiercely,  apparently  to  the  world  at  large:  "They  could  n't 
lick  us  now.   By  the  Lord,  they  could  n't  lick  us  now!" 

Queed  said  to  him:  "You  were  badly  outnumbered  when 
they  licked  you." 

Flaunting  his  hat  passionately  at  the  thin  columns,  the 
young  man  shouted  into  space:  "Outnumbered — outarmed 
— outequipped — outrationed-but  not  outgeneraled,  sir, 
not  outsoldiered,  not  outmanned! " 

"You  seem  a  little  excited  about  it.  Yet  you've  had  forty 
years  to  get  used  to  it." 

"Ah,"  brandished  the  young  man  at  the  soldiers,  a  glad 
battlenote  breaking  into  his  voice,  "  I  'm  being  addressed  by 
a  Yankee,  am  I?" 

"  No,"  said  Queed,  "you  are  being  addressed  by  an  Ameri- 
can." 

"That 's  a  fail  reply,"  said  the  young  man;  and  consented 
to  take  his  eyes  from  the  parade  a  second  to  glance  at  the 
author  of  it.  "Hello!  You're  Doc  —  Mr.  Queed,  aren't 
you?" 

Queed,  surprised,  admitted  his  identity. 

"  Ye-a-a-a!"  said  the  young  man,  in  a  mighty  voice.  Thia 
time  he  shouted  it  directly  at  a  tall  old  gentleman  whose 
horse  was  just  then  dancing  by.  The  gentleman  smiled,  and 
waved  his  hand  at  the  flaunted  Panama. 

"A  fine-looking  man,"  said  Qut;ed. 

"My  father,"  said  the  young  man.  "God  bless  his  heart!" 

"Was  your  father  in  the  war?" 

"Was  he  in  the  war?  My  dear  sir,  you  might  say  tha*  he 
was  the  war.  But  you  could  scrape  this  town  with  a  fine- 
tooth  comb  without  finding  anybody  of  his  age  that  was  n't 
in  the  war." 

The  necessity  for  a  new  de  lonstration  checked  his  speech 
for  a  moment. 
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Queed  said:  'Who  are  these  veterans?  What  sort  of  people 
are  they?" 

u  a"'^*  ^""*  fellows  in  the  world."  said  the  young  man. 

An  occasional  dead-bept  among  them,  of  course,  but  it's 
amazing  how  high  an  average  of  character  they  strike,  con- 
sidering that  they  came  out  of  four  years  of  war  —  war 's  de- 
moralizing, you  know!— with  only  their  shirts  to  their  backs, 
and  often  those  were  only  borrowed.  You  'II  find  some  mighty 
solid  business  men  in  the  ranks  out  there,  and  then  on  down 
to  the  humblest  occupations.    Look!   See  that  little  one- 
legged  man  with   the  beard  that  everybody's  cheering! 
That's  Corporal  Henkel  of  Petersburg,  commended  I  don't 
know  how  many  times  for  bravery,  and  they  would  have 
given  him  the  town  for  a  keepsake  when  it  was  all  over,  if  he 
had  wanted  it.    Well,  Henkel 's  a  cobbler  — been  one  since 
'65  — and  let  me  tell  you  he's  a  blamed  good  one,  and  if 
you're  ever  in  Petersburg  and  want  any  half-soling  done, 
let  me  tell  you  —  Yea-a-a!  See  that  trim-looking  one  with 
the  little  mustache  —  saluting  now?  He  tried  to  save  Stone- 
wall Jackson's  life  on  the  2d  of  May,  1863,  — threw  himself 
in  front  of  him  and  got  badly  potted.    He's  a  D.  D.  now. 
Yea-a-a-a!" 

A  victoria  containing  two  lovely  young  giris,  sponsor  and 
maid  of  honor  for  South  Carolina,  dressed  just  alike,  with 
parasols  and  enormous  hats,  rolled  by.  The  girls  smiled 
kindly  at  the  young  man,  and  he  went  through  a  very  proper 
salute.  ^  f    k^ 

"Watch  the  people!"  he  dashed  on  eagerly.  "Wonderful 
how  they  love  these  old  soldiers,  is  n't  it?  — they 'd  give 'em 
anything!  And  what  a  fine  thing  that  is  for  them!  —  for  the 
people,  not  the  soldiers,  I  mean.  I  tell  you  we  all  give  too 
much  time  to  practical  things  —  business  —  making  money 
—  taking  things  away  from  each  other.  ^  '^  a  fine  thing  to 
have  a  day  now  and  then  which  appeals  to  just  the  other 
side  of  us  —  a  regular  sentimental  spree.  Do  you  see  what 
I  mean?  Maybe  I'm  talking  like  an  ass.  .  .  .  But  when  you 
talk  about  Americans,  Mr.  Queed  —  let  me  tell  you  that 
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there  isn't  a  State  in  the  country  that  .  v-«L-.g  better 
Americans  than  we  are  raising  right  here  in  i....  dty.  We're 
as  solid  for  the  Union  as  Boston.  But  that  is  n't  saying  that 
we  hive  forgotten  all  about  the  biggest  happening  in  our 
history  —  the  thing  that  threw  over  our  civilization,  wiped 
out  our  property,  and  turned  our  State  into  a  graveyard. 
If  we  forgot  that,  we  would  n't  be  Americans,  because  we 
would  n  t  be  men." 

He  went  m  fragmentarily,  ever  and  anon  interrupting 
himself  to  give  individual  ovations  to  his  heroes  and  his 
gods: — 

"Through  th^  North  and  West  you  may  have  one  old  sol- 
dier to  i  village ;  here  we  have  one  to  a  house.  For  you  it  was  a 
foreign  war,  which  meant  only  dispatches  in  the  newspapers. 
For  us  it  was  a  war  on  our  own  front  lawns,  and  the  way  we 
followed  it  was  by  the  hearses  bacling  up  to  the  door.  You 
can  hardly  v^alk  a  mile  in  auy  direction  out  of  this  city  with- 
out stumbling  upon  an  old  breastworks.  And  in  the  city— 
well,  you  know  all  the  great  old  landmarks,  all  around  us  as 
we  stand  here  now.  On  this  porch  behind  us  sits  a  lady  who 
l^new  Lee  well.  Many 's  the  talk  she  had  with  him  after  the 
war.   My  mother,  a  bride  then,  sat  in  the  pev  '  *^hir,d  Davis 
that  Sunday  he  got  the  message  which  meant  that  the  war  was 
over.  History!  Why  this  old  town  drips  with  it.  Do  you  think 
we  should  forcet  our  heroes,  Mr.  Queed  ?  Up  there  in  Massa- 
chusetts, if  you  have  a  place  where  John  Samuel  Qiuncy 
Adams  once  stopped  for  a  cup  of  tea,  you  fence  it  off,  pit  a 
brass  plate  on  the  front  door,  and  charge  a  nickel  to  go  in. 
Which  will  history  say  is  the  greater  man,  Sam  Adams  or 
Robert  E.  Lee?  If  these  were  Wasliington's  armies  going  by 
you  would  probably  feel  a  little  excited,  though  you  have  had 
ahur.dred  and  twenty  years  to  get  used  to  Yorktownand 
the  Philadelphia  Congress.    Well,  Washington  is  no  more 
to  the  nation  than  Lee  is  to  the  South. 

"  But  don't  let  anybody  get  concerned  about  our  patriot- 
ism. We're  better  Americans,  not  woi«e,  because  of  days 
like  these,  the  reason  being,  as  I  say,  that  we  are  better 
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men.  And  if  your  :,Id  Uncle  Sammy  ^ets  info  trouble  aom,. 
da>.  never  fear  but  we'll  be  .a  hand  to  puilnS?  out.  wUh 
Sen^    troops  that  ever  stepped,  and  another  Lee  tiTead 

Somewhere  during  the  afternoon  th-re  had  returned  to 
Queed  the  words  in  which  Sharlee  Weyland  had  Snt^oit 
tD  him  -.  quite  unnecessarily  -  that  he  was  sta^i^fhere 
between  two  avilizations.  On  the  porch  now  sat  E  WeT 
Und  s  grandmother,  representative  of  the  dead  arist^racy 
By  h.s  «de  stood,  clearly,  a  representative  of  the  ri^ngTm^.* 
tZ;;:.°"'  t  ^^^^J'^P'^nd'-d  young  men"  who.  the^rl 

I?  evert'  Turn    T"  ^  ""T'Z?  '^'  ^'^^^^  "»«"  ^^  '*»«  Nofth 
at  every  turn.    It  was  valuable  professionally  to  catch  the 

p    ntof  view  of  these  new  .lemocrat^;  and  now  he  had 

gr  isped  the  fact  that  whatever  the  chang;s  in  outward  form 

C'leed  happened  to  know  it  very  well.  However  theoth-r 
could  not  be  restrained  from  recidng  it  foTCwitusftc^ 

said  OueS^"  H  ^  ^°^  P;""^  ^'  ^"Z^^^  ^"^  ^  fi"«  tribute.' 
said  Queed.      However.  I  read  a  shorter  and  in  -jome  wais 

\  illSl^n    T^*^^.'  Good  Heavens!  They'll  find  out  that 
\.illiam  Lloyd  Garrison  was  for  uo  next.   What'd  it  ^y?" 

a  *rXT  Th^^  V  '°  "^"^  a>rrespondents  who  called  Lee 
a  raitor.  The  editor  wrote  five  lines  to  say  that  while  it- 
would  te  exceedingly  difficult  ever  to  make '  tmitor';?^^^^ 
nonorable  distinction,  it  would  be  done  if  people  kepo^ 
ar.  lymg  It  to  Lee.  In  that  case,  he  said,  we  should  have  to 
find  a  new  word  to  mean  what  traitor  means  now  " 

sank  fnt^'  v^  "'.^?  ^^V^'?^  ^^'^  °^'^"  ""^"  't«  f"»  meaning 
^nk  into  him  ''I  don't  know  how  you  could  say  anything 
finer  of  a  inan,"  he  .emarked  presently, "  than  that  app  y  n| 
a  disgraceful  epithet  to  him  left  him  entirely  untoucheS  bu? 
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changed  the  whole  meaning  of  the  epithet.  3y  George, 
that's  pretty  fine!" 

"My  only  criticism  on  the  character,  or  rather  on  the 
greatness,  of  Lee,"  said  Queed,  introspectively,  "is  that,  so 
far  as  I  have  ever  read,  he  never  got  angry.  One  feels  that  a 
hero  should  be  a  man  of  terrible  passions,  so  strong  that 
once  or  twice  in  his  life  they  get  away  from  him.  Washing- 
ton always  seems  a  bigger  man  because  of  his  blast  at 
Charles  Lee." 

The  young  man  seemed  interested  by  this  point  of  view. 
He  said  that  he  would  ask  Mrs.  Beauregard  about  it. 

Not  much  later  he  said  with  a  sigh:  "Well!  —  It's  about 
over.  And  now  I  must  pay  for  my  fun  —  duck  back  to  the 
office  for  a  special  night  session." 

Queed  had  taken  a  vague  fancy  to  this  youth,  whose  en- 
viably pleasant  manners  reminded  him  somehow  of  Charles 
Gardiner  West.  "  I  r^upposed  that  it  was  only  in  newspaper 
offices  that  work  went  on  without  regard  to  holidays." 

The  young  man  laughed,  and  held  out  his  hand.  "  I  'm  very 
industrious,  if  you  please.  I  'm  delighted  to  have  met  you, 
Mr.  Queed  —  I  've  known  of  you  for  a  long  time.  My  name  'a 
Byrd  —  Beverley  Byrd  —  and  I  wish  you  'd  come  and  see 
me  some  time.  Good-by.  I  hope  I  have  n't  bored  you  with 
all  my  war-talk.  I  lo;  t  a  g  and  father  and  three  uncles  in  it, 
and  I  can't  help  being  interested." 

The  last  of  the  p;.rade  went  by ;  the  dense  crowd  broke  and 
overran  the  street;  and  Queed  stood  upon  the  bottom  step 
taking  his  leave  of  Miss  Weyland.  Much  interested,  he  had 
lingered  till  the  other  guests  were  gone ;  and  now  there  was 
nobody  upon  the  porch  but  Miss  Weyland's  mother  and 
grandmother,  who  sat  at  the  further  end  of  it,  the  eyes  of  both, 
did  Mr.  Queed  but  know  it,  upon  him. 

"Why  don't  you  come  to  see  me  sometimes?  "  the  daughter 
and  granddaughter  was  saying  sweetly.  "I  think  you  will 
have  to  come  now,  for  this  was  a  party,  and  a  party  calls 
for  a  party-call.  Oh,  can  you  make  as  clever  a  pun  as  that?  " 

"Thank  you  —  but  I  never  pay  calls." 
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jy^'  **"'  ^''H.^T  ^K"'n»n«  to  do  a  good  many  things 
that  y(  !  never  did  fxifore."  * 

•'uTii  J*  f"»wered  with  curious  depression.   "I  am  " 
Well,  don  t  loo'-  so  glum  about  it.    You  must  n't  think 
imL?.?'  ^^"^'^ '"  ^°"''  '^'^y*  °^  ^°'"8  '8  necessarily  for  the 

WTO  I  SIC  1 

hii? ^'^^I7"^  '"  ^^""^."P  ^^*^  cudgels;  an  uncannv  -wug  from 
him.     Well!     am  obhged  to  you  for  inviting  m    !..   eto-day 
U  has  been  interesting  and  —  instructive  "  ' 

^;  And  now  you  have  got  us  all  neatly  docketed  on  your 
■Geological  operatmg  table,  I  suppose?" 

^     am  mclined  to  think."  he  said  slowly,  "that  it  is  you 
who  have  got  me  on  the  operating  table  again  " 
th^^^T!  ^"  a  quick  glance,  at  once  the  unhappiest  and 
the  most  human  look  that  she  had  ever  seen  upon  his  face. 

No,    said  sh2,  gently, -"  if  you  are  on  the  table,  you 
have  put  yourself  there  this  time."  ^ 

"Well,  good-by— •• 

''wl"t  ^Z  ?>'";?£  *°  ^  me- to  pay  your  party-call?" 

-  th'^JL^iSi:  ^'^' '' '''  ^'^  °^  ''^  — ^•- 

I  have  never  asked  myself  such  a  question  " 
He  was  gazing  at  her  for  a  third  time;  and  a  startled  look 
sprang  suddenly  into  his  eyes.  It  was  plain  that  he  was  ask- 
mg  himself  such  a  question  now.   A  curious  change  passed 
over  his  face;  a  kind  of  dawning  consciousness  which,  it 
was  obvious,  embarrassed  him  to  the  point  of  torture,  while 
he  resolutely  declined  to  flinch  at  it. 
ly^  ~~  ^  get  pleasure  from  your  society  " 
The  admission  turned  him  rather  white,  but  he  saved  him- 
self by  instantly  flinging  at  her :"  However, /am  »o  Aerfanw/ " 
bharlee  retired  to  look  up  hedonist  in  the  dictionary. 

Later  that  evening,  J  !rs.  Weyland  and  her  daughter  beina 
together  upstairs,  the  former  said ;  -  ^ 
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"Sharlee,  who  is  this  Mr.  Queed  that  you  paid  so  much 
attention  to  oh  the  porch  this  evening?" 

"Why,  don't  you  know,  mother?  He  is  the  assistant  ed- 
itor of  the  Fast,  and  is  going  to  be  editor  just  the  minute 
Mr.  West  retires.  For  you  see,  mother,  everybody  says  that 
he  writes  the  most  wonderful  articles,  although  I  assure 
you,  a  year  ago  — " 

" \  es,  but  who  is  he?  Where  does  he  come  from?  Who  are 
his  people?" 

"Oh,  I  see.  That  is  what  you  mean.  Well,  he  comes  from 
New  York,  where  he  led  the  most  interesting  literary  sort 
of  life,  studying  all  the  time,  except  when  he  was  doing  a.rti- 
cles  for  the  great  reviews,  or  helping  a  lady  up  there  to  write 
a  thesaurus.  You  see,  he  was  fitting  himself  to  compose  ^ 
great  work  — "   * 

"Who  are  his  people?" 

"Oh,  that!"  said  Sharlee.  "Well,  that  question  is  not  so 
easy  to  answer  as  you  might  think.  It  opens  up  a  peculiar 
situation :  to  begin  with,  he  is  a  sort  of  an  orphan,  and  —  " 

"How  do  you  mean,  a  sort  of  an  orphan?" 

"You  see,  that  is  just  where  the  peculiar  part  comes  in. 
There  is  the  heart  of  the  whole  mystery,  and  yet  right  there 
is  the  place  where  I  must  be  reticent  with  you,  mother,  for 
though  I  know  all  about  it,  it  was  told  to  me  confidentially 
—  professionally,  as  my  aunt's  agent  —  and  therefore  — " 

"  Do  you  mean  that  you  know  nothing  about  his  people?'* 

"I  suppose  it  might  be  stated,  crudely,  in  that  way, 
but—" 

"And  knowing  nothing  about  who  or  what  he  was,  jrou 
simply  picked  him  up  at  the  boarding-house,  and  admitted 
him  to  your  friendship?" 

"  Picking-up  is  not  the  word  that  the  most  careful  mothers 
employ,  in  reference  to  their  daughters'  <tttitude  toward 
young  men.  Mother,  don't  you  understand?  I'm  a  demo- 
crat." 

"  It  is  not  a  thing,"  said  Mrs.  Weyland,  with  some  asper- 
ity, "for  a  lady  to  be." 
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Sharlee,  fixing  her  hair  in  the  back  before  the  mirror, 
laughed  long  and  merrily.  "Do  you  dare— do  you  dare 
look  your  own  daughter  in  the  eye  and  say  she  is  no  lady?  " 

II Do  you  like  this  young  man?"  Mrs.  Weyland  continued. 
'He  interests  me,  heaps  and  heaps." 

Mrs.  Weyland  sighed.  "I  can  only  say,"  she  observed, 
sinking  into  a  chair  and  picking  up  her  book,  "that  such 
goings  on  were  never  heard  of  in  my  day." 


I 
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In  which  Professor  Nicolovius  drops  a  Letter  on  the  Floor,  and 
Queed  conjectures  that  Happiness  sometimes  comes  to  Men 
wearing  a  Strange  Face. 

QUEED  sat  alone  in  the  sitting-room  of  the  Duke  of 
Gloucester  Street  house.  His  afternoon's  experiences 
had  interested  him  largely.  By  subtle  and  occult 
processes  which  defied  his  analysis,  what  he  had  seen  and 
heard  had  proved  mysteriously  disturbing  —  all  this  out- 
pouring of  irrat:ional  sentiment  in  which  he  had  no  share. 
So  had  his  conversation  with  the  girl  disturbed  him.  He 
was  in  a  condition  of  mental  unrest,  undefined  but  acute; 
odds  and  ends  of  curious  thought  kicked  about  within  him, 
challenging  him  to  follow  them  down  to  unexplored  depths. 
But  he  was  paying  no  attention  to  them  now. 

He  sat  in  the  sitting-room,  wondering  how  Nicolovius  had 
ever  happened  to  think  of  that  story  about  the  Fenian 
refugee. 

For  Queed  had  been  gradually  driven  to  that  unpleasant 
point.  While  living  in  the  old  man's  house,  he  was,  despite 
his  conscientious  efforts,  virtually  spying  upon  him. 

The  Fenian  story  had  always  had  its  questionable  points: 
but  so  long  as  the  two  men  were  merely  chance  fellow-board- 
ers, it  did  as  well  as  any  other.  Now  that  they  lived  together, 
however,  the  multiplying  suggestions  that  the  old  profes- 
sor was  something  far  other  than  he  pretended  became  rather 
important.  The  young  man  could  not  help  being  aware  that 
Nicolovius  neither  looked  nor  talked  in  the  slightest  degree 
like  an  Irishman.  He  could  not  help  being  certain  that  an 
Irishman  who  had  fled  to  escape  punishment  for  a  political 
crime,  in  1882,  could  have  safely  returned  to  his  country  long 
ago;  and  would  undoubtedly  have  kept  up  relations  with 
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iMfnends  oversea  m  the  meantime.  Nor  could  he  help  being 
sbiick  witii  such  facts  as  that  Nicolovius.  while  apprrently 
httle  interested  m  the  occasional  cables  about  Irish  affaii^ 
had  become  seemingly  absorbed  in  the  three  days'  doings 
of  the  Umted  Confederate  Veterans.  ^ 

Now  it  was  entirely  all  right  for  the  old  man  to  have  a 
secret,  and  keep  ,t.   There  was  not  the  smallest  quarrel  on 
that  score    But  it  was  not  in  the  least  all  right  for  one  man 
to  live  with  anotiier,  pretending  to  believe  in  him.  when  in 
reality  he  was  doubting  and  questioning  him  at  every  move 
1  he  want  of  candor  involved  in  his  present  relations  with 
Nicolovius  continually  fretted  Queed's  conscience.    Ought 
he  not  in  common  honesty  to  tell  the  old  man  that  he  could 
not  believe  the  Irish  biography,  leaving  it  to  him  to  decide 
what  he  wanted  to  do  about  it? 

Nicolovius,  tramping  in  only  a  few  minutes  behind  Queed. 
peeted  hisyoung  friend  as  blandly  as  ever.  Physically,  h^ 
seemed  tired;  niuch  dust  of  city  streets  clung  to  his  dm- 
monly  spotless  boots;  but  his  eyes  were  so  extraordinarily 
brilliant  that  Queed  at  first  wondered  if  he  could  have  been 
dnnfang.  However,  this  tiiought  died  almost  as  soon  as  it 
was  Dorn. 

The  profe^or  walked  over  to  the  window  and  stood  looking 
out  hat  on  head.  Presently  he  said:  "You  saw  the  grand 
parade  I  suppose?  For  indeed  there  was  no  escaping  it." 

Queed  said  that  he  had  seen  it. 

"You  had  a  good  plate  to  see  it  from,  I  hope?" 

Excellent;  Miss  Weyland's  porch. 

"Ah!"  said  Nicolovius,  witii  rather  an  emphasis,  and  per- 
niitted  a  pause  to  fall.  "A  most  charming  young  lady-- 
charmmg,  he  went  on,  with  his  note  of  velvet  irony  which 
young  man  peculiariy  disliked.  "  I  hear  she  is  to  marry 
your  Mr.  West.  An  eminentiy  suitable  match  in  every  way. 
Yet  I  shall  not  soon  forget  how  that  delightful  young  man 
defrauded  you  of  the  editorship." 

Silence  from  Mr.  Queed,  the  question  of  the  editorship 
having  already  been  tiioroughly  threshed  out  between  diem. 
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"I,  too,  saw  the  gallant  proceedings,"  resumed  Nicolo- 
vius,  retracing  his  thought.  "What  an  outfit!  What  an  out- 
fit!" 

He  dropped  down  into  his  easy  chair  by  the  table,  removed 
his  straw  hat  with  traces  of  a  rare  irritation  in  his  manner, 
put  on  his  black  skull  cap,  and  presently  purred  his  thoughts 
aloud:  — 

"No  writer  has  yet  done  anything  like  justice  to  the  old 
soldier  cult  in  the  post-bellum  South.  Doubtless  it  may  lie 
out  of  the  province  of  you  historians,  but  what  a  theme 
for  a  new  Thackeray!  With  such  a  fetish  your  priestcraft 
of  the  Middle  Ages  is  not  to  be  compared  for  a  moment. 
There  is  no  parallel  among  civilized  nations;  to  find  one  you 
must  go  to  theVoodooism  of  the  savage  black.  For  more 
than  a  generation  all  the  intelligence  of  the  South  has  been 
ask(Hl,  nay  compelled,  to  come  and  bow  down  before  these 
aims-begging  loblollies.  To  refuse  to  make  obeisance  was 
treason.  The  entire  public  thought  of  a  vast  section  of  the 
country  has  revolved  around  the  figure  of  a  WOTthless  old 
grafter  in  a  tattered  gray  shirt.  Every  question  is  settled 
when  some  moth-eaten  ne'er-do-well  lets  out  what  is  known 
as  a  'rebel  yell.'  The  most  polished  and  profound  speech 
conceivable  is  answered  when  a  jackass  mounts  the  platform 
and  brays  out  something  about  the  gallant  boys  in  gray. 
The  cry  for  progress,  for  material  advancement,  for  moral 
and  social  betterment,  is  stifled,  that  everybody  may  have 
breath  to  shout  for  a  flapping  trouser's  leg  worn  by  a  de- 
graded old  sot.  All  that  your  Southern  statesmen  have  had 
to  give  a  people  who  were  stripped  to  the  bone  is  fulsome 
rhetoric  about  the  Wounded  Warrior  of  Wahoo,  or  some  other 
inflated  nonentity,  whereupon  the  mesmerized  population 
have  loyally  fallen  on  their  faces  and  shouted,  'Praise  the 
Lord.'  And  all  the  while  they  were  going  through  this 
wretched  mummery,  they  were  hungry  and  thirsty  and 
naked — destitute  in  a  smiling  land  of  plenty.  Do  you  won- 
der that  I  think  old-soldierism  is  the  meanest  profession  the 
Lwd  ever  suffered  to  thrive?   I  tell  you  Baal  and  Moloch 
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S  *!;  ^t  .^rt!^  '^'^  ""^'-  »  *-  "kabby  old 

••Professor  Nicolovius,"  said  Queed,  with  a  slow  ,miu 

^^e«  on  earth  do  you  exhume  your  idea,  of  South^Tfa!' 

•'Observation,  my  dear  boy  !  God  bless  us  have  n'f  1 1,.H 

Queed  got  up,  and  began  strolUng  about  the  floor    In  h!. 

SL-^S'the'wi'"  "^^"^^^  -«  to  hiX  ho^ 
oeiore.     All  the  bitterness  nowadays  comes  from  thp  nnn 

^esso"  faU?  m''1f  iT"'  '"'*  "«  W™"'.  the  <>« 

proiessor,  taiy  .  .  .   Why  had  he  ever  thought  of  Nirn. 

lOTius  as,  perhaps,  a  brolten  Union  oflicer?  A  lfml.n  irl^ 
officer  would  feel  bitter,  if  at  ail,  agSLe  UmW  a"S 
who  felt  so  bitter  against  the  South  — 
n,;„H"*?l'"lT  '^  '^P''"y  hardening  in  tile  young  man's 
A„  ..^!u''V'''  *«**'"'«  of  <'o"bt  and  suspidon  ^ 
w  1  ^tL*"  "^  ""^  thinking  about  the  Zn  wW 
Tn  for  t;^'  S  "■'  1^'=""  /Pf'  "PO"  his  cISSte  p2! 
Km-i^  off"*  ""l^/l  feel  honest  again  until  he 
^"^?      "•  ■  •  •  *"'• '""  ^''  "I-"  <hd  he  owe  to 

Nt^"*-^  ""J"  ""^  ''*™  yo"  ""<'"  the  impress  ■  said 
a^?«S,5^^a'S '^'^ '"""l-  "th«">y ideTare unique 
k^oSS::?™uTe  ald'l.?"  "'"^' '"  '^«-  "y  Souti-'ern 

his?^*^"^  °"  '■-'■"•    "»•"  y""  ■»»-  «-<!  Southern 

«^stKsiur^./-.rm^-^,-„xrr 
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Three  days  ago,  I  broke  the  habits  of  quarter  of  a  century.  At 
the  second-hand  shop  on  Centre  Street  I  bought,  actually,  a 
Kttle  volume  of  history.  It  is  surprising  how  these  Southern 
manifestations  have  interested  me." 

Queed  was  an  undesirable  person  for  any  man  to  live  with 
who  had  a  secret  to  keep.  His  mind  was  relentlessly  con- 
structive: it  would  build  you  up  the  whole  dinosaur  from 
the  single  left  great  digitus.  For  apparently  no  reasoi  at  all, 
there  had  popped  into  his  head  a  chance  remark  of  Major 
Brooke's  a  year  ago,  which  he  had  never  thought  of  from 
that  day  to  this:  "I  can't  get  over  thinking  that  I've  seen 
that  man  before  a  long  time  ago,  when  he  looked  entirely 
different,  and  yet  somehow  the  same  too." 

"I  will  show  you  my  purchase,"  added  Nicolovius,  after 
a  moment  of  seeming  irresolution. 

He  disappeai'ed  down  the  hall  to  his  bedroom,  a  retreat 
in  which  Queed  had  never  set  foot,  and  returned  promptly 
carrying  a  dingy  duodecimo  in  worn  brown  leather.  As  he 
entered  the  room,  he  absently  raised  the  volume  to  his  lips 
and  blew  along  the  edges. 

Queed 's  mental  processes  were  beyond  his  own  control. 
"Three  days  old,"  flashed  into  his  mind,  "and  he  blows  dust 
from  it." 

"What  is  the  book?"  he  asked. 

"A  very  able  little  history  of  the  Reconstruction  era  in 
this  State.  I  have  a  mind  to  read  you  a  passage  and  convert 
you." 

Nicolovius  sat  down,  and  b  ^an  turning  the  pages.  Queed 
stood  a  step  away,  watching  him  intently.  The  old  man 
fluttered  the  leaves  vaguely  for  a  moment;  then  his  expres- 
sion shifted  and,  straightening  up,  he  suddenly  closed  the 
book. 

"I  don't  appear  to  find,"  he  said  easily,  "the  little  pas- 
sage that  so  impressed  me  the  day  before  yesterday.  And 
after  all,  what  would  be  the  use  of  reading  it  to  you?  You  im- 
petuous young  men  will  never  listen  to  the  wisdom  of  your 
eldere." 


OUEED  ^^ 

SmiUng  blandly,  the  subject  closed,  it  might  have  been  for- 
ever  Nicoovius  reached  out  toward  the  table  to  fl^k  S,e 
Tt  ^T  ^^^^P'-^"^-  I"  ^'>  doing,  as  luck  had  it  he  struck 

from  Its  pages  as  it  dropped,  and  fell  almost  at  QuSs  fS^ 
Mechamcally  he  stooped  to  pick  it  up.  * 

It  was  a  letter  at  any  rate  an  envelope,  and  it  had  fallen 
^ce  up,  full  m  the  light  of  the  open  window.  The  envelop 
bore  an  address,  in  faded  ink.  but  written  in  a  b^ld  S 
hand.NottosavehissoulcouldQueedhaveavoklSieL^i;! 

Htnry  G.  Surface,  Esq., 
J6  Washington  Street. 

f»J^^!f7^,^  ^^^^"^  ^"^"''^-  ^  «"«n^  that  from  matterK)f- 
fact  suddenly  became  unendurable.  nia«er-ot- 

glanc^at^w'?^'^'  TH^^  '°  Nicolovius.     Nicolovius 
rS^l^if  f«;  P/^t«"d>ng  not  to.  and  his  eyelash  flick- 

luL?     ^""^  "^^^  ^^""^  ^^^  «>Jo''  of  cigar  ashes     OuS 
walked  away,  waiting.  S^^eed 

^i^fu^'^^^J^^^  ^^^  °^^  ™^"  '^"'"l'^  immediately  demand 
whether  he  had  seen  that  name  and  address,  or  at  leLt  wouW 

Sr^??'!^'^^^"^"''^^"^-  S"t  he  did  nothing  oTSeTrt 
U  hen  Queed  turned  at  the  end  of  the  room.  Nicolovius  was 
flu  tenng  the  pages  of  his  book  again,  apparent'    a^rS 
in  .t.  apparently  quite  forgetting'that  he  hid     .st  kid  h 
aside.  Then  Queed  understood.  Nicolovius  did  r.ot  mean  to 

dTntTlttS'^"^-   "^  "^^^"  '^  ^  °^-  ^'^^^^^^^^ 
I^u^rulVn'o^o^re^dt^-t^^  ^^^^  ^  ^^^  -^- 

M::^te^r:mi^i;;r^wS^  ^"  ^^«  -^^-^^ 

eaS-^Prr^rSo^^i^u?.'^"^^^'"^-^^^^^^^ 
"Yes?" 

"i  must  say  something  that  will  offend  you,  I'm  afraid. 
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For  some  time  I  have  found  myself  unable  to  believe 
the  — story  of  your  life  you  were  once  good  enough  to 

give  me." 

"Ah,  well,"  said  Nicolovius,  engrossed  in  his  book,  "it  is 
not  required  of  you  to  believe  it.  We  need  have  no  quarrel 
about  that." 

Suddenly  Queed  found  that  he  hated  to  give  the  stab,  but 

he  did  not  falter. 

"  I  must  be  frank  with  you,  professor.  I  saw  whom  that 
envelope  was  addressed  to  just  now." 

"Nor  need  we  quarrel  about  that." 

But  Queed's  steady  gaze  upon  him  presently  grew  un- 
bearable, and  at  last  the  old  man  raised  his  h  ad. 

"Well?  Whom  was  it  addressed  to?" 

Queed  felt  disturbingly  sorry  for  him,  and,  in  the  same 
thought,  admir^  his  iron  control.  The  old  professor's  face 
was  gray;  his  very  lips  were  colorless;  but  his  eyes  were 
steady,  and  his  voice  was  the  voice  of  every  day. 

"I  think,"  said  Queed,  quietly,  "that  it  is  addresiicd  to 

you." 

There  was  a  lengthening  silence  while  the  two  men,  mo- 
tionless, looked  into  each  other's  eyes.  The  level  gaze  of 
each  held  just  the  same  look  of  faint  horror,  horror  subdued 
and  controlled,  but  still  there.  Their  stare  became  fascinated ; 
it  ran  on  as  though  nothing  could  ever  happen  to  break  it  off. 
To  Queed  it  seemed  as  if  everything  in  the  world  had  dropped 
away  but  those  brilliant  eyes,  frightened  yet  unafraid,  bor- 
ing into  his. 

Nicolovius  broke  the  silence.  The  triumph  of  his  intelU- 
gence  over  his  emotions  showed  in  the  fact  that  he  attempted 

no  denial. 

"Well?"  he  said  somewhat  thickly.  "Well?  —  Well?" 
Under  the  look  of  the  younger  man,  he  was  beginning  to 
break.  Into  the  old  eyes  had  sprung  a  deadly  terror,  a  look 
as  though  his  immortal  soul  might  hang  on  what  the  young 
man  was  going  to  say  next.  To  answer  this  look,  a  blind  im- 
pulse in  Queed  bade  him  strike  out,  to  say  or  do  something; 


I 


OUEED  38, 

and  his  reason,  which  was  always  detached  and  imperaonal 
was  amazed  to  hear  his  voice  saying :  —  ™Pe«onai, 

tH'^  m  "^^^'  ^'^J^Tl":  ^°'  ^  ^'"8  «  Ko»nK  to  happen." 
her??"        ""^^        "^  ^''  ^'P^-  "^°"  •  •  •  ^'"  «'^y  on 

N?.1.i?"^''  r'^'u  ^"r^''"^-  "As  long  as  you  want  me." 
N  CO  ov,us,  who  had  been  born  Surface,  suffered  a  mo- 

SrwiJh  &ds"^  '-'  '-'  '-  '-^^  ^'^^^'  -^  covered  his 
The  dying  efforts  of  tJie  June  sun  still  showed  in  the  pretty 
wttrng-room.  though  the  town  clocks  were  striking  Len 
From  without  floated  in  the  voice,  of  merry  passers^;  SS 
of  the  days  celebration  broke  even  into  this  quiet  street 
Queed  sat  down  m  a  big-arme  J  rocker,  and  looked  out  the 
window  mto  the  pink  west. 
So,  in  a  minute's  timo  and  by  a  wholly  chance  happening. 

It^r.T  f 'If^'^'o  "^  ^^  'f '•  ^'°^^'  Nicolovius.  thrbland 
recluse  of  Mrs.  Paynter's,  and  Henry  G.  Surface  oolitical 
arch  traitor,  ex-convict,  and  falsest  o7false  frien^  J^«  ^"i 
and  the  same  man. 

nH'XTu,  ^^  ^"  instantly  plain  to  Queed  when  the 
name  had  blazed  up  at  him  from  the  envelope  on  the  floor. 
It  was  as  though  Fate  herself  had  tossed  that  envelope  under 

•.IT";  '^u^u  ^"^^^^^o  f»  h«  questionings.  Not  an  in- 
stant  s  doubt  had  troubled  h.m ;  and  now  a  score  of  memories 
were  marshaling  themselves  before  him  to  show  that  his  first 
flashing  certainty  hav:  been  sound.  As  for  the  book,  it  was 
clearly  from  the  hbrary  of  the  old  man's  youth,  kept  and 
u  Atl^Z""^  °''  ^""^  '■^^"'  ^^^"  "ea'-'y  everything  else 

l/l^"^  ?'-'"°?^-  ^^^,^"  ^^^  """^^y  P«g^«  the  accusing 
letter  had  lam  forgotten  for  thirty  years,  waiting  for  this 
moment. 

He  turned  and  glanced  once  at  the  silent  figure,  huJdled 
back  m  the  chair  with  covered  eyes;  the  unhappy  old  man 
whom  nobody  had  ever  trusted  without  regretting  it.  Henry 

o:/!t-       ~u^tT  "^""^  "^^  ^  synonym  for  those  traits 
and  things  which  honest  men  of  all  peoples  and  climes  have 
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always  hated  most,  treachery,  perfidy,  base  betrayal  of 
trust,  shameful  dishonesty  —  who  had  crowded  the  word 
infamy  from  the  popular  lexicon  of  politics  with  the  keener, 
more  biting  epithet,  Sur/aceism.  And  here-— wonder  of 
wonders  —  sat  Surface  before  him,  drawn  back  to  the  scene 
of  his  fr-U  like  a  murderer  to  the  body  and  the  scarlet  stain 
upon  the  floor,  caught,  trapped,  the  careful  mask  of  many 
years  plucked  from  him  at  a  sudden  word,  leaving  him  no 
covering  upon  earth  but  his  smooth  white  hands.  And  he, 
Queed,  was  this  man's  closest,  his  only  friend,  chosen  out 
of  all  the  world  to  live  with  him  and  minister  to  fiis  declin- 
ing years.  .  .  . 

"It's  true!"  now  broke  through  the  concealing  hands. 
*'I  am  that  man.  .  .  .  God  help  me!" 

Queed  looked  unseeingly  out  of  the  window,  where  the  sun 
was  couching  in  a  bed  of  copper  flame  stippled  over  with 
brightest  azure.  Why  had  he  done  it?  What  crazy 
prompting  had  struck  from  him  that  promise  to  yoke  his 
destiny  forever  with  this  terrible  old  man?  If  Nicobvius, 
the  Fenian  refugee,  had  never  won  his  liking.  Surface,  the 
Satan  apostate,  was  detestable  to  him.  What  devil  of  im- 
pulse had  trapped  from  him  the  mad  offer  to  spend  his  days 
in  the  company  of  such  a  creature,  and  in  the  shadow  of  so 
odious  an  ill-fame? 

As  on  the  day  when  Fifi  had  asked  him  her  innocent  ques- 
tion about  altruism,  a  sudden  tide  swept  the  young  man's 
thoughts  inward.  And  after  them,  this  time,  groped  the 
blundering  feet  of  his  spirit. 

Here  was  he,  a  mature  man,  who,  in  point  of  work,  m 
all  practical  and  demonstrable  ways,  was  the  millionth 
man.  He  was  a  great  editorial  writer,  which  was  a  minor 
but  genuine  activity.  He  was  a  yet  greater  writer  on  social 
science,  which  was  one  of  the  supreme  activities.  On  this 
side,  then,  certainly  the  chief  side,  there  could  be  no  question 
about  the  successfulness  of  his  life.  His  working  life  was,  or 
would  be  before  he  was  through,  brilliantly  successful.  But 
it  had  for  some  time  been  plain  to  him  that  he  stopped  short 
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there.   He  was  a  great  workman,  but  that  was  all.  He  was  a 
superb  rationalist;  but  after  that  he  did  not  exist. 

Through  the  science  of  Human  Intercourse,  he  saw  much 
more  of  people  now  than  he  had  ever  done  before,  and  thus 
It  had  be.:omp  driven  home  upon  him  that  most  people  had 
two  hves,  th_..  outer  or  practical  lives,  and  their  inner  or 
personal  lives.    But  he  himself  had  but  one  life.   He  was  a 
machine;  a  machine  which  turned  out  matchless  work  for 
the  enlightenment  of  the  world,  but  after  all  a  machine.  He 
was  intellect.  He  was  Pure  Reason.  Yet  he  himself  had  said, 
and  wntten,  that  intellectual  supremacy  was  not  the  true 
badge  of  supremacy  of  type.  There  was  nothing  sure  of  races 
that  was  not  equally  sure  of  the  individuals  which  make  up 
those  races.    Yet  intellect  was  all  he  was.    Vast  areas  of 
thought,  feeling,  and  conduct,  in  which  the  people  around 
him  spent  so  much  of  thei:  time,  were  entirely  closed  to  him. 
He  had  nopersonal  lifeatall.  That  part  of  him  had  atrophied 
from  lack  of  use,  like  the  eyes  of  the  mule  and  of  those  sight- 
less fishes  men  take  from  the  waters  of  caverns. 

And  now  this  part  of  him,  which  had  for  some  time  been 
stirnng  uneasily,  had  risen  suddenly  without  bidding  of 
his  and  in  defiance  of  his  reason,  and  laid  hold  of  something 
m  his  environment.   In  doing  so,  it  appeared  to  have  thrust 
upon  him  an  inner,  or  personal,  life  from  this  time  forward. 
That  hfe  lay  m  beinijof  use  to  the  old  man  beforehim:  he  who 
had  never  been  of  personal  use  to  anybody  so  far,  and  the 
miserable  old  man  who  had  no  comfort  anywhere  but  in  him. 
He  knew  the  scientific  name  of  this  kind  of  behavior  very 
well.    It  was  altruism,  the  irrational  force  that  had  put  a 
new  face  upon  the  world.  Fifi,  he  remembered  well,  had  as- 
sured him  that  in  altruism  he  would  find  that  fiercer  happi- 
ness which  was  as  much  better  than  content  as  being  well 
was  better  than  not  being  sick.    But  .  .  .  could  this  be 
happiness,  this  whiriing  confusion  that  put  him  to  such 
straits  to  keep  a  calm  face  above  the  tumult  of  his  breast? 
If  this  was  happiness,  then  it  came  to  him  for  their  first 
meeting  wearing  a  strange  face.  .  .  . 
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"You  know  the  story?" 

Queed  moved  in  his  chair.  "Yet.  I  —  have  heard  it" 

"Of  course,"  said  Nicolovius.  "It  is  as  well  known  as 
Iscariot's.  By  God,  how  they've  hounded  me!" 

Evidently  he  was  recovering  fast.  There  was  bitterness, 
rather  than  shame,  in  his  voice.  He  took  his  hands  from  his 
eyes,  adjusted  his  ->,  stiffened  up  in  his  chair.  The  sallow 
tints  were  coming  l.  k  into  his  face;  his  lips  took  on  color; 
his  eye  and  uand  were  steady.  Not  every  man  could  have 
passed  through  such  a  cataclysm  and  emerged  so  little 
marked.  He  picked  up  his  cigarette  from  the  table;  it  was 
still  going.  This  fact  was  symbo!  c:  the  great  shock  had  come 
and  passed  within  the  smoking  of  an  inch  of  cigarette.  The 
pretty  room  was  as  it  was  before.  Pale  sunshine  still  flick- 
ered on  the  swelling  curtain.  The  leather  desk-clock  gayly 
ticked  the  passing  seconds.  The  young  man's  clean-cut  face 
looked  as  quiet  as  ever. 

Upon  Queed  the  old  man  fastened  his  fearless  black  eyes. 

"I  meant  to  tell  you  all  this  some  day,"  he  said,  in  quite 
a  natural  voice.  "  Now  the  day  has  come  a  little  sooner  than 
I  had  meant  —  that  is  all.  I  know  that  my  confidence  is  safe 
with  you  —  till  I  die." 

"I  think  you  have  nothing  to  f.ar  by  trusting  me,"  said 
Queed,  and  added  at  once:  "But  you  need  tell  me  nothing 
unless  /ou  prefer." 

A  kind  of  softness  ahoi>>  for  a  moment  in  Surface's  eyes. 
"Nobody  could  look  at  your  face,"  he  said  gently,  "and  ever 
be  afraid  to  trust  you." 

The  telephone  rang,  and  Queed  could  answer  it  by  merely 
putting  out  his  hand.  It  was  West,  from  the  office,  asking 
that  he  report  for  work  that  night,  as  he  himself  was  com- 
pelled to  be  away. 

Presently  Surface  began  talking;  talking  in  snatches, 
more  to  himself  than  to  his  young  friend,  rambling  back- 
ward over  his  broken  life  in  passionate  reminiscence.  He 
talked  a  long  time  thus,  while  ti.e  daylight  faded  and  dusk 
crept  into  the  room,  and  then  night;  and  Queed  listened,  giv- 
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ing  him  all  the  rein  he  wanted  and  saying  never  a  word  him- 

".  .  .Pray  your  gods,"  said  Surface,  "that  you  never 
have  such  reawn  to  hate  your  fellow-men  as  I  have  had  my 
fc«y.  For  that  has  been  the  keynote  of  my  unhappy  I™e 
God,  how  I  hated  them  all,  and  how  I  do  yet!  Not 

hoJ  Sn^'  :-'''  Ir  T"^^'-  vi.  e,  his  holier-than! 
thou  kmdn«»  hisself-nghteous  magnanimity  tossed  even 
av^^J  /  •  ^^oken-kneed  idol  whom  others  passed  with 
averted  face,  and  there  was  none  so  poor  to  donTrever- 
cncc*  •  •  • 

f«Sr?-''  ^"?!!?  ?."f^'  ^^  ^^^  meaning  of  the  old  pro- 
fewors  mvinable  dislike  for  Miss  Weyland.  which  he  had 
made  so  obvious  in  the  boarding-house  that  even  Mr.  By- 
lash  commented  on  it.  He  had  never  been  able  to  forgive 
her  father's  generosity,  wbch  he  had  so  terribly  betra^- 
her  name  and  her  blood  rankled  and  festered  eterLuS 
heart  of  the  faithless  friend  and  the  striped  trustee 

Henderson  the  ancient  African  who  attended  the  two 
men,  knocked  upon  the  shut  door  with  the  deprecatory  an- 
nouncement that  he  had  twice  rung  the  supper-bell.  ^ 

O,, Jf  ^'i^n  *^'"«^^^^■  *«  the  'ritchen,  Hendereon,"  said 
Queed.      I  II  nng  when  we  are  r  ^dy." 

The  breeze  was  freshening,  blowing  full  upon  Surface,  who 
^nl    ^^^^^  M  "°''';^  •'•   Q"^  «°'  "P  and  lowered  the 

Z  rV  J^'  ?[''  ""^"^  ""«^'""'^  ^•Ka''^"^  burned  his  fin! 
^rs.  he  lit  another;  it,  too.  burned  itself  down  to  the  cork- 
tip  without  receiving  the  attention  of  a  puff. 

Presently  he  went  on  talking: 

''I  was  of  a  high-spirited  line.  Thank  God,  I  never  learned 
to  fawn  on  the  hand  that  lashed  me.    Insult  I  would  not 

n^A  T  '^o'^^c^u*''''/'!^  ^'^^^  '  «*''"^'^'  '  «t'-"ck  to  kill. 

h;.;  f  I  ri  I,  ^  ^^'"^  .'^^*  ^^^  ^^^^  '^^^-  •  •  •  so  hard 

that  If  I  had  had  something  better  than  mean  negroes  and 
worse  whites  for  my  tools,  fifth-rate  scavengers,  buzzards 

«f  S"  Sf  .  •  ••  •  .?^"  i"^"**  "^""^^  ^^^'^  ^""en  the  history 
ol  the  btate  in  these  forty  years. 
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"That  was  the  way  I  struck,  and  how  did  they  answer 
me?  —  Ostracism  .  .  .  Coventry  .  .  .  The  weapons  of  mean 
old  women,  and  dogs.  .  .  .  The  dogs!  That  is  what  they 
were.  .  .  . 

"  Well,  other  arms  were  ready  to  receive  me.  Others  were 
fairer-minded  than  the  cowardly  bigots  who  could  blow  hot 
or  cold  as  their  selfish  interests  and  prostituted  leaders 
whispered.  I  was  not  a  man  to  be  kept  down.  Oh,  my 
new  friends  were  legion,  and  I  was  king  again.  But  it  was 
never  the  same.  In  that  way,  they  beat  me.  I  give  them 
that.  .  .  .  Not  they,  though.  It  was  deep  calling  to  deep. 
My  blood — heritage — tradition — education — all  that  I 
was  .  .  .  this  was  what  tortured  me  with  what  was  gone, 
and  kept  calling. 

"Wicked  injustice  and  a  lost  birthright.  .  .  .  Oh,  memory 
was  there  to  crucify  me,  by  day  and  by  night.  And  yet  .  .  . 
Why,  it  was  a  thing  that  is  done  every  day  by  men  these 
people  say  their  prayers  to.  .  .  .  Oh,  yes  —  I  wanted  to 
punish  —  him  for  his  smug  condescension,  his  patronizing 
playing  of  the  good  Samaritan.  And  through  him  all  these 
otherj  .  .  .  show  them  that  their  old  idol  wore  claws  on 
those  feet  of  clay.  But  not  in  that  way.  No,  a  much 
cleverer  way  than  that.  Perhaps  there  would  be  no  money 
when  they  asked  for  it,  but  I  was  to  smile  blandly  and  goon 
about  my  business.  They  were  never  to  reach  me.  But  the 
Surfaces  were  never  skilled  at  juggling  dirty  money.  .  .  . 

"  They  took  me  off  my  guard.  The  most  technical  fault — 
a  trifle. .  .  .  Another  day  or  two  and  everything  would  have 
been  all  right.  They  had  my  word  for  it — and  you  know 
how  they  replied.  .  .  .  The  infamous  tyranny  of  the  majority. 
The  greatest  judicial  crime  in  a  decade,  and  they  laughed. 

"So  now  I  lie  awake  in  the  long  nights  with  nine  years  of 
that  to  look  back  on. 

"Let  my  life  be  a  lesson  to  you  teaching  you  —  if  no- 
thing else  —  that  it  is  of  no  use  to  fight  society.  They  have 
a  hopeless  advantage,  the  contemptible  advantage  of  num- 
bers, and  they  are  not  ashamed  to  use  it.  .  .  .  But  my  spirit 
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would  not  let  me  lie  quiet  under  injury  and  insult.    I  was 

T^XTJ'  "^r.  'S  ^f  ^J^  "^y  «P""  °"-  And  when  I^^ 

TJ!fl       .^.T'"  ^u"^  ?^^'  '  «°  ^'^  ^  Parthian  shot  .  .  . 
and  after  all  have  the  last  word.  "«•••. 

''So  I  came  out  into  a  bright  world  again,  an  old  man 
before  my  time,  ruined  forever,  marked  wilh  a  scarlet  i^k 
to  wear  to  my  grave.  .  .  .  a^"ec  marK 

"And  then  in  time,  as  of  course  it  would,  the  resolve  came 
to  me  to  come  straight  back  here  to  die.  A  man  Jlnte  to 
die  among  his  own  people.  They  were  all  that  ever  meant 
anything  to  me-they  have  that  to  boast  of.  .  .  Ho^^ 
this  cityonce  To  dieanywhere  else  .  .  .  why,  it  was  melS 
mgless,  a  burlesque  on  death.  I  looked  at  my  face  in  the 
glass;  my  own  mother  would  not  have  known  me.  And  so^I 
came  s  raight  to  Jennie  Paynter's.  such  was  my  whim 
whom  I  held  on  my  knee  fifty  years  ago.  *  ' 

...  Oh,  it's  been  funny  ...  so  funnv  tn  «>  o<- 

structiof ''  '''^''  ^"^^  ''^^  P^^  °  "^^-'^^  -  R^n! 

if  i'i^ad'^JiJn  r"'^"''?T^^''  ''"^^  J"""'^  Paynter  would  do, 
itt.  uT  S"  °1^.  °^  l^^  occasions  and  spoken  my  name 
to  the  table  How  I  Ve  hated  her  -  hated  the  look  and  sight 
ti^l~  ^"^,^"J^^  Z^^^^  embracing  it  for  dear  life.  She  has 

S  .r  ruf'^V^^  ""^"'"  '^"^^  I  "^t^^"'  to  -  many  a 
bit  about  old  friends  .  .  .  forty  yeare  since  I'd  heanl  their 

rnuSlff  Jfu  ^"J"^  ""bearable  to  a  man  of  my  temper.  I 
could  afford  the  decency  of  privacy  in  my  old  age.  For  I 
had  worked  hard  and  saved  since.  .  »«=•  ror  i 

jf'^V^^VT  f  ^^  :  •  •  ^  scholar  and  a  gentleman." 
rfpnL    h  ^"'if  '^%^  "?  ^^^  '■°°"^-   Surface's  voice  had  sud- 

^en  Llh."^  o'  l^l  ^J''''''T  ^"^^  °"*  °f  it-  it  became 
gentler  than  Queed  had  ever  heard  it. 

"I  did  not  find  you  out  at  once.    My  life  had  made  me 

SSI  -  ^"^  ""^  °^  '^'  Nazareth  of\hat  house  I  nev^r 
tooked  for  any  good  to  come.  But  when  once  I  took  note  of 
you,  each  day  I  saw  you  clearer  and  truer.  I  saw  you  fight- 
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ing,  and  asking  no  odds— for  elbow-room  to  do  your  own 
work,  for  your  way  up  on  the  newspaper,  for  bodily  strength 
and  health  —  everywhere  I  saw  you,  you  were  fighting  in- 
domitably. I  have  always  loved  a  fighter.  You  were  young 
and  a  stranger,  alone  like  me;  you  stirred  no  memories  of 
a  past  that  now,  in  my  age,  I  would  forget;  your  face  was 
the  face  of  honor  and  truth.  I  thought:  What  a  blessing  if 
I  could  make  a  friend  of  this  young  man  for  the  little  while 
that  is  left  me!  .  .  .  And  you  have  been  a  blessing  and  a 
joy  —  more  than  you  can  dream.  And  now  you  will  not  cast 
me  off,  like  the  others.  ...  I  do  not  know  the  words  with 
which  to  try  to  chank  you.  ..." 

u-i^P^'  ?°"'t'"  came  Queed's  voice  hastily  out  of  the  dark. 
There  is  no  question  of  thanks  here." 

He  got  up,  lit  the  lamps,  pulled  down  the  shade.  '  old 
man  lay  back  in  his  chair,  his  hands  gripping  its  arms,  the 
lamplight  full  upon  him.  Never  had  Queed  seen  him  look 
less  inspiring  to  affection.  His  black  cap  had  gotten  pushed 
to  one  side,  which  both  revealed  a  considerable  area  of  hair- 
less head,  and  imparted  to  the  whole  face  an  odd  and  rakish 
air ;  the  Italian  eyes  did  not  wholly  match  with  the  softness 
of  his  voice;  the  thin-lipped  mouth  under  the  long  auburn 
mustache  looked  neither  sorrowful  nor  kind.  It  was  Queed's 
lifelong  habit  never  to  look  back  with  vain  regrets;  and  he 
needed  all  of  his  resolution  now. 

He  stood  in  front  of  the  man  whose  terrible  secret  he  had 
surprised,  and  outwardly  he  was  as  calm  as  ever. 

"Professor  Nicolovius,"  he  said,  with  a  faint  emphasis 
upon  the  name,  "all  this  is  as  though  it  had  never  passed 
between  us.  And  now  let's  go  and  get  some  supper." 
...  Surface  rose  to  his  height  and  took  Queed's  hand  in  c  ^p 
like  iron.   His  eyes  glistened  with  sudden  moisture. 

"God  bless  you,  boy!  You're  a  man/" 

It  had  been  a  memorable  conversation  in  the  life  of  both 
men,  opening  up  obvious  after-lines  of  more  or  less  moment- 
ous thought.  Yet  each  of  them,  as  it  happened,  neglected 
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ousness,  and  pretty  Svth^L  ^Pp^^tly  much  less  sen- 
face  sat  long  that  evSnem^r.-^^'l^^^  ^'  ^^t.  For  Sur- 
surely  break  up  the  SSfhio  t^  "^^^'^  ^"  "^^^^  'no^t 
Sharif  WeylaSd;  ^mQu^^'^^Zt: ^^1^^  'T^  ^"^ 
the  office,  found  his  thougKf  nIT^-  ^•'>'>'  *^°"«  ^t 
speculations  as  to  what  mSw  1  5^°"^"^  dominated  by 
that  he  had  form^  a  Hfe  W  S"?  ^"1!'^^^^'  '^  '^'  ^^^ 
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Of  the  Bill  for  the  Reformatory,  and  its  Critical  Situation;  of 
Wesfs  Second  Disappointment  with  the  Rewards  of  Patriot^ 
ism;  of  the  Consolation  he  found  in  the  most  Charming  Re- 
sohe  in  the  World. 

IN  January  the  legislature  met  again.  All  autumn  and 
early  winter  the  Post  had  been  pounding  without  sur- 
cease upon  two  great  issues:  first,  the  reform  of  the  tax- 
laws,  and,  second,  the  establishment  of  a  reformatoi  y  insti- 
tution for  women.'  It  was  palpably  the  resolve  of  the  paper 
that  the  legislature  should  not  overlook  these  two  measures 
through  lack  of  being  shown  where  its  duty  lay. 

To  the  assistant  editor  had  been  assigned  both  campaigns, 
and  he  had  developed  his  argument  with  a  deadly  persistence. 
A  legislature  could  no  more  ignore  him  than  you  could  ig- 
nore a  man  who  is  pounding  you  over  the  head  with  a  bed- 
slat.  Queed  had  proved  his  cases  in  a  dozen  ways,  histor- 
ically and  analogically,  politically,  morally,  and  scientifically, 
socially  and  sociologically.  Then,  for  luck,  he  proceeded 
to  run  through  the  whole  list  again  a  time  or  two;  and 
now  faithful  readers  of  the  Post  cried  aloud  for  mercy,  ask- 
ing each  other  what  under  the  sun  had  got  into  the  paper 
that  it  thus  massacred  and  mutilated  the  thrice-slain. 

But  the  Post,  aided  by  the  press  of  the  State  which  had  been 
captivated  by  its  ringing  logic,  continued  its  merciless  fire, 
and,  as  it  proved,  not  insanely.  For  when  the  legislature 
came  together,  it  turned  out  to  be  one  of  those  "economy" 
sessions,  periodically  thrust  down  the  throats  of  even  the 
wiliest  politicians.  Not  "progress"  was  its  watchword,  but 
"wise  retrenchment."  Every  observer  of  events,  espe- 
cially in  states  where  one  party  has  been  long  in  control,  is 
familiar  with  these  recurrent  manifestations.  There  is  a  long 
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period  of  systematic  reduplication  of  the  offices  multinlvma 
generosity  to  the  faithful,  and  enormous  geTmSt^ 
gression  of  the  public  payroll.  Some  mLap!  oS  daT 
focuses  attention  upon  the  princely  totalities  of  the  law-mak ' 
Tril'"'  • "?  ^  5:°^'  «^  "P  ^^°"^  *^«  " sovereigns/' who 

^emaS^h^l'^^.'^^'^'^^'^^T'^^^ 
Srf ;7i  ^    ^  '"^"agers.  always  respectful  to  an  angry 
electorate,  thereupon  announce  that,  owing  to  the  wonder- 
ful penod  of  progress  and  expansion  brought  about  by  "he  r 

penod,  hold  down  expenses  and  enjoy  its  (party-made)  pros- 
T  ?•  ^u'^  '^"^^  ^^^  "keynote"  for  the  next  legislatu^ 

"^ono'm^'tnd"'  '^S'  '"f^.^  ^  tremendous  S'fCt 
economy,  and  possibly  refrains  from  increasing  expenses 
or  even  shades  them  down  about  a  dollar  and  a  haff  ShS 
widi  their  victory,  the  innocent  sovereigns  return,  cS 
^tus-wise,  to  their  plows,  and  th.  next  Lsion  of  the  S- 
lature.  reheved  of  that  suspicionful  scrutiny  so  galling  to  me„ 

Such  ;  bS?"^'  '°  Tl""'  P-^-^'^"^^  'ooseiith  a  wh^p 
SuchabnefspasmhadnowseizedtheState.  Expenseshad 
doubled  and  redoubled  with  a  velocity  which  caSTeven 
hardened  prodigals  to  view  with  alarm.  The  number  of  ^Z 
missions,  boards,  assistant  inspectors,  and  thW  deSiTv 
clerks  w^  enormous,  far  larger  than  akybody  rSiz  J   H 

SStrc^^'^"  '  '1°'°^'^^'  ^^^-^^ol  t^oufh  the 
^tl,^?^  Government,  you  would  doubtless  have  dis- 
covered a  most  amazing  number  of  unobtrusive  gentlemen 

sTe?k^"nX  ttir''^"'"'  f^  1^'  '"^^-' sittingSTnd 
la!^  v^^  to  it  Tr^  '^^''  ^""«^  "«'«  "souths  affixed 
l„i  ^    I       ^^  P"^^'*'  ^'^^^^'  o*"  two  years  ago.  or  twentv 

p?uck"S?em  :r?„"  '"^'"'  "^"^"^  ''  ^"^^^  -^^t  t^o 
Sn2  toTh.f*^  -^^  aggregate  way.  attention  had  been 
called  to  them  during  the  gubernatorial  campaign  of  the 

uSSsTullv^^  ''Z'^'  ''^1  ^^""^P  ^^^'  of -^  b^n 
R^^  K       ^"«we''ed"byt  e  loyal  leaders  and  party  press 

IrU  ^i^ir^"^?'  °'  ^^^"""-'  expenditure.  ^l^cLm: 
pared  wiMi  the  annual  expenditures  of  ten  years  ago,  nec^- 
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sarily  stood,  and  in  cold  type  it  looked  bad.  The'^fore  the 
legislature  met  now  for  an  "economy  session."  The  public 
was  given  to  understand  that  every  penny  would  have  to 
give  a  strict  account  of  itself  before  it  would  receive  a  pass 
from  the  treasury,  and  that  public  institutions,  asking  for  in- 
creased support,  could  consider  themselves  lucky  if  they  did 
not  find  their  appropriations  scaled  down  by  a  fourth  or  so. 

The  Post's  tax  reform  scheme  went  through  with  a  bang. 
Out  of  loose  odds  and  ends  of  vague  discontent,  Queed  had 
succeeded  in  creating  a  body  of  public  sentiment  that  be- 
came invincible.  Moreover,  this  scheme  cost  nothing.  On  the 
contrary,  by  a  rearrangement  of  items  and  a  stricter  system 
of  assessment,  it  promised,  as  the  Post  frequently  remarked, 
to  put  hundreds  of  thousands  into  the  treasury.  But  the  re- 
formatory was  a  horse  of  a  totally  different  color.  Here  was 
a  proposal,  for  a  mere  supposititious  moral  gain,  evanescent 
as  air,  to  take  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  of  hard  money 
out  of  the  crib,  and  saddle  the  State  with  an  annual  obliga- 
tion, to  boot.  An  excellent  thing  in  itself,  but  a  most  unrea- 
sonable request  of  an  economy  session,  said  the  organization 
leaders.  In  fact,  this  hundred  thousand  dollars  happened 
to  be  precisely  the  hundred  thousand  dollars  they  needed 
to  lubricate  "the  organization,"  and  discharge,  by  some 
choice  new  positions,  a  few  honorable  obligations  incurred 
during  the  campaign. 

Now  it  was  written  in  the  recesses  of  the  assistant  edi- 
tor's being,  those  parts  of  him  which  he  never  thought  of 
mentioning  to  anybody,  that  the  reformatory  bill  must  pass. 
Various  feelings  had  gradually  stiffened  an  eariy  general  ap- 
proval into  a  rock-ribbed  resolve.  It  was  on  a  closely  allied 
theme  that  he  had  first  won  his  editorial  spurs — the  theme 
of  Klinker's  "  blaggards,"  who  made  reformatories  necessary. 
That  was  one  thing:  a  kind  of  professional  sentiment  which 
the  sternest  scientist  need  not  be  ashamed  to  acknowledge. 
And  then,  beyond  that,  his  many  talks  with  Klinker  had  in- 
vested the  campaign  for  the  reformatory  with  a  warmth  of 
meaning  which  was  without  precedent  in  his  experience. 
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This  was,  in  fact,  his  first  personal  contact  with  the  suffering 
and  sin  of  the  world,  his  first  grapple  with  a  social  problem 
in  the  raw.  Two  years  before,  when  he  had  offered  to  write 
an  article  on  this  topic  for  the  Assistant  Secretary  of  Chari- 
ties, his  interest  in  a  reformatory  had  been  only  the  scientific 
interest  which  the  trained  sociologist  feels  in  all  the  enginery 
of  social  reform.  But  now  this  institution  had  become  in- 
dissolubly  connected  in  Queed's  mind  with  the  case  of  Eva 
Bernheimer,  whom  Buck  Klinker  knew,  Eva  Bernheimer 
who  was  "in  trouble"  at  sixteen,  and  had  now  "dropped 
out."  A  reformatory  had  become  in  his  thought  a  living  in- 
strument to  catch  the  Eva  Bernheimers  of  this  world,  and 
effectually  prevent  them  from  dropping  out. 

And  apart  from  all  this,  here  was  the  first  chance  he  had 
ever  had  to  do  a  service  for  Sharlee  Weyland. 

However,  the  bill  stuck  obstinately  in  committee.  Now 
the  session  was  more  than  half  over,  February  was  nearly 
gone,  and  there  it  still  stuck.  And  when  it  finally  came  out, 
it  was  evidently  going  to  be  a  toss  of  a  coin  whether  it  would 
be  passed  by  half  a  dozen  votes,  or  beaten  by  an  equal  num- 
ber. But  there  was  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  the  great  ma- 
jority of  the  voters,  so  far  as  they  were  interested  in  it  at  all, 
wanted  it  passed,  and  the  tireless  Post  was  prodding  the 
committee  every  other  day,  observing  that  now  was  the  time, 
etc. ,  and  demanding  in  a  hundred  forceful  ways,  how  about  it? 

With  cheerfulness  and  confidence  had  West  intrusted  these 
important  matters  to  his  young  assistant.  Not  only  was 
Queed  an  acknowledged  authority  on  both  taxation  and 
penological  science,  but  he  had  enjoyed  the  advantage  of 
writing  articles  on  both  themes  under  Colonel  Cowles's  per- 
sonal direction.  The  Colonel's  bones  were  dust,  his  pen  was 
rust,  his  soul  was  with  the  saints,  we  trust;  but  his  gallant 
spirit  went  marching  on.  He  towered  out  of  memory  a  demi- 
god, and  what  he  said  and  did  in  his  lifetime  had  become 
as  the  law  of  the  Medes  and  Persians  now. 

But  there  was  never  any  dispute  about  the  division  of  edi- 
torial honors  on  the  Post,  anyway.   The  two  young  men,  in 


itii 


394 


QUEED 


fact,  were  so  different  in  every  way  that  their  relations  were 
a  model  of  mutual  satisfaction.  Never  once  did  Queed's 
popular  chief  seek  to  ride  over  his  valued  helper,  or  deny  him 
his  full  share  of  opportunity  in  the  department.  If  anything, 
indeed,  he  leaned  quite  the  other  way.  For  West  lacked  the 
plo'Jder's  faculty  for  indefatigable  application.  Like  some 
rare  and  splendid  bird,  if  he  was  kept  too  closely  in  captiv- 
ity, his  spirit  sickened  and  died. 

It  is  time  to  admit  frankly  that  West,  upon  closer  con- 
tact with  newspaper  work,  had  been  somewhat  disillusioned^ 
and  who  that  knows  will  be  surprised  at  that?  To  begin 
with,  he  had  been  used  to  much  freedom,  and  his  new  duties 
were  extremely  confining.  They  began  soon  after  breakfast, 
and  no  man  could  say  at  what  hour  they  would  end.  The 
night  work,  in  es|J)ecial,  he  abhorred.  It  interfered  with  much 
more  amusing  things  that  had  hitherto  beguiled  his  even- 
ings, and  it  also  conflicted  with  sleep,  of  which  he  required  a 
good  deal.  There  was,  too,  a  great  amount  of  necessary  but 
most  irksome  drudgery  connected  with  his  editorial  labors. 
Because  the  Post  was  a  leader  of  public  thought  in  the  State, 
and  as  such  enjoyed  a  national  standing.  West  found  it  ne- 
cessary to  read  a  vast  number  c  f  papers,'to  keep  up  with  what 
was  going  on.  He  was  also  forced  to  write  many  perfunctory 
articles  on  subjects  which  did  not  interest  him  in  the  least, 
and  about  which,  to  tell  the  truth,  he  knew  very  little. 
There  were  also  a  great  many  letters  either  to  be  answered, 
or  to  be  prepared  for  publication  in  the  People's  Forum 
column,  and  these  letters  were  commonly  written  by  dull 
asses  who  had  no  idea  what  they  were  talking  about.  Prosy 
people  were  always  coming  in  with  requests  or  complaints, 
usually  the  latter.  First  and  last  there  was  a  quantity  of 
grinding  detail  which,  like  the  embittered  old  fogeyism  ol 
the  Bla'nes  College  trustees,  had  not  appeared  on  his  rosy 
prospect  in  the  Maytime  preceding. 

With  everything  else  favorable,  '  t  would  cheerfully 
have  accepted  these  things,  as  being  inextricably  embedded 
in  the  nature  of  the  work.  But  unfortunately,  everything  else 
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was  not  favorable.  Deeper  than  the  grind  of  the  routine  de- 
to^ .  was  the  consunt  opposition  and  adverse  criticism  to 
which  his  newspaper,  hke  every  other  one,  was  incessanUv 
subjected.  It  has  long  been  a  trite  observation  that  no  reader 
of  any  newspaper  is  so  humble  as  not  to  be  outspokenly  con- 

those  who  actually  are  running  it.  Every  upstanding  man 
who  pays  a  cent  for  a  daily  journal  consider  that  he  buys  the 
nght  to  abuse  it.  nay  incurs  the  manly  duty  of  abusing  it 

«lence.    If  his  readers  are  pleased  with  his  remarks,  they 

jot  or  tittle  of  his  high-speed  dissertations,  he  must  be  ore 
pared  to  have  quarts  of  ink  squirted  at  him  forthwith 
Now  this  was  exactly  the  reverse  of  Editor  West's  ore 

of  him  to  be  shouted  in  the  market-place.  For  all  hisS 
humor  and  poise,  the  steady  fire  of  hostile  criticism  filtSi 

.^^  T??^""-  ""  ^'5  "°'  ^^^  ^°  ^""  ^^--o^Kh  his  exchanges 
and  find  his  esteemed  contemporaries  combatting  his  ^T 
tions,  sometimes  bitteriy  or  contemptuously,  and  aWs 
iTkl  rr"^  '?  -^"i;'  ""--^^r^bly  and  unfairiy.  He  did  noi 
like  to  have  friends  stop  him  on  the  street  to  ask  why  hi 
the  name  of  so-and-so  he  had  said  such-and-such;  or  mo  " 
trying  stil,  have  them  pass  him  with  ...  icy  nod.  s  mply  ^! 

"^rr!  ^u'J'i  "^r  ^^^""^  °f  '--"^h  ^"d  exploitation  of  the 
uphft,  had  fearlessly  trod  upon  their  precious  little  toes.  He 
did  not  like  to  have  his  telephone  ring  with  an  angry  protest 
or  toget  a  curt  letter  from  a  railroad  president  ( sup^sedly 

JH^uT^  °u  '^f.  P"P^^'^^  ^^^^""^  to  know  by'^etum 
niail  whether  the  clipping  therewith  inclosed  represented 
the  Po5/'.  attitude  toward  the  railroads.  Heldy  procet 
sion  of  th  ngs  like  these  wears  on  the  nerves  of  a  Ln  JtTve 
man,  and  West,  for  all  his  confident  exterior,  was  a  ^^iZ 
man  A  heavy  offset  in  the  form  of  large  and  constant  pub- 
he  eulogies  was  needed  to  balance  these  annoyances,  and 
such  an  offset  was  not  forthcoming. 
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West  was  older  now,  a  little  less  ready  in  his  enthusiasms, 
a  shade  less  pleased  with  tae  world,  a  thought  less  sure  of  the 
eternal  merits  of  the  life  of  uplift.  In  fact  he  was  thirty-three 
years  old.  and  he  had  moments  now  and  then,  when  he  won- 
dered  if  he  weregoing  forwa.      s  rapidb^and  surely  as  he 
had  a  right  to  expect.  This  was  the  third  position  he  had 
had  since  he  left  college,  and  it  was  his  general  ^^Pec^Uon 
to  graduate  into  a  fourth  befo..  a  great  while.   Semple   re- 
miently  urged  him  to  return  to  the  brokerage  business;  he 
had  mide  an  unquestioned  success  there  at  any  rate,  /^^to 
Blaines  College,  he  could  not  be  so  confident.   The  college 
had  opened  this  year  with  an  increased  enrollment  of  twenty- 
five  Ind  though  West  privately  felt  certain  that  his  succtv 
s^r  ;as  only  reapihg  where  he  himself  had  sown,  you  coula 
^otb^  certain  that  the  low  world  would  so  see  it.  As  for  the 
P05/it  was  a  ^ere  stop-gap.  a  momentary  halting-place 
where  h^preened  for  a  far  higher  flight.  There  were  many 
tinSs  that  winter  when  West  wondered  if  P^onny  Neal, 
wZi  he  rardy  or  never  saw.  could  possibly  have  failed  to 
notice  how  prominently  he  was  in  line. 

But  these  doubts  and  dissatisfactions  left  little  mark 
upon  the  handsome  face  and  buoyant  manner    Chan^  m 
West  if  there  were  any.  were  of  the  slightest.   Certainly 
his  b^st  friends.  like  those  two  charming  young  women 
Miss  Weyland  knd  Miss  Avery,  found  him  as  delightful 

^  I^n  these  days.  West's  mother  desired  him  to  marry.  After 
the  cunnfng  Sbit  of  women,  she  put  the  thought  before 
him  daily,  under  many  an  alluring  guise,  by  a  thousand  en^ 
elcing  approaches.  West  himself  warmed  to  the  idea.  He 
had  druSk  freely  of  the  pleasures  of  single  Wessedness 
under  the  most  favorable  conditions;  was  now  becoming 
Lmewhat  j^ded  with  them;  and  looked  with  approval  upon 
^T^ospeit  of  a  little  nest,  or  indeed  one  not  so  lit  le,  duly 
equipped  with  the  usual  faithful  helpmeet  who  should  sjiae 
WsTrrows.  joys.  etc.  The  nest  he  could  feather  decently 
enoSh  hl^if^  the  sole  problem,  a  critical  one  m  its  vay. 
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wa«  to  deade  upon  the  helpmeet.  West  was  neither  college 
boy  nor  sailor.  Mis  heart  was  no  harem  of  beautiful  facw 
Long  since,  he  had  faced  the  knowledge  that  there  were  but 
two  girls  in  the  world  for  him.  Since,  however,  the  church 
and  the  law  allowed  him  but  one,  he  must  more  drastically 
monogamize  his  heart;  and  this  he  found  enormouslv  diffi- 
cult.  It  was  the  poet's  triangle  with  the  two  dear  ch^  mers 
over  again. 

One  blowy  night  in  late  February,  West  passed  by  the 
brown  stone  palace  which  Miss  Avery's  open-handed  papa, 
from  Mauch  Chunk,  occupied  on  a  three  years'  lea«e  with 
pnvi'-ge  of  buying;  and  repaired  to  the  more  modest  estab- 
hshment  where  dwelt  Miss  Weyland  and  her  mother.   The 
reformatory  issue  was  then  at  the  touch.  The  bill  had  come 
out  of  committee  with  a  six-and-six  vote;  rumor  had  it  that 
It  would  be  called  up  in  the  House  within  the  week;  and  it 
now  appeared  as  though  a  push  of  a  feather's  weight  might 
settle  Its  fate  either  way.    Sharlee  and  West  spoke  first  of 
this.    She  was  eagerly  interested,  and  praised  him  warmly 
for  the  interest  and  valuable  help  of  the  Post.   Her  confi- 
dence was  unshaken  that  the  bill  would  go  through,  though 
by  a  narrow  margin. 
J'The  opposition  is  of  the  deadliest  sort."  she  admitted, 
because  it  is  silent.    It  is  silent  because  it  knows  that  its 
only  argument  — all  this  economy  talk  — is  utterly  insin- 
cere.   But  Mr.  Dayne  knows  where  the  opposition  is  — 
and  the  way  he  goes  after  it!  Never  believe  any  more  that 
ministers  can't  lobby!" 

"Probably  the  root  of  the  whole  matter,"  offered  West 
easing  himself  back  into  his  chair,  "is  that  the  machine  fel- 
lows want  this  particular  hundred  thousand  dollars  in  their 
business." 

"Is  n't  it  horrid  that  men  can  be  so  utterly  selfish?  You 
don  t  think  they  will  really  venture  to  do  that?" 

"I  honestly  don't  know.  You  see  I  have  turned  it  all  over 
to  gueed,  and  I  confess  I  have  n't  studied  it  with  anything 
hke  the  care  he  has."^  ^      * 
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Sharlee,  who  was  never  too  engroMed  in  mere  subjects  to 
notice  people's  tones,  said  at  once:  "Oh,  I  am  sure  they  won't 
dare  do  it,"  and  immediately  changed  the  subject.  "You 
are  going  to  the  German,  of  course?" 

"Oh,  surely,  unless  the  office  pinches  me." 

"You  mustn't  let  it  pinch  you  —  the  last  of  the  year, 
heigho!  Did  you  hear  about  Robert  Byrd  and  Miss — no, 
I  won't  give  you  her  name  —  and  the  visiting  girl?" 

"Never  a  word." 

"She's  a  thoroughly  nice  girl,  but  —  well,  not  pretty,  I 
should  say,  and  I  don't  think  she  has  had  much  fun  here. 
Beverley  and  Robert  Byrd  were  here  the  other  night. 
Why  tvill  they  hunt  in  pairs,  do  you  know?  I  told  Beverley 
that  he  positively^  must  take  this  girl  to  the  German.  He 
quarreled  and  complained  a  good  deal  at  first,  but  finally 
yielded  like  a  dear  boy.  Then  he  seemed  to  enter  in  the  nicest 
way  into  the  spirit  of  our  altruistic  design.  He  said  that 
after  he  had  asked  the  girl,  it  would  be  very  nice  if  Robert 
should  ask  her  too.  He  would  be  refus^,  of  course,  but  the 
girl  would  have  the  pleasant  feeling  04  getting  a  rush,  and 
Robert  would  boost  his  standing  as  a  philanthropist,  all  with- 
out cost  to  anybody.  Robert  was  good-natured,  and  fell  in 
with  the  plan.  Three  days  later  he  telephoned  me,  simply 
furious.  He  had  asked  the  girl  —  you  know  he  has  n't  been  to 
a  German  for  five  years  —  and  she  accepted  at  once  with 
tears  of  gratitude." 

"But  how—?" 

"Of  course  Beverley  never  asked  her.  He  simply  trapped 
Robert,  which  he  would  rather  do  than  anything  else  in  the 
world." 

West  shouted.  "Speaking  of  Germans,"  he  said  presently, 
"  I  am  making  up  my  list  for  next  year  —  the  early  bird, 
you  know.   How  many  will  you  give  me?" 

"Six." 

"Will  you  kindly  sign  up  the  papers  to-night?" 

"No  —  my  mother  won't  let  me.  I  might  sign  up  for 
one  if  you  want  me  to." 
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"What  possible  use  has  your  mother  for  the  other  five 
that  is  better  than  giving  them  all  to  me?" 

''Perhaps  she  does  n't  want  to  spoil  other  men  for  me." 
West  leaned  forward,  interest  fully  awakened  on  his 
charmmg  face,  and  Sharlee  watched  him,  pleased  with  her- 
self. 

It  had  occurred  to  her,  in  fact,  that  Mr.  West  was  tired; 
and  this  was  the  solemn  truth.  He  was  a  man  of  large  re-' 
sponsibilities,  with  a  day's  work  behl.nd  him  and  a  night's 
work  ahead  of  him.  His  personal  conception  of  the  way  to 
occupy  the  predous  interval  did  not  include  the  conscien- 
tious talking  of  shop.  Jaded  and  brain-fagged,  what  he  de- 
sired was  to  be  amused,  beguiled,  soothed,  fascinated,  even 
flattered  a  bit,  mayhap.  Sharlee's  theory  of  hospitality  was 
that  a  guest  was  entitled  to  any  type  of  conversation  he  had 
a  mind  to.  Having  dismissed  her  own  troubles,  she  now 
proceeded  to  make  herself  as  agreeable  as  she  knew  how ;  and 
he  has  read  these  pages  to  little  purpose  who  does  not  know 
that  that  was  very  agreeable  indeed. 

West,  at  least,  appeared  to  think  so.  He  lingered,  charmed, 
until  quarter  past  eleven  o'clock,  at  which  hour  Mrs.  Wey- 
land,  in  the  room  above,  began  to  let  the  tongs  and  poker  fall 
about  with  unmistakable  significance;  and  went  out  into  the 
starlit  night  radiant  with  the  certainty  that  his  heart,  after 
long  wandering,  had  found  its  true  mate  at  last. 
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XXIV 

Sharlee's  Parlor  on  Another  Evening;  how  One  Caller  outsat 
Two,  and  why;  also,  how  Sharlee  looked  in  her  Mirror  for  a 
Long  Time,  and  why. 

ON  the  very  night  after  West  made  his  happy  discov- 
ery, namely  on  the  evening  of  February  24,  at  about 
twenty  minutes  of  nine,  Sharlee  Weyland's  doorbell 
rang,  and  Mr.  Queed  was  shown  into  her  parlor. 

His  advent  was  a  complete  surprise  to  Sharlee.  For 
these  nine  months,  her  suggestion  that  he  should  call  upon 
her  had  lain  utterly  neglected.  Since  the  Reunion  she  had 
seen  him  but  four  times,  twice  on  the  street,  and  once  at  each 
of  their  offices,  when  the  business  of  the  reformatory  had  hap- 
pened to  draw  them  together.  The  last  of  these  meetings, 
which  had  been  the  briefest,  was  already  six  weeks  old.  In 
all  of  her  acquaintance  with  him,  extending  now  over  two 
years  and  a  half,  this  was  the  first  time  that  he  had  ever 
sought  her  out  with  intentions  that  were,  presumably,  de- 
liberately social. 

The  event,  Sharlee  felt  in  greeting  him,  could  not  have 
happened,  more  unfortunately.  Queed  found  the  parlor  oc- 
cupied, and  the  lady's  attention  engaged,  by  two  young  men 
before  him.  One  of  them  was  Beverley  Byrd,  who  saluted 
him  somewhat  moodily.  The  other  was  a  Mr.  Miller  — 
no  relation  to  Miss  Miller  of  Mrs.  Paynter's,  though  a  faint 
something  in  his  ensemble  lent  plausibility  to  that  conjec- 
ture —  a  newcomer  to  the  city  who,  having  been  introduced 
to  Miss  Weyland  somewhere,  had  taken  the  liberty  of  call- 
ing without  invitation  or  permission.  It  was  impossible  for 
Sharlee  to  be  rude  to  anybody  under  her  own  roof,  but  it  is 
equally  impossible  to  describe  her  manner  to  Mr.  Miller  as 
exactly  cordial.    He  himself  was  a  cordial  man,  mustached 
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and  anecdotal,  who  assumed  rather  more  confidence  than  he 
actM-:<i V  le!t.  Beverley  Byrd,  who  did  not  always  hunt  in 
pa-  s,  had  taker.  <  n  unwonted  dislike  to  him  at  sight.  He  did 
no.  ccnsider  hi)  1  a  suitable  person  to  be  calling  on  Sharlee, 
an<i  he  had  ben  doing  his  best,  with  considerable  deft- 
ness and  success,  to  deter  him  from  feeling  too  much  at 
home. 

Byrd  wore  a  beautiful  dinner  jacket.  So  did  Mr.  Miller, 
with  a  gray  tie,  and  a  gray,  brass-buttoned  vest,  to  boot. 
Queed  wore  his  day  clothes  of  blue,  which  were  not  so  new 
as  they  were  the  day  Sharlee  first  saw  them,  on  the  rustic 
bridge  near  the  little  cemetery.  He  had,  of  course,  taken  it 
for  granttxi  that  he  would  find  Miss  Weyland  alone.  Never- 
theless, he  did  not  appear  disconcerted  by  the  sudden  dis- 
covery of  his  mistake,  or  even  by  Mr.  Miller's  glorious 
waistcoat;  he  was  as  grave  as  ever,  but  showed  no  signs  of 
embarrassment.  Sharlee  caught  herself  observing  him  closely, 
as  he  shook  hands  with  the  two  men  and  selected  a  chair 
for  himself;  she  concluded  that  constant  contact  with  the 
graces  of  Charles  Gardiner  West  had  not  been  without  its 
effect  upon  him.  He  appeared  decidedly  more  at  his  ease 
than  Mr.  Miller,  for  instance*  and  he  had  another  valuable 
possession  which  that  personage  lacked,  namely,  the  face 
of  a  gentleman. 

But  it  was  too  evident  that  he  felt  little  sense  of  responsi- 
bility for  the  maintenance  of  the  conversation.  He  sat  back 
in  a  chair  of  exceptionable  comfortableness,  and  allowed 
Beverley  Byrd  to  discourse  with  him ;  a  privilege  which  Byrd 
exercised  fitfully,  for  his  heart  was  in  the  talk  that  Sharlee 
was  dutifully  supporting  with  Mr.  Miller.  Into  this  talk 
he  resolutely  declined  to  be  drawn,  but  his  ear  was  alert  for 
opportunities  —  which  came  not  infrequently  —  to  thrust 
in  a  polished  oar  to  the  discomfiture  of  the  intruder. 

Not  that  he  would  necessarily  care  to  do  it,  but  the  runner 
could  read  Mr,  Miller,  without  a  glass,  at  one  hundred  paces' 
distance.  He  was  of  the  climber  type,  a  self-made  man  in  the 
earlier  and  less  inspiring  stages  of  the  making.  Culture  had 
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a  dangerous  fascination  for  him.  He  adored  to  talk  of  books; 
a  rash  worship,  it  seemed,  since  his  but  bowing  acquaintance 
with  them  trapped  him  frequently  into  mistaken  identities 
over  which  Sharlee  with  difficulty  kept  a  straight  face,  while 
Byrd  palpably  rejoiced. 

"You  know  Thanatopsis,  of  course,"  he  would  ask,  with 
a  rapt  and  glowing  eye  —  "  Lord  Byron's  beautiful  poem  on 
the  philosophy  of  life?  Now  that  is  my  idea  of  what  poetry 
ought  to  be,  Miss  Weyland.  ..." 

And  Beverley  Byrd,  breaking  his  remark  to  Queed  off 
short  in  the  middle,  would  turn  to  Sharlee  with  a  face  of 
studious  calm  and  say:  — 

"Will  you  ever  fbrget,  Sharlee,  the  first  time  you  read  the 
other  Thanatopsis  —  the  one  by  William  CuUen  Bryant? 
Don't  you  remember  how  it  looked  —  with  the  picture  of 
Bryant  —  in  the  old  Fifth  Reader?" 

Mr.  Miller  proved  that  he  could  turn  brick-red,  but  he 
learned  nothing  from  experience. 

In  time,  the  talk  between  the  two  young  men,  which  had 
begun  so  desultorily,  warmed  up.  Byrd  had  read  something 
besides  the  Fifth  Reader,  and  Queed  had  discovered  before 
to-night  that  he  had  ideas  to  express.  Their  conversation 
progressed  with  waxing  interest,  from  the  President's  mes- 
sage to  the  causes  of  the  fall  of  Rome,  and  thence  by  wholly 
logical  transitions  to  the  French  Revolution  and  Woman's 
Suffrage.  Byrd  gradually  became  so  absorbed  that  he  al- 
most, but  not  quite,  neglected  to  keep  Mr.  Miller  in  his 
place.  As  for  Queed,  he  spoke  in  defense  of  the  "revolt  of 
woman"  for  five  minutes  without  interruption,  and  his  mas- 
terly sentences  finally  drew  the  silence  and  attention  of 
Mr.  Miller  himself. 

"Who  is  that  fellow?"  he  asked  in  an  undertone.     "I 
did  n't  catch  his  name." 
Sharlee  told  him. 

"He's  got  a  fine  face,"  observed  Mr.  Miller.  "I've  made 
quite  a  study  of  faces,  and  I  never  saw  one  just  like  his  — 
80  absolutely  on  one  note,  if  you  know  what  I  mean." 
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J^^^nri'  ''  "^f"  ^'^^  ^^"'«^'  interested  by  him 
..S; r'^. ^""^  ^  '°"8^  ^^  t^^y  botJ^  did  live. 

r.n  ?.     '  '*  f  "°^  ^'"^^y^  ^^'y  ^°  P"'  a  name  to  it.  but  I  'd 

ill    Wu  *^""'^;  -  ^^  y°"  ^""^^  ^hat  I  mean.'- 

.h.^?        ?  '^^u  "*  "^'"  ^^'^-P^^'  *«"•  The  door  had  hardly 
shut  upon  him  when  Byrd,  too.  rose.  ^ 

spoke^t'ou'-'^""''""^ 

MnSer.'"''"  '^"^  ^'''^-  " ^  '"^  ^^'"^  ^°  ^^'^^  ^°"^«  ^ith 

he'ifarheI-e/~ '^°'''''  ^°"  '"''■"  ^"^*'  ^°^"^  ^"°"«^  ^^ile 

ahil^t  •^°"  T^^  ''  ^"  ^y  ^""8:  so  unnecessarily  agree- 
fhl/hi  i'  my  busmess,as  your  friend  and  well-wisher,  tf  see 

?.l    I      TJ"  '  ^^''^  ^^^y  '°°  J°"y  a  "^^"^ory  of  his  visit. 
Ta^lunch  downtown  with  me  to-morrow,  won't  you.  Mr 

;  ''^"M^^fat^'°''c  nations,  and  why  they -re  decadent." 

.'      1  said  that  he  would,  and  Byrd  hurried  away  to  over- 

t^  V    ^.f.  Miller.    Or.  perhaps  that  gentleman  was  only  a 

pretext,  and  the  young  man's  experienced  eye  had  read  that 

d^STollrur^  '''  '^-^  assistantUorwasft- 

mmself.         should  n  t  have  hked  not  to  exchange  a  word 
with  you  on  your  first  visit  here." 

;;0h!  This  is  not  my  first  visit,  you  may  remember." 
Your  first  voluntary  visit,  perhaps  I  should  have  said  " 

He  let  his  eyes  run  over  the  room,  and  she  could  see  that 

A  brief  silence  followed,  which  cleariy  did  not  embarrass 
him.  at  any  rate.  Sharlee.  feeling  the  nLessity  of  bS 

Dut       n^h     K^  ''7'"^^  ^'^  speculations  as  to  what  had 
put  It  into  his  head  to  come,  said  at  random :  — 
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" Oh,  do  tell  me  —  how  is  old  Pfere  Goriot?  " 

"  Phre  Goriot?   I  never  heard  of  him. " 

"Oh,  forgive  me!  It  is  a  name  we  used  to  have,  long  ago, 
for  Professor  Nicolovius." 

A  shadow  crossed  his  brow.  "He  is  extremely  well,  I  be- 
lieve." 

"You  are  still  glad  that  you  ran  off  with  him  to  live  tite- 
d-tite  in  a  bridal  cottage?" 

"Oh,  I  suppose  so.   Yes,  certainly!" 

His  frank  face  betrayed  that  the  topic  was  unwelcome  to 
him.  For  he  hated  all  secrets,  and  this  secret,  from  this 
girl,  was  particularly  obnoxious  to  him.  And  beyond  all 
that  part  of  it,  hpw  could  he  analyze  for  anybody  his  peri- 
ods of  strong  revolt  against  his  association  with  Henry  G. 
Surface,  followed  by  longer  and  stranger  periods  when, 
quite  apart  from  the  fact  that  his  word  was  given  and 
regrets  were  vain,  his  consciousness  embraced  it  as  having  a 
certain  positive  value  ? 

He  rose  restlessly,  and  in  rising  his  eye  fell  upon  the  little 
clock  on  the  mantel. 

"Good  heavens!"  broke  from  him.  "I  had  no  idea  it  was 
so  late!   I  must  go  directly.   Directly." 

"Oh,  no,  you  must  n't  think  of  it.  Your  visit  to  me  has 
just  begun  —  all  this  time  you  have  been  calling  on  Bever- 
ley Byrd." 

"Why  do  you  think  I  came  here  to-night?"  he  asked 
abruptly. 

Sharlee,  from  her  large  chair,  smiled.  "  /  think  to  see  me." 

"Oh!  —  Yes,  naturally,  but  — " 

"Well,  I  think  this  is  the  call  plainly  due  me  from  my 
Reunion  party  last  year." 

"  No !  Not  at  all !  At  the  same  time,  it  has  been  since  that 
day  that  I  have  had  you  on  my  mind  so  much." 

He  said  this  in  a  perfectly  matter-of-fact  voice,  but  a  cer- 
tain nervousness  had  broken  through  into  his  manner.  He 
took  a  turn  up  and  down  the  room,  and  rt. turned  suddenly 
to  his  seat. 
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"Oh,  have  you  had  me  on  your  mind?" 

"Do  you  remember  my  saying  that  day," he  began,  res- 
olutely, that  I  was  not  sure  whether  I  had  got  the  better 
of  you  or  you  had  got  the  better  of  me?" 

"I  remember  very  well." 

"Well,  I  have  come  to  tell  you  that— you  have  won." 

He  had  plucked  a  pencil  from  the  arsenal  of  them  in  his 

breast-pocket,  and  with  it  was  beating  a  noiseless  tattoo  on 

his  open  left  palm.   With  an  effort  he  met  her  eyes. 

"I  say  you  were  right,  "came  from  him  nervously.  "Don't 
you  hear?" 

"Was  I?  Won't  you  tell  me  just  what  you  mean?" 

"Don't  you  know?" 

"Really  I  don't  think  I  do.  You  see,  when  I  used  that 
expression  that  day,  I  was  speaking  only  of  the  editorship—" 

"But  I  was  speaking  of  a  theory  of  life.  After  all,  the  two 

things  seem  to  have  been  bound  together  rather  closely 

just  as  you  said." 

He  restored  his  pencil  to  his  pocket,  palpably  pulled  him- 
self together,  and  proceeded  : 

"Oh,  my  theory  was  wholly  rational  —  far  more  rational 
than  yours;  rationally  it  was  perfect.    It  was  a  wholly  log- 
ical recoil  from  the  idleness,  the  lack  of  purpose,  the  slipshod 
self-indulgence  under  many  names  that  I  saw,  and  see, 
everywhere  about  me.    I  have  work  to  do  —  serious  work 
of  large  importance  —  and  it  seemed  to  me  my  duty  to 
carry  it  through  at  al'  hazards.   I  need  not  add  that  it  still 
seems  sc.    Yet  it  was  a  life's  work,  already  well  along,  and 
there  was  no  need  for  me  to  pay  an  excessive  price  for  mere 
speed.  I  elected  to  let  everything  go  but  intellect;  I  felt  that 
I  must  do  so;  and  in  consequence,  by  the  simplest  sort  of 
natural  law,  all  the  rest  of  me  was  shriveling  up  — had 
shriveled  up,  you  will  say.    Yet  I  knew  very  well  that  my 
mtellect  was  not  the  biggest  part  of  me.  I  have  always 
understood  that.  .  .  .  Still,  it  seems  that  I  required  you  to 
rediscover  it  for  me  in  terms  of  everyday  life.  ..." 

"No,  no!"  she  interrupted,  "I  did  n't  do  that.  Most  of 
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it  you  did  yourself.  The  start,  the  first  push  —  don't  you 
know? — it  came  from  Fifi."  ^    ^ 

"Well,"  he  said  slowly,  "what  was  Fifi  but  you  again  in 
miniature?" 

"A  great  deal  else,"  said  Sharlee. 

Her  gaze  fell.  She  sunk  her  chin  upon  her  hand,  and 
a  silence  followed,  while  before  the  mind's  eye  of  each 
rose  a  vision  of  Fifi,  with  her  wasted  cheeks  and  great 

eyes.  ,,         . 

"As  I  say,  I  sacrificed  everything  to  reason,  continued 
Queed,  obviously  struggling  against  embarrassment,  "and 
yet  pure  reason  was  never  my  ideal.  I  have  impressed  you 
as  a  thoroughly  selfish  person  —  you  have  told  me  that  — 
and  so  far  as  my  immediate  environment  is  concerned,  I 
have  been,  and  am.  So  it  may  surprise  you  to  be  told  that  a 
life  of  service  has  been  from  the  beginning  my  ambition  and 
my  star.  Of  course  I  have  always  interpreted  service  in  the 
broadest  sense,  in  terms  of  the  world;  that  was  why  I  deliber- 
ately excluded  all  purely  personal  applications  of  it.  Yet  it 
is  from  a  proper  combination  of  reason  with  —  the  sociolo- 
gist's 'consciousness  of  kind '— fellow-feeling,  sympathy,  if 
you  prefer,  that  is  derived  a  life  of  fullest  efficiency.  I  have 
always  understood  the  truth  of  this  formula  as  applied  to 
peoples.  It  seems  that  I  —  rather  missed  its  force  as  to  in- 
dividuals. I  — I  am  ready  to  admit  that  an  individual  life 
can  draw  an  added  meaning — and  richness  from  a  serv- 
ice, not  of  the  future,  but  of  the  present— not  of  the  race 
but  .  .  .  well,  of  the  unfortunate  on  the  doorstep.  Do  you 
understand,"  he  asked  abruptly,  "what  I  am  trying  to  tell 

you?" 

She  assured  him  that  she  understood  perfectly. 

A  slow  painful  color  came  into  his  face. 

"Then  you  appreciate  the  nature  and  the  size  of  the  debt 

I  owe  you." 

"Oh,  no,  no,  no!  If  I  have  done  anything  at  all  to  help 
you,"  said  Sharlee,  considerably  moved,  "then  I  am  very 
glad  and  proud.  But  as  for  what  you  speak  of  .  .  .  no,  no, 
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people  always  do  these  things  for  themselves.    The  help 
comes  from  within  — " 

"Oh,  don't  talk  like  that!"  broke  from  him.   "You  throw 
•^ut  the  idea  somehow  that  I  consider  that  I  have  undergone 
some  remarkable  conversion  and  transformation.  I  have  n't 
done  anything  of  the  sort.    I  am  just  the  same  as  I  always 
was.  Just  the  same.  .  .  .  Only  now  I  am  willing  to  admit, 
as  a  scientific  truth,  that  time  gi^'en  to  things  not  in  them- 
selves directly  productive,  can  be  made  to  pay  a  good  divi- 
dend. If  what  I  said  led  you  to  think  that  I  meant  more  than 
that,  then  I  have,  for  once,  expressed  myself  badly.    I  tell 
you  this,"  he  went  on  hurriedly,  "simply  because  you  once 
interested  yourself  in  trying  to  convince  me  of  the  truth  of 
these  views.   Some  of  the  things  you  said  that  night  man- 
aged to  stick.  They  managed  to  stick.  Oh,  I  give  you  that. 
I  suppose  you  might  say  that  they  gradually  became  like 
mottoes  or  texts  —  not  scientific,  of  course  .  .  .  personal. 
Therefore,  I  thought  it  only  fair  to  tel'  you  that  while  my 
cosmos  is  still  mostly  Ego  —  I  suppose  everybody's  is  in 
one  way  or  another—  I  have — made  changes,  so  that  I  am 
no  longer  wholly  out  of  relation  with  life." 

"I  am  glad  you  wanted  to  tell  me,"  said  Sharlee,  "but 
I  have  known  it  for  —  oh,  the  longest  time." 

"In  a  certain  sense,"  he  hurried  on — "quite  a  different 
sense — I  should  say  that  your  talk  —  the  only  one  of  the 
kind    I  ever  had  —  did   for   me   the   sort  of   thing  . 
that  most  men's  mothers  do  for  them   when   they  are 
young." 

She  made  no  reply. 

"Perhaps,"  he  said,  almost  defiantly,  "you  don't  like  my 
saying  that?" 

''Oh,  yes!  I  like  it  very  much." 

"And  yet,"  he  said,  "I  don't  think  of  you  as  I  fancy  a 
man  would  think  of  his  mother,  or  even  of  his  sister.  It  is 
rather  extraordinary.  It  has  become  clear  to  me  that  you 
have  obtained  a  unique  place  in  my  thought  —  in  my  re- 
gard. Well,  good-night." 
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She  looked  up  at  him,  without,  however,  quite  rnt  .'ting 
his  eyes. 

"Oh!  Do  you  think  you  must  go?" 

"\^c\\  —  yes.  I  have  said  everything  that  I  came  to  say. 
Did  you  want  me  to  stay  particularly?" 

"Not  if  you  feel  that  you  should  n't.  You've  been  very 
good  to  give  me  a  whole  evening,  as  it  is." 

"I'll  tell  you  one  more  thing  before  I  go." 

He  took  another  turn  up  and  down  the  room,  and  halted 
frowning  in  front  of  her. 

"  I  am  thinking  of  making  an  experiment  in  practical  so- 
cial work  next  year.  What  would  be  your  opinion  of  a  free 
night-school  for  w^orking  boys?" 

Sharlee,  greatly  surprised  by  the  question,  said  that  the 
field  was  a  splendid  one. 

He  went  on  at  once:  "Technical  training,  of  course, 
would  be  the  nominal  basis  of  it.  I  could  throw  in,  also, 
boxing  and  physical  culture.  Buck  Klinker  would  be  de- 
lighted to  help  there.  By  the  way,  you  must  know  Klmker: 
he  has  some  first-rate  ideas  about  what  to  do  for  the  working 
population.  Needless  to  say,  both  the  technical  and  phys- 
ical training  would  be  only  baits  to  draw  attendance, 
though  both  could  be  made  very  valuable.  My  main  plan 
is  along  a  new  line.  I  want  to  teach  what  no  other  school 
attempts— only  one  thing,  but  that  to  be  hammered  in  so 
that  it  can  never  be  forgotten." 

"What  is  that?"  ,  .  j.  .j     , 

"You  might  sum  it  all  up  as  the  doctrine  of  mdividual 

responsibility." 
She  echoed  his  term  inquiringly,  and  he  made  a  very  large 

gesture.  ,        , 

"  I  want  to  see  if  I  can  teach  boys  that  they  are  not  m- 
dividuals  —  not  unrelated  atoms  in  a  random  universe. 
Teach  them  that  they  live  in  a  world  of  law  —  of  evolution 
by  law  —  that  they  are  links,  every  one  of  them,  in  a  splen- 
did chain  that  has  been  running  since  life  began,  and  will  run 
on  to  the  end  of  time.  Knock  into  their  heads  that  no  chain 
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18  Stronger  than  its  weakest  link,  and  that  this  means  them. 
Don't  you  see  what  a  powerful  socializing  force  there  is  in 
the  sense  of  personal  responsibility,  if  cultivated  in  the  right 
direction?  A  boy  may  be  willing  to  take  his  chances  on  go- 
ing to  the  bad  —  economically  and  socially,  as  well  as  mor- 
all .'  —  u  he  thinks  that  it  is  only  his  own  personal  concern. 
But  he  will  hesitate  when  you  once  impress  upon  him  that, 
in  doing  so,  he  is  blocking  the  whole  magnificent  procession. 
My  plan  would  be  to  develop  these  boys'  social  efficiency  by 
stamping  upon  them  the  knowledge  that  the  very  humblest 
of  them  holds  a  trusteeship  of  cosmic  importance." 

"I  understand.  .  .  .  How  splendid!  —  not  to  practice 
sociology  on  them,  but  to  teach  it  to  them  — " 

"But  could  we  get  the  boys?" 

She  felt  that  the  unconsciousness  with  which  he  took  her 
into  partnership  was  one  of  the  finest  compliments  that  had 
ever  been  paid  her. 

"Oh,  I  think  so!  The  Department  has  all  sorts  of  con- 
nections, as  well  as  lots  of  data  which  would  be  useful  in  that 
way.  How  Mr.  Dayne  will  welcome  you  as  an  ally!  And  I, 
too.  I  think  it  is  fine  of  you,  Mr.  Queed,  so  generous  and 
kind,  to — " 

"  N  t  at  all !  Not  in  the  least !  I  beg  you,"  he  interrupted , 
irritably,  "not  to  go  on  misunderstanding  me.  I  propose  this 
simply  as  an  adjunct  to  my  own  work.  It  is  simply  in  the 
nature  of  a  laboratory  exercise.  In  five  years  the  experiment 
might  enable  me  to  check  up  some  of  my  own  conclusions, 
and  so  prove  very  valuable  to  me." 

"In  the  meantime  the  experiment  will  have  done  a  great 
deal  for  a  certain  number  of  poor  boys  —  unfortunates  on 
your  doorstep.  .  .  ." 

''That,"  he  said  shortly,  "is  as  it  may  be.  But  — " 

"Mr.  Queed,"  said  Sharlee,  "why  are  you  honest  in  every 
way  but  one?  Why  won't  you  admit  that  you  have  thought 
of  this  school  because  you  would  like  to  do  something  to 
help  in  the  life  of  this  town?" 

" Because  I  am  not  doing  anything  of  the  sort!  Why  will 
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you  harp  on  that  one  string?  Good  heavens!  Aren't  you 
yourself  the  author  of  the  sentiment  that  a  sociologist 
ought  to  have  some  first-hand  knowledge  of  the  problems  of 
society?" 

Standing,  he  gazed  down  at  her,  frowning  insistently,  bent 
upon  staring  her  out"  of  countenance;  and  she  looked  up  at 
him  with  a  Didymus  smile  which  slowly  grew.  Presently  his 
eyes  fell. 

"I  cannot  undertake,"  he  said,  in  hia  stifTest  way,  "to 
analyze  all  my  motives  at  all  times  for  your  satisfaction. 
They  have  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  present  matter. 
The  sole  point  up  for  discussion  is  the  practical  question  of 
getting  such  a  school  started.  Keep  it  in  mind,  will  you? 
Give  some  thought  as  to  ways  and  means.  Your  experience 
with  the  Department  should  be  helpful  to  me  in  getting 
thfr  i>ian  launched." 

Certainly  I  will.   If  you  don't  object,  I'k  talk  with  Mr. 
Dayne  about  it,  too.   He  — " 

"All  right.    I  don't  object.   Well,  good-night." 
Sharlee  rose  and  held  out  her  hand.  His  expression,  as  he 
took  and  shook  it,  suddenly  changed. 

"  I  suppose  you  think  I  have  acquired  the  habit," 
said,  with  an  abrupt  recurrence  of  his  embarrassment,  "ot 
coming  to  you  for  counsel  and  assistance?" 

"Well,  why  should  n't  you?"  she  answered  seriously.  "  I 
have  had  the  opportunity  and  the  time  to  learn  some 
things  —  " 

"You  can't  dismiss  your  kindness  so  easily  as  that." 
"Oh,  I  don't  think  I  have  been  particulariy  kind." 
"Yes,  you  have.    I  admit  that.   You  have." 
He  took  the  conversation  with  such  painful  seriousness 
that  she  was  glad  to  lighten  it  with  a  smile. 

"  If  you  persist  in  thinking  so,  you  might  feel  like  reward- 
ing me  by  coming  to  see  me  soon  again." 

"Yes,  yes!  I  shall  come  to  see  you  soon  again.  Certainly. 
Of  course,"  he  added  hastily,  "it  is  desirable  that  I  should 
talk  with  you  more  at  length  about  my  school." 
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He  was  staring  at  her  with  a  conflict  of  expressions  in 

^^^'llTr'rri'''  ^'"«^  bewilderment  seem^  up;e  " 
most  Sharlee  laughed,  not  quite  at  her  ease. 

rom??7°"  '  '  ^"^  '^'"  *'°P>"K  '^at  «>"'e  day  you  will 

come  to  see  me.  not  to  talk  about  anything  definite  -just 

"As  to  that  "  he  replied.  "I  cannot  say.   Good-night  " 

fJ^'TT^^"^  ^^-  ^^^  ^'""^^^y  ^^^^^"^  hands,  he  now  went 
through  with  It  again.    This  time  the  ceremony  had  uTex 
pected  resu  ts.  For  now  at  the  first  touch  of  her  hand,  a  sen- 
sation closely  resembling  chain-lightning  sprang  up  his  arm 
and  tmgied  violently  down  through  all  his  ^on    U  wL^ 
If  his  arm  had  not  merely  fallen  suddenly  asleep,  but  was 
smging  uproariously  in  its  slumbers. 
''I'm  so  glad  you  came,"  said  Sharlee. 

h!H.  A^?!?  '",  ^  ^°"f"^r  ^^'^'^  h^  was  too  untrained  to 
tf(  tl  J^°°r  ^^  ^^^^'^  abruptly,  and  cleared  him- 
self, with  a  white  face,  of  evasions  that  were  torturing  Ws 
conscience.  «."«i.uiimj  nis 

pni!.!.^'-  ?°'  ^^y  ^ha^a  P'-obable  benefit  to  the  k  .  never 
entered  into  my  thoughts  about  the  school.  Nor  do  I  say 
that  my  next  visit  will  be  wholly  to  talk  about  definite  thines 

-  fus"  ?o'ta{k.'^°'"  ^^'■'  °^  '^'  '''"'•  '  ^"^'^y  ^  «^°"'^  «^^ 

Shariee  went  upstairs,  and  stood  for  a  long  time  gazing 

at  herself  m  the  mirror.    Vainly  she  tried  to  glean  ffom"? 

«Hr/?Tu  °  ^  "^°s V"'^'^^'"^  conundrum :  Did  Mr.  Queed 
still  think  her  very  beautiful?  «"«=cu 


XXV 

Recording  a  Discussion  about  the  Reformatory  between  Editor 
West  and  his  Dog-like  Admirer,  the  City  Boss;  and  a  Briefer 
Conversation  between  West  and  Prof.  Nicolovius's  Boarder. 

\  BOUT  one  o'clock  the  telephone  rang  sharply,  and 
A\  Queed,  just  arrived  for  the  afternoon  work  and  alone 
^  ■*•  in  the  office,  answered  it.  It  was  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Dayne,  Secretary  of  the  Department  of  Charities;  he  had 
learned  that  the  reformatory  bill  was  to  be  called  up  in  the 
house  next  day.  The  double-faced  politicians  of  the  ma- 
chine, said  Mr.  Dayne,  with  their  pretended  zeal  for  econ- 
omy, were  desperately  afraid  of  the  Post.  Would  Mr. 
Queed  be  kind  enough  to  hit  a  final  ringing  blow  for  the  right 
in  to-morrow's  paper? 

"That  our  position  to-day  is  as  strong  as  it  is,"  said  the 
kind,  firm  voice,  "is  due  largely  to  your  splendid  work,  Mr. 
Queed.  I  say  this  gladly,  and  advisedly.  If  you  will  put  your 
shoulder  to  the  wheel  just  once  more,  I  am  confident  that 
you  will  push  us  through.  I  shall  be  eternally  grateful,  and  so 
will  the  State.  For  it  is  a  question  of  genuine  moral  import- 
ance to  us  all." 

Mr.  Dayne  received  assurance  that  Mr.  Queed  would  do 
all  that  he  could  for  him.  He  left  the  telephone  rather 
wishing  that  the  assistant  editor  could  sometimes  be  inspired 
into  verbal  enthusiasm.  But  of  his  abilities  the  Secretary 
did  not  entertain  the  smallest  doubt,  and  he  felt  that  day 
that  his  long  fight  for  the  reformatory  was  as  good  as  won. 

Hanging  up  the  receiver,  Queed  leaned  back  in  his  swivel 
chair  and  thoughtfully  filled  a  pipe,  which  he  smoked  now- 
adays with  an  experienced  and  ripened  pleasure.  At  once  he 
relapsed  into  absorbed  thought.  Though  he  answered  Mr. 
Dayne  calmly  and  briefiy  according  to  his  wont,  the  young 
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^!^'  ^*^  was  beating  faster  with  the  knowledge  that  he 
stood  at  the  crisis  of  his  longest  and  dearest  editorial  fijrht 
He  expected  to  win  it.  The  whole  subject,  from  every  con- 
ceivable point  of  view,  was  at  his  fingers'  ends.  He  knew 
exactly  what  to  say;  his  one  problem  was  how  to  say  it  in  the 
most  irresistible  way  possible. 

Yet  Queed,  tilted  back  in  his  chair,  and  staring  out  over 
the  wet  roofs,  was  not  thinking  of  the  reformatory.  He  was 
thinking,  not  of  public  matters  at  all,  but  of  the  circum- 
stances  of  his  curious  life  with  Henry  G.  Surface;  and  his 
thoughts  were  not  agreeable  in  the  least 

Not  that  he  and  the  "old  professor"  did  not  get  along 
well  together.  It  was  really  surprising  how  well  they  did  get 
abng  Their  dynamic  interview  of  last  June  had  at  once 
been  buried  out  of  sight,  and  since  then  their  days  had 
flowed  along  with  unbroken  smoothness.  If  there  had  been 
times  when  the  young  man's  thought  recoiled  from  the  com- 
pact and  the  intimacy,  his  manner  never  betrayed  any  sign 
of  It.  On  the  contrary,  he  found  himself  mysteriously  an- 
swenng  the  growing  dependence  of  the  old  man  with  a 
growing  sense  of  responsibility  toward  him,  and  discovering 

'"  Wh  rr^Kilf 'J^'°"',^''u  '"^^'^  '^'"^  °^  compensation. 
Ju^u-     °"^'^  S"^  ^^°"*  Nicolovius  -  as  the  worid 
called  him  -  was  his  money.  He.  Queed,  was  in  part  living 
on  this  money,  eating  it.  drinking  it,  sleeping  on  it.  Of  late 
the  old  man  had  been  spending  it  with  increasing  freedom 
constantly  enlarging  the  comforts  of  the  joint  manage.    He 
had  reached,  in  fact,  a  scale  of  living  which  constantly  thrust 
Itself  on  Queed  s  consciousness  as  quite  beyond  the  savings 
of  a  poor  old  school  teacher.    And  if  this  appearance  were 
true,  where  did  the  surplus  come  from? 
The  question  had   knocked  unpleasantly  at  the  young 

pondered  deeply.  A  way  occurred  to  him  by  which,  pos- 
sibly, he  might  turn  a  little  light  upon  this  problem.  He  did 
not  care  to  take  it;  he  shrank  from  doing  anvthing  that 
might  seem  like  spying  upon  the  man  whose  bread  he  broke 
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thrice  daily.  Yet  it  seemed  to  him  that  a  point  had  now 
been  reached  where  he  owed  his  first  duty  to  himself. 

"  Come  in,"  he  said,  looking  around  in  response  to  a  brisk 
knock  upon  his  shut  door;  and  there  entered  Plonny  Neal, 
whom  Queed,  through  the  Mercury,  knew  very  well  now. 

"Hi  there,  Doc!  Playin'  you  was  Horace  Greeley?" 

Mr.  Neal  opened  the  connecting  door  into  West's  office, 
glanced  through,  found  it  empty,  and  shut  the  door  again. 
Whether  he  was  pleased  or  the  reverse  over  this  discovery, 
his  immobile  countenance  gave  no  hint;  but  the  fact  was 
that  he  had  called  particularly  to  see  West  on  a  matter  of 
urgent  private  business.  ,    „  . 

"  I  was  on  the  floor  and  thought  I  'd  say  howdy,  he  re- 
marked pleasantly.  "Say,  Doc,  I  been  readin'  Uiem  reform- 
atory drools  of  yours.  Me  and  all  the  boys."  ^^ 

"  I  'm  glad  to  hear  it.  They  are  certain  to  do  you  good.' 

Queed  smiled.  He  had  a  genuine  liking  for  Mr.  Neal,  which 
was  not  affected  by  the  fact  that  their  views  differed  dia- 
metrically on  almost  every  subject  under  the  sun. 

Mr.  Neal  smiled,  too,  more  enigmatically,  and  made  a 
large  gesture  with  his  unlighted  cigar. 

"  I  ain't  had  such  good  laughs  since  Tommy  Walker,  him 
that  was  going  to  chase  me  out  of  the  city  f 'r  the  tall  timber, 
up  and  died.  But  all  the  same,  I  hate  to  see  a  likely  young 
feller  sittin'  up  nights  tryin'  to  make  a  laughin'  stock  of  him- 
self." 

"The  last  laughs  are  always  the  best,  Mr.  Neal.  Did  you 

ever  try  any  of  them?"  ,..,..       1 

"You're  beat  to  a  pappyer  mash,  and  whistlm  to  keep 

your  courage."  ,^ 

"Listen  to  my  whistle  day  after  to-morrow  — 
But  the  door  had  shut  on  Mr.  Neal,  who  had  doubtless 

read  somewhere  that  the  proper  moment  to  terminate  a  call 

is  on  some  telling  speech  of  one's  own. 

" I  wonder  what  he's  up  to,"  mused  Queed. 

He  brought  his  chair  to  horizontal  and  addressed  himself 

to  his  reformatory  article.  He  sharpened  his  pencil;  tangled 
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his  great  hand  into  his  hair;  and  presently  put  down  an 
opening  sentence  that  fully  satisfied  him,  his  own  sternest 
cntic.  Then  a  memory  of  his  visitor  returned  to  his  mind, 
and  he  thought  pleasurably: 

"Plonny  knows  he  is  beaten.    That's  what's  the  matter 
with  him." 

Close  observers  had  often  noted,  however,  that  that  was 
very  seldom  the  matter  with  Plonny,  and  bets  as  to  his 
being  beaten  were  always  to  be  placed  with  diffidence  and 
at  very  long  odds.  Plonny  had  no  idea  whatever  of  being 
beaten  on  the  reformatory  measure:  on  the  contrary,  it  was 
the  reformatory  measure  which  was  to  be  beaten.  Possibly 
Mr.  Neal  was  a  white-souled  patriot  chafing  under  threat- 
ened extravagance  in  an  economy  year.  Possibly  he  was 
impelled  by  more  machine-like  exigencies,  such  as  the  need 
of  just  that  hundred  thousand  dollars  to  create  a  few  nice 
new  be-  s  for  the  "organization."  The  man's  motives  are 
ari  immaterial  detail.  The  sole  point  worth  remembering  is 
that  Plonny  Neal  had  got  it  firmly  in  his  head  that  there 
should  be  no  reformatory  legislation  that  year. 

It  was  Mr.  Neal's  business  to  know  men,  and  he  was  es- 
teemed a  fine  business  man.  Leaving  the  assistant  editor, 
he  sallied  forth  to  find  the  editor.  It  might  have  taken  Queed 
an  hour  to  put  his  hand  on  West  just  then.  Plonny  did  it  in 
less  than  six  minutes. 

West  was  at  Semple's  (formeriy  Semple  &  West's),  where 
he  looked  in  once  a  day  just  to  see  what  the  market  was 
doing.  This  was  necessary,  as  he  sometimes  explained,  in 
order  that  the  Post's  financial  articles  might  have  that  au- 
thc  ritativeness  which  the  paper's  position  demanded.  West 
enjoyed  the  good  man-talk  at  Semple's;  the  atmosphere  of 
frank,  cheery  commercialism  made  a  pleasant  relief  from  the 
rarer  altitudes  of  the  uplift.  He  stood  chatting  gavly  with  a 
group  of  habitu6s,  including  some  of  the  best  kno^  men  of 
the  town.  AH  greeted  Plonny  pleasantly.  West  cordially. 
None  of  our  foreign  critics  can  write  that  the  American  man 
18  a  moral  prude.  On  two  occasions,  Plonny  had  been  vin- 
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dicated  before  the  grand  jury  by  the  narrow  margin  of  one 
vote.  Yet  he  was  much  liked  as  a  human  sinner  who  had  no 
pretenses  about  him,  and  who  told  a  good  story  surpassingly 
well. 

Ten  minutes  later  Mr.  Neal  and  Mr.  West  met  in  a  pri- 
vate room  at  Derringer's,  having  arrived  thither  by  different 
routes.  Over  a  table,  the  door  shut  against  all-comers,  Mr. 
Neal  went  at  once  to  the  point,  apologizing  diffidently  for  a 
"butting  in"  which  Mr.  West  might  resent,  but  which  he, 
Mr.  West's  friend,  could  no  logger  be  restrained  from.  The 
Post,  he  continued,  had  been  going  along  splendidly  — 
"  better 'n  under  Cowles  even  —  everybody  says  so  — " 
and  then,  to  the  sorrow  and  disappointment  of  the  new  ed- 
itor's admirers,  up  had  come  this  dashed  old  reformatory 
business  and  spoiled  everything. 

West,  whose  thoughts  had  unconsciously  run  back  to  his 
last  private  talk  with  Plonny  —  the  talk  about  getting  in 
line  —  good-naturedly  asked  his  friend  if  he  was  really  lined 
up  with  the  wire-pulling  moss-backs  who  were  fighting  the 
reformatory  bill. 

"  You  just  watch  me  and  see,"  said  Plonny,  with  humorous 
reproachfulness.  "No  charge  f'r  lookin',  and  rain  checks 
given  in  case  of  wet  grounds." 

"Then  for  once  in  your  life,  anyhow,  you've  called  the 
turn  wrong,  Plonny.  This  institution  is  absolutely  necessary 
for  the  moral  and  social  upbuilding  of  the  State.  It  would 
be  necessary  if  it  cost  five  times  one  hundred  thousand  dol- 
lars, and  it's  as  sure  to  come  as  judgment  day." 

"Ain't  it  funny ! "  mused  Plonny.  "Take  a  man  like  you, 
with  fine  high  ideas  and  all,  and  let  anything  come  up  and 
pass  itself  off  f'r  a  maw'l  question  and  he'll  go  off  half-cocked 
ten  times  out  of  ten." 

"Half-cocked!"  laughed  West.  "We've  been  studying 
this  question  three  years." 

"Yes,  and  began  your  studies  with  your  minds  all  made 

up. 

Plonny  fastened  upon  the  young  man  a  gaze  in  which 
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superior  wisdom  struggled  unsuccessfully  with  overwhelming 
aflfection.  "You  know  what  it  is,  Mr.  West?  You've  been 
took  in,  you've  bit  on  a  con  game  like  a  hungry  pike. 
Excuse  my  speaking  so  plain,  but  I  told  you  a  long  time  ago 
I  was  mightily  interested  in  you." 

"Speak  as  plain  as  you  like,  Plonny.  In  fact,  my  only  re- 
quest at  the  moment  is  that  you  will  speak  plainer  still. 
Who  is  it  that  has  taken  me  in,  and  who  is  working  this  little 
con  game  you  mention?" 

"Rev.  George  Dayne  of  the  Charities,"  said  Plonny  at 
once.  "You  mentioned  wire-,  ailing  just  now.  Lemme  tell 
you  that  in  the  Rev.  George  you  got  the  champeen  wire- 
puller of  the  lot,  the  king  politician  of  them  all  —  the  only 
one  in  this  town,  I  do  believe,  could  have  thrown  a  bag  as 
neat  over  your  head,  Mr.  West." 

"Why,  Plonny!  Much  learning  has  made  you  mad!  I 
know  Dayne  like  a  book,  and  he 's  as  straightforward  a  fel- 
low as  ever  lived." 

Mr.  Neal  let  his  eyes  fall  to  the  table-top  and  indulged  in 
a  slow  smile,  which  he  appeared  to  be  struggling  courteously, 
but  without  hope,  to  suppress. 
"O'  course  you  got  a  right  to  your  opinion,  Mr.  West." 
A  brief  silence  ensued,  during  which  a  tiny  imp  of  mem- 
ory whispered  into  West's  ear  that  Miss  Weyland  herself 
had  commented  on  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dayne's  marvelous  gifts 
as  a  lobbjast. 

"  I  'ma  older  man  than  you,"  resumed  Neal,  with  precari- 
ous smilelessness,  "and  mebbe  I've  seen  more  of  practi- 
cal poltix.  It  would  be  a  strange  thing,  you  might  say,  if  at 
my  time  of  life,  I  did  n't  know  a  politician  when  I  passed 
him  in  the  road.  Still,  don't  you  take  my  word  for  it.  I  'm 
only  repeating  what  others  say  when  I  tell  you  that  Parson 
Dayne  wants  to  be  Governor  of  this  State  some  day.  That 
surprises  you  a  little,  hey?  You  was  kind  of  thinking  that 
'Rev.'  changed  the  nature  of  a  man,  and  that  ambition 
never  thought  of  keeping  open  Vr  business  under  a  high- 
cut  vest,  now  was  n't  you?  Well,  I  've  seen  funny  things  in 
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my  time.  I  'd  say  that  the  parson  wants  this  reformatory 
some  f'r  the  good  of  the  State,  and  mostly  f'r  the  good  of 
Mr.  Dayne.  Give  it  to  him,  with  the  power  of  appointing 
employees  —  add  this  to  what  he's  already  got  —  and  in 
a  year  he'll  have  the  prettiest  little  private  machine  ever 
you  did  see.  I  don't  ask  you  to  believe  me.  All  I  ask  is  f'r 
you  to  stick  a  pin  in  what  I  say,  and  see  'f  it  don't  come  true." 

West  mused,  impressed  against  his  will.  "You're  wrong, 
Plonny.in  my  opinion,  and  if  you  were  ten  times  right,  what 
of  it?  You  seem  to  think  that  the  Post  is  advocating  this 
reformatory  because  Dayne  has  asked  for  it.  The  Post  is 
doing  nothing  of  the  sort.  It  is  advocating  the  reformatory 
because  it  has  studied  this  question  to  the  bottom  for  itself, 
because  it  knows  — " 

"Right!  Good  f'r  you!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Neal,  much 
gratified.  " That's  just  what  I  tell  the  boys  when  they  say 
you're  playin'  poltix  with  the  little  dominie.  And  that," 
said  he,  briskly,  "is  just  why  I'm  for  the  reformatory,  in 
spite  of  Rev.  Dayne's  little  games." 

"You're  for  it!  You  said  just  now  that  you  were  opposed 
to  it." 

"Not  to  the  reformatory,  Mr.  West.  Not  at  all.  I'm 
only  opposed  to  spending  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  for  it 
in  a  poverty  year." 

"Oh!  You  want  the  reformatory,  but  you  don't  want  it 
now.  That's  where  you  stand,  is  it?" 

"Yes,  and  everybody  else  that  understands  just  what  the 
situation  is.  I  believe  in  this  reformatory  —  the  Post  con- 
verted me,  that's  a  fact  —  and  if  you'll  only  let  her  stand 
two  years,  take  my  word  for  it,  she'll  go  through  with  a 
whoop.   But  if  you  're  going  to  hurry  the  thing  — " 

"What's  your  idea  of  hurry  exactly?  The  war  has  been 
over  forty  years  — " 

,  "  And  look  how  splendid  we  've  got  along  these  forty  years 
without  the  reformatory!  Will  you  care  to  say,  Mr.  West, 
that  we  could  n't  make  it  forty-two  without  bringing  great 
danger  to  the  State?" 
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"No,  certainly  not.  But  the  point  is— " 

"The  point  is  that  if  we  spend  all  this  money  now,  the 
people  will  kick  the  party  out  at  the  next  election.  I  would 
n't  admit  this  to  many,  'cause  I  'm  ashamed  of  it,  but  it 's 
gospel  truth.  Mr.  West,"  said  Plonny,  earnestly,  "  I  know 
you  want  the  Post  to  stand  for  the  welfare  of  the  party  — " 

"Certainly.  And  it  has  been  my  idea  that  evidence  of 
sane  interest  in  public  morals  was  a  pretty  good  card 
for — " 

"So  it  would  be  at  any  ordinary  time.  But  it's  mighty 
different  when  the  people  from  one  end  of  the  State  to  the 
other  are  howling  economy  and  saying  that  all  expenses 
must  go  to  bed-rock  or  they  '11  know  the  reason  why.  There 's 
the  practical  side  of  it  —  look  at  it  f 'r  a  minute.  The  legis- 
lature was  elected  by  these  people  on  a  platform  promising 
strictest  economy.  They're  tryin'  to  carry  out  their  promise 
faithfully.  They  turn  down  and  postpone  some  mighty  good 
plans  to  advance  the  progress  of  the  State.  They  rejuice 
salaries  in  various  departments"  —  (one  was  the  exact 
number)  —  "heelers  come  up  lookin*  f'r  jobs,  and  they  send 
'em  away  empty-handed  and  sore.  Old-established  institu- 
tions, that  have  been  doin'  grand  work  upbuildin'  the  State 
f'r  years,  are  told  that  they  must  do  with  a  half  or  three 
quarters  of  their  appropriations  f'r  the  next  two  years. 
You've  seen  all  this  happen,  Mr.  West?" 

West  admitted  that  he  had. 

"  Well,  now  when  everything  is  goin'  smooth  and  promisin', 
you  come  along  and  tell  'em  they  got  to  shell  out  a  hundred 
thousand  dollars  right  away  f'r  a  brand-new  institution,  with 
an  annual  appropriation  to  keep  it  up.  Now  s'pose  they  do 
what  you  tell  'em.  What  happens?  You  think  there's  no 
poltix  at  all  in  this  reformatory  business,  but  I  can  tell  you 
the  Republicans  won't  take  such  a  view  as  that.  They'll 
say  that  the  party  spent  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  of  the 
people's  money  in  a  hard  times  year,  just  to  make  a  few  more 
jobs  f'r  favorites.  They'll  throw  that  up  at  us  from  every 
stump  in  the  State.  And  when  our  leaders  explain  that  it  was 
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done  for  the  maw'l  good  of  the  State,  they  '11  give  us  the  laugh 
—  same  as  they  did  when  we  established  the  Foundling 
Hospital  in  '98.  Now  I  tell  you  the  party  can't  stand  any 
talk  of  that  kind  this  year.  We  're  on  shaky  ground  right  now 
Vr  the  same  reason  that  we're  all  so  proud  of  —  spendin' 
money  f'r  the  maw'l  uplift  of  the  State.  We  either  got  to 
slow  up  f'r  awhile  or  take  a  licking.  That 's  what  all  the 
talk  comes  down  to — one  simple  question:  Will  we  hold 
off  this  big  expense  f'r  just  two  years,  or  will  we  send  the 
old  party  down  to  defeat?" 

West  laughed,  not  quite  comfortably. 

In  all  this  dialogue,  Mr.  Neal  had  over  him  the  enormous 
advantage  of  exact  and  superior  knowledge.  To  tell  the 
truth.  West  knew  very  little  about  the  reformatory  situation, 
and  considered  it,  among  the  dozens  of  matters  in  which  he 
was  interested,  rather  a  small  issue.  Having  turned  the  cam- 
paign over  to  his  assistant,  he  had  dismissed  it  from  his  mind; 
and  beyond  his  general  conviction  that  the  reformatory 
would  be  a  good  thing  for  the  State,  he  had  only  the  sketchi- 
est acquaintance  with  the  arguments  that  were  being  used 
pro  and  con.  Therefore  Plonny  Neal's  passionate  earnest- 
ness surprised  him,  and  Plonny's  reasoning,  which  he  knew 
to  be  the  reasoning  of  the  thoroughly  informed  State  lead- 
ers, impressed  him  very  decidedly.  Of  the  boss's  sincerity 
he  never  entertained  a  doubt;  to  question  that  candid  eye 
was  impossible.  That  Plonny  had  long  been  watching  him 
with  interest  and  admiration.  West  knew  very  well.  It  began 
to  look  to  him  very  much  as  though  Queed,  through  excess 
of  sociological  zeal,  had  allowed  himself  to  be  misled,  and 
that  the  paper's  advanced  position  was  founded  on  theory 
without  reference  to  existing  practical  conditions. 

West  keenly  felt  the  responsibility  of  his  post.  To  safe- 
guard and  promote  the  welfare  of  the  Democratic  party  had 
long  been  a  cardinal  principle  of  the  paper  whose  utterances 
he  now  controlled.  Still,  it  must  be  true  that  Neal  was  paint- 
ing the  situation  in  colors  altogether  too  black. 

"You're  a  pretty  good  stump  performer  yourself,  Plonny. 
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Don't  you  know  that  exactly  the  same  argument  will  be 
urged  two  years  from  now?" 

"  I  knowit  won't,"  said  Plonny  with  the  calmness  of  abso- 
lute conviction.  "A  fat  legislature  altvays  follows  a  lean  one. 
They  come  in  strips,  same  as  a  shoulder  of  bacon." 

"Well !  I  would  n't  think  much  of  a  party  whose  legs  were 
so  weak  that  a  little  step  forward  —  everybody  knows  it's 
forward  —  would  tumble  it  over  in  a  heap." 

"The  party!  I  ain't  thinking  of  the  party,  Mr.  West.  I  'm 
thinking,"  said  Neal,  the  indignation  in  his  voice  giving  way 
to  a  sudden  apologetic  softness,  "of  you." 

"Me?  What  on  earth  have  I  got  to  do  with  it?"  asked 
West,  rather  touched  by  the  look  of  dog-like  affection  in  the 
other's  eyes. 

"Everything.  If  the  party  gets  let  in  for  this  extrava- 
gance, you  'il  be  the  man  who  did  it." 

There  was  a  silence,  and  then  West  said,  rather  nobly: 

"Well,  I  suppose  I  will  have  to  stand  that.  I  must  do 
what  I  think  is  right,  you  know,  and  take  the  consequences." 

"Two  years  from  now,"  said  Mr.  Neal,  gently,  "there 
would  n't  be  no  consequences." 

''Po^ibly  not,"  said  West,  in  a  firm  voice. 

"While  the  consequences  now,"  continued  Mr.  Neal.  still 
more  gently,  "would  be  to  put  you  in  very  bad  with  the 
party  leaders.  Fine  men  they  are,  but  they  never  forgive  a 
man  who  puts  a  crimp  into  the  party.  You  'd  be  a  marked 
man  to  the  longest  day  you  lived!" 

"Well,  Plonny!  I'm  not  asking  anything  of  the  party 
leaders — " 

"But  suppose  some  of  your  friends  wanted  to  ask  some- 
thing/or yo«?" 

Suddenly  Plonny  leaned  over  the  table,  and  began  speak- 
mg  rapidly  and  earnestly. 

"Listen  here,  Mr.  West.  I  understand  your  feelings  and 
your  position  just  like  they  was  print,  and  I  was  reading  them 
over  your  shoulder.  You're  walking  with  y'r  eyes  on  the 
skies,  and  you  don't  like  to  look  at  the  ground  to  see  that 
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you  don't  break  nothing  as  you  go  forward.  Your  mind's  full 
of  the  maw'l  idea  and  desire  to  uplift  the  people,  and  it 's  kind 
of  painful  to  you  to  stop  and  look  at  the  plain  practical  way 
by  which  things  get  done.  But  I  tell  you  that  everybody 
who  ever  got  anything  big  done  in  this  world,  got  it  done  in  a 
practic  1  way.  All  the  big  men  that  you  and  I  admire— all 
the  public  leaders  and  governors  and  reform  mayors  and  so 
on  —got  where  they  have  by  doing  practical  good  in  a  prac- 
tical way.  Now,  you  don't  like  me  to  say  that  if  you  do  so- 
and-so,  you  "11  be  in  bad  with  the  State  leaders,  f 'r  that  looks 
to  you  as  if  I  thought  you  could  be  infloonced  by  what  would 
be  your  personal  advantage.  And  I  honor  you  f'r  them  feel- 
in's  which  is  just  what  I  knew  you'd  had,  or  I  would  n  t 
be  here  talkin'  to  you  now.  But  you  must  n't  blame  others 
if  they  ain't  as  partic'lar,  mebbe,  as  to  how  things  might  look. 
You  mustn't  blame  y'r  friends  — and  you've  got  a  sight 
more  of  them  than  you  have  any  idea  of  —  if  they  feel  all 
broke  up  to  see  you  get  in  bad,  both  for  your  own  sake  and 
f'r  the  sake  of  the  party."  ,     .  v  j 

Plonny's  voice  trembled  with  earnestness;  West  had  had 
no  idea  that  the  man  admired  him  so  much. 

"You  want  to  serve  the  people,  Mr.  West?   How  could 
you  do  it  better  than  in  public  orf'ce.    Lemme  talk  to 
you  straight  f'r  once  — will  you?    Or  am  I  only  oflfendin 
you  by  buttin'  in  this  way,  without  having  ever  been 

asked?" 

West  gave  his  admirer  the  needed  assurance. 

" I'm  glad  of  it,  f'r  I  can  hardly  keep  it  in  my  system  any 
longer.  Listen  here,  Mr.  West.  As  you  may  have  heard, 
there's  to  be  a  primary  f'r  city  orf'cers  in  June.  Secret  bal- 
lot or  no  secret  ballot,  the  organization 's  going  to  win.  You 
know  that.  Now,  who  '11  the  organization  put  up  f'r  Mayor? 
From  what  I  hear,  they  dassen't  put  up  any  old  machine 
hack,  same's  they  been  doin'  f'r  years.  They  might  want  to 
do  it,  but  they  're  a-scared  the  people  won't  stand  f'r  it.  From 
what  little  I  hear,  the  feelin's  strong  that  they  got  to  put  up 
some  young  progressive  public-spirited  man  of  the  reformer 
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type.  Now  s'posin'  the  friends  of  a  certain  fine  young  man, 
sittin'  not  a  hundred  miles  from  this  table,  had  it  in  their 
minds  to  bring  him  forward  f 'r  the  nomination.  This  young 
man  might  say  he  was  n't  seekin'  the  orf'ce  and  did  n't 
want  it,  but  /  say  public  orf'ce  is  a  duty,  and  no  man  that 
wants  to  serve  the  people  can  refuse  it,  partic'larly  when  he 
may  be  needed  to  save  the  party.  And  now  I  ask  you  this, 
Mr.  West:  What  show  would  the  friends  of  this  young  man 
have,  if  he  had  a  bad  spot  on  his  record?  What  chance 'd 
there  be  of  namin'  to  lead  the  party  in  the  city  the  man  who 
had  knifed  the  party  in  the  State?" 

West's  chin  rested  upon  his  hand;  his  gaze  fell  dreamily 
upon  the  table- top.  Before  his  mind's  eye  there  had  un- 
rolled a  favorite  vision  —  a  white  meadow  of  faces  focussed 
breathlessly  upon  a  great  orator.  He  recalled  himself  with 
a  start,  a  stretch,  and  a  laugh. 

"Are  n't  you  wandering  rather  carelessly  into  the  future, 
Plonny?" 

"If  I  am,"  said  Mr.  Neal,  solemnly,  "it's  because  you 
stand  at  the  crossroads  to-day." 

West  found  the  ofHce  deserted,  his  assistant  being  gone 
for  lunch.  He  finished  two  shoi  t  articles  begun  earlier  in  the 
day,  and  himself  departed  wi'.h  an  eye  to  food.  Later,  he 
had  to  attend  a  couple  of  board  meetings,  which  ran  off  into 
protracted  by-talk,  and  the  rainy  twilight  had  fallen  be- 
fore his  office  knew  him  again. 

Not  long  after,  Queed,  already  hatted  and  overcoated  to 
go,  pushed  open  the  connecting  door  and  entered.  The  two 
chatted  a  moment  of  the  make-up  of  next  day's  "page." 
Presently  West  said:  "By  the  bye,  written  anything  about 
the  reformatory?" 

"Anything!"  echoed  Queed,  with  a  faint  smile.  "You 
might  say  that  I  've  written  everything  about  it  —  the  best 
article  I  ever  wrote,  I  should  say.  It's  our  last  chance,  you 
know." 

Queed  thought  of  Eva  Bernheimer,  and  a  light  crept  into 
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his  ordinarily  impassive  eye.  At  the  same  time,  West's  or- 
dinarily buoyant  face  fell  a  little. 

"That  so?  Let  me  see  how  you've  handled  it,  will  you?" 

"Certainly,"  said  Queed,  showing  no  surprise,  though  it 
was  many  a  day  since  any  composition  of  liis  had  under- 
gone supervision  in  that  oflf.je. 

It  was  on  the  tip  of  West's  tongue  to  add,  "  I  rather  think 
we've  been  pressing  that  matter  too  hard,"  but  he  checked 
himself.  Why  should  he  make  any  explanation  to  his  assist- 
ant? Was  it  not  the  fact  that  he  had  trusted  the  young  man 
too  far  already?      i 

Queed  brought  his  article  and  laid  it  on  West's  desk,  his 
face  very  thoughtful  now.  "If  there  is  any  information  I  can 
give  you  about  the  subject,  I  '11  wait." 

West  hardly  repressed  a  smile.  "Thank  you,  I  think  I 
understand  the  situation  pretty  well." 

Still  Queed  lingered  and  hesitated,  most  unlike  himself. 
Presently  he  strolled  over  to  the  window  id  looked  down 
unseeingly  into  the  lamplit  wetness  of  Cer  Street.  In  fact, 
he  was  the  poorest  actor  in  the  world,  a  ^  never  pretended 
anything,  actively  or  passively,  without  oeing  unhappy. 

"  It's  raining  like  the  mischief,"  he  offered  uncomfortably. 

"Cats  and  dogs,"  said  West,  his  fingers  twiddling  with 
Queed's  copy. 

"By  the  way,"  said  Queed,  turning  with  a  poorly  done  air 
of  casualness,  "^  hat  is  commonly  supposed  to  have  become 
of  Henry  G.  Surface?  Do  people  generally  believe  that  he  is 
dead? 

"  Bless  your  heart,  no!"  said  West,  looking  up  in  some  sur- 
prise at  the  question.  "That  kind  never  die.  They  invari- 
ably live  to  a  green  old  age  —  green  like  the  bay-tree." 

"I  —  have  gotten  very  much  interested  in  his  story," 
said  Queed,  which  was  certainly  tiue  enough.  "Where  do 
people  think  that  he  is  now?" 

"Oh,  in  the  West  somewhe-e,  living  like  a  fat  hog  off  Miss 
Weyland's  money." 

Queed's  heart  lost  a  beat.   An  instinct,  swift  as  a  reflex, 
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turned  him  to  the  window  again ;  he  feared  that  his  face  might 
commit  treason.  A  curious  contraction  and  hardening 
seemed  to  be  going  on  inside  of  him,  a  chilling  petrifaction, 
and  this  sensation  remained;  but  in  the  next  instant  he  felt 
himself  under  perfect  control,  and  was  calmly  saying:  — 
I' Why,  I  thought  the  courts  took  all  the  money  he  had." 
"They  took  all  they  could  find.  If  you've  studied  high 
finance  you'll  appreciate  the  distinction."  Amiably  West 
tapped  the  table-top  with  the  long  point  of  his  pencil,  and 
wished  that  Queed  would  restore  him  his  privacy.  "Every- 
body thought  at  the  time,  you  know,  that  he  had  a  hundred 
thousand  or  so  put  away  where  the  courts  never  got  hold 
of  it.  The  general  impression  was  that  he  'd  somehow  smug- 
gled it  over  to  the  woman  he'd  been  living  with  — his  wife, 
he  said.  She  died,  I  believe,  but  probably  our  friend  Sur- 
face, when  he  got  out,  had  n't  the  slightest  trouble  in  putting 
his  hands  on  the  money." 

"No,  I  suppose  not.  An  interesting  story,  is  n't  it?  You  '11 
telephone  if  you  need  anything  to-night?" 

"  Oh,  I  shan't  need  anything.  The  page  is  shaping  up  very 
satisfactorily,  I  think.   Good-night,  my  dear  fellow." 

Left  alone.  West  picked  up  Queed's  closely-written  sheets, 
and  leaning  back  in  his  chair  read  them  with  the  closest  at- 
tention. Involuntarily,  his  intellect  paid  a  tribute  to  the 
writer  as  he  read.  The  article  was  masteriy.  The  argument 
was  close  and  swift,  the  language  impassioned,  the  style 
piquant.  "Where  did  he  learn  to  write  like  that ! "  wondered 
West.  Here  was  the  whole  subject  compressed  into  half  a 
column,  and  so  luminous  a  half  column  that  the  dullest  could 
not  fail  to  understand  and  admire.  Two  sarcastic  little 
paragraphs  were  devoted  to  stripping  the  tatters  from  the 
nakedness  of  the  economy  argument,  and  these  Mr.  Queed's 
chief  perused  twice. 

"The  talk  of  a  doctrinaire,"  mused  he  presently.  "The 
closet  philosopher's  ideas.  How  far  afield  from  the  real  situ- 
ation. ..." 

It  was  a  most  fortunate  thing,  he  reflected,  that  he  him- 


336 


QUEED 


self  had  means  of  getting  exact  and  accurate  information  at 
first  hand.  Suppose  that  he  had  not,  that,  like  some  editors, 
he  had  simply  passed  this  article  in  without  examination  and 
correction.  It  would  have  ma  '  ■  the  Post  ridiculous,  and  de- 
cidedly impaired  its  reputation  for  common  sense  and  fair 
play.  Whatever  si ouM  or  should  not  be  said,  this  was  cer- 
tainly no  way  to  talk  of  honest  men,  who  were  trying  to 
conserve  the  party  and  who  differed  from  the  Post  only  on 
an  unimportant  question  of  detail. 

West  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  stared  at  the  farther 
wall.  .  .  .  For  that  was  exactly  what  it  was— an  unimport- 
ant detail.  The  imjiortant  thing,  the  one  thing  that  he  him- 
self  had  insisted  on,  was  that  the  State  should  have  a  reform- 
atory. Whether  the  State  had  it  now  or  two  years  from  now, 
made  relatively  little  difference,  except  to  those  who,  like  hi^s 
editorial  assistant,  had  sunk  themselves  in  the  question  till 
their  sense  of  proportion  had  deserted  them.  Was  not  that 
a  fair  statement  of  the  case?  Whatever  he  did,  he  must  not 
let  his  views  be  colored  by  probable  effects  upon  his  own  fu- 
ture. .  .  .  Surely,  to  wait  two  brief  years  for  the  institu- 
tion, with  the  positive  assurance  of  it  then,  could  be  no  hard- 
ship to  a  State  which  had  got  along  very  well  without  it  for 
all  the  years  of  its  lifetime.  Surely  not.  Plonny  Neal,  whose 
sharp  horse  sense  he  would  back  against  any  man  in  the 
State,  was  absolutely  sound  there.  ,_.„...•  ,-. 

He  tried  to  consider  the  question  with  chill  judiaality, 
and  believed  that  he  was  doing  so.  But  the  fervor  which 
Plonny  had  imparted  to  it,  and  the  respect  which  he  had  for 
Plonny's  knowledge  of  practical  conditions,  stood  by  him, 
unconsciously  guiding  his  thoughts  along  the  line  of  least  re- 
sistance. .  .  .  Though  nobody  dared  admit  it  publicly,  the 
party  was  facing  a  great  crisis ;  and  it  was  in  his  hand  to  save 
or  to  wreck  it.  All  eyes  were  anxiously  on  the  Post,  which 
wielded  the  decisive  power.  The  people  had  risen  with  the 
unreasonable  demand  that  progress  be  checked  for  a  time, 
because  of  the  cost  of  it.  The  leaders  had  responded  to  the 
best  of  their  ability,  but  necessary  expenses  were  so  great 
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that  It  was  going  to  be  a  narrow  shave  at  best  -  so  narrow 
U^at  another  hundred  thousand  spent  would  land  the  whole 
kettle  of  r.3h  in  the  fire.  The  grand  old  party  would  J^ 
crashing  down  the  predpice.  Was  not  that  acnlZTpr^ 
to  p.y  for  get  ing  a  reformatory  institution  two  years  be! 

IZii  ^^^^-  "^^'^  '^f'^y  ^°  P^y  f°^  '^^  There  was  the 
whole  question  in  a  nutshell. 

1  "^^^o"^  ""Pleasant  aspect  of  this  view  was  Sharlee  Wey- 
land  the  dearest  girl  in  the  world.  She  would  be  much  dis- 
appointed,  a  d  for  the  first  moment,  would  ^bly^ 
somewhat  piqued  with  him  personally.  He  knew  tlm  women 
were  extremely  unreasonable  about  these  things;  they 
looked  at  affairs  from  the  emotional  point  of  viewXm  the 
point  of  viewof  the  loose,  large  "effect."  But  ShaHeT Wey! 
land  was  highly  intelligent  and  sensible,  and  he  had  not  the 

r.lT.f  °"^.'  °  ^'^"'''"'y  '°  "^^^^  ^'^  understand  what 
the  unfortunate  situation  was.    He  could  not  tell  her  every- 

thing-Plonny  had  cautioned  secrecy  about  the  real  gravity 

hi  h.T%l7*'l?!^°"'^  '""  her  enough  to  show  her  how 
he  had  acted  with  keen  regrets,  from  his  sternest  sense  of 

th^tT^'  u'  ^^!.^  "™"^ ^''■^^^  °^  f*^^'«  that  his  must  be 
the  hand  to  bnng  disappointment  tc  the  girl  he  loved,  but 
after  all,  would  she  not  be  the  first  to  say  that  he  must  never 
put  his  regard  for  her  preferences  alove  Ue  larger  good  of 

£  n n'^f  ^""''^  "'  '°"'^  "°^  *°^^  ^-'  <J^-'  -  wel^rv^ 
ne  not  honor  more. 

«,tn^?''^^  up  Queed's  article  and  glanced  again  at  the 
astomshing  words,  words  which,  invested  with  the  Post's 
enormous  prestige,  simply  kicked  and  cuffed  the  party  to 
I^^'k  .u  l^y^  °^  resentment  against  his  assistant  swept 

S^  ^  to  anybody  else.   If  you  wanted  to  be  sure  that 

o^Zi^""^^  'f '  '^P^'  *^^t  y°"°«  '"a"  had  industri- 
w^.  n  ^i  '^  ""  u""^^  ^"^^^^'^  *°  ^*"g'  not  himself,  for  he 
was  nothing,  but  the  Post  and  its  editor.  However.  th;re  wa^ 
no  use  crying  over  spilt  milk.  Wh^t  was  done  was  done.  For- 
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tunately,  the  Post's  general  position  was  sound;  had  not  the 
editor  himself  dictated  it?  If  the  expression  of  that  position 
in  cold  type  had  been  gradually  carried  by  a  subordinate  to 
a  more  and  more  violent  extreme,  to  an  intemperance  of 
utterance  which  closely  approached  insanity,  what  was  it 
the  editor's  duty  to  do?  Obviously  to  take  charge  himself 
and  swing  the  position  back  to  a  safe  and  sane  mean,  exactly 
where  he  had  placed  it  to  begin  with.  That  was  all  that  was 
asked  of  him  —  to  shift  back  the  paper's  position  to  where 
he  had  placed  it  in  the  beginning,  and  by  so  doing  to  save 
the  party  from  wreck.  Could  a  sensible  man  hesitate  an 
instant?  And  in  return.  ... 

West's  gaze  wandered  out  of  the  window,  and  far  on  into 
the  beyond.  ...  His  friends  were  watching  him,  silently 
but  fearfully.    Who  and  what  these  friends  were  his  swift 
thought  did  not  stay  to  ask.   His  glamorous  fancy  saw  them 
as  a  great  anxious  throng,  dominant  men,  yet  respectful, 
who  were  trembling  lest  he  should  make  a  fatal  step  —  to 
answer  for  it  with  his  political  life.  Public  life  —  he  rejected 
the  term  'joliticai  life  —  wak:  of  all  things  what  he  was  pre- 
eminentiy  fitted  for.    How  else  could  a  man  so  fully  serve 
his  fellows?  —  hov^  so  surely  and  strongly  promote  the  up- 
lift?   And  Plonny  Neal  had  served  notice  on  him  that  he 
stood  to-day  on  the  crossroads  to  large  public  usefulness. 
The  czar  of  them  all,  the  great  Warwick  who  made  and 
unmade  kings  by  the  lifting  of  his  finger,  had  told  him,  as 
plain  as  language  could  speak,  that  he.  West,  was  his  imperial 
choice  for  the  mayoralty,  with  all  that  that  foreshadowed. 
.  .  .  Truly,  he  had  served  his  apprenticeship,  and  was  meet 
for  his  opportunity.    For  eight  long  months  he  had  stood 
in  line,  doing  his  duty  quietiy  and  well,  asking  no  favor  of 
anybody.  And  now  at  last  Warwick  had  beckoned  him  and 
set  the  mystic  star  upon  his  forehead.  .  .  . 

Iridescent  visionry  enwrapped  the  young  man,  and  he 
swam  in  it  goldenly.  In  time  his  spirit  returned  to  his  body, 
atad  he  found  himself  leaning  back  in  a  very  matter-of-fact 
chair,  facing  a  very  plain  question.  How  could  the  shift- 
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West  went  to  a  filing  cabinet  in  the  corner  of  the  room 
pulled  out  a  large  folder  marked,  Reformatory,  and,  return' 
ing  to  his  seat,  ran  hurriedly  through  the  Post's  editorials  on 
this  subject  dunng  the  past  twelvemonth.  Over  some  of  the 
phrases  he  ground  his  teeth.  They  floated  irritatingly  in  his 
head  as  he  once  more  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  frown«l 
at  the  opposite  wall. 

Gradually  there  took  form  in  his  mind  a  line  of  reasoninie 
Tv.ach  would  appear  to  grow  with  some  degree  of  naturalneS 
out  of  what  had  gone  before,  harmonizing  the  basic  continu- 
ity of  the  Po.i  s  attitude,  and  minimizing  the  change  in  pre- 
sent angle  or  point  of  view.    His  fertile  mind  played  about 

hT'^^'J  ^""1  '*'  b""'^^"^  '^  "P'  polishing  and  perfecting; 
and  in  time  he  began  to  write,  at  first  slowly,  but  soon  wiUi 
nuent  ease. 


XXVI 

In  which  Queed  forces  the  Old  Professor's  Hand,  and  the  Old 
Professor  takes  to  his  Bed. 

RAINCOAT  buttoned  to  his  throat,  Queed  set  his  face 
against  the  steady  downpour.  It  was  a  mild,  windless 
night  near  the  end  of  February,  foreshadowing  the 
early  spring  already  nearly  due.  He  had  no  umbrella,  or  wish 
for  one:  the  cool  rain  in  his  face  was  a  refreshment  and  a 
vivifier.  ' 

So  the  worst  had  come  to  the  worst,  and  he  had  been  liv- 
ing for  nearly  a  year  on  Sharlee  Weyland's  money,  stolen 
from  her  by  her  father's  false  friend.  Wormwood  and  gall 
were  the  fruits  that  altruism  had  borne  him.  Two  casual 
questions  had  brought  out  the  shameful  truth,  and  these 
questions  could  have  been  asked  as  easily  a  year  ago  as  now. 

Bitterly  did  the  young  man  reproach  himself  now,  for  his 
criminal  carelessness  in  regard  to  the  sources  of  Surface's 
luxurious  income.  For  the  better  part  of  a  year  he  had  known 
the  old  man  for  an  ex-convict  whose  embezzlings  had  run 
high  into  six  figures.  Yet  he  had  gone  on  fatuously  swallow- 
ing the  story  that  the  money  of  which  the  old  rogue  was  so 
free  represented  nothing  but  the  savings  of  a  thrifty  school- 
teacher. A  dozen  things  came  back  to  him  now  to  give  the 
lie  to  that  tale.  He  thought  of  the  costly  books  that  Surface 
was  constantly  buying;  the  expensive  repairs  he  had  made 
in  his  rented  house;  ^'le  wine  that  stood  on  the  dinner-table 
every  night;  the  casual  statement  from  the  old  man  that  he 
meant  to  retire  from  the  school  at  the  end  of  the  present 
session.  Was  there  ever  a  teacher  who  could  live  like  this 
after  a  dozen  years'  roving  work?  And  the  probability  was 
that  Surface  had  never  worked  at  all  until,  returning  to  his 
own  dty,  he  had  needed  a  position  as  a  cover  and  a  blind. 
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Mathematical  computations  danced  through  the  young 
man  8  brain.  He  figured  that  their  present  scale  of  living 
must  run  anywhere  from  I3500  to  $5000  a  year.  Surface's 
income  from  the  school  was  known  to  be  $900  a  year  His 
income  from  his  lodger  was  $390  a  year.  This  different  be- 
tv^een.  say  $4000  and  $1290,  was  $2710  a  year,  or  4  per  cent 
on  some  $70^.  And  this  tidy  sum  was  being  filchS  f%m 
the  purse  of  Charlotte  Lee  Weyland,  who  worked  for  her  Hv- 
mg  at  an  honorarmm  of  $75  a  month. 

r^l^nlf^"^  "^^  ^''  ^^^  '°^^'"«^'  '^^  ^^  against  the 
ram  than  his  own  stinging  thoughts.  At  the  corner  of  Seventh 
btr^t  a  knot  of  young  men,  waiting  under  a  dripping  awn- 
ing for  a  car  that  would  net  come,  cried  out  gayly  to  the  Doc  • 
they  were  Mercuries;  but  the  Doc  failed  to  r^^nd  to  thdr 
gi^tmgs,  or  even  to  hear  them.  He  crossed  the  humming 
street,  northerly,  with  an  experienced  sureness  acquired  since 
his  exploit  with  the  dog  Behemoth ;  and  so  came  into  his  own 
section  of  the  town. 

He  was  an  apostle  of  law  who  of  all  things  loved  harmony. 
Already  his  mind  was  busily  at  work  seeking  to  restore  order 
out  of  the  rmns  of  his  house.  Obviously  the  first  thing  to  do. 
the  one  thing  that  could  not  wait  an  hour,  was  to  get  his 
^nse  of  honesty  somehow  back  again.  He  must  compel 
burface  to  hand  over  to  Miss  Weyland  immediately  evenr 
cent  of  money  that  he  had.  The  delivery  could  be  arranged 
easily  enough,  without  any  sensational  revelations.  The  let- 
ter to  Miss  Weyland  could  come  from  a  lawyer  in  the  West- 
m  Australia  if  the  old  man  Hked ;  that  did  n't  matter.  The 
one  thing  that  did  matter  was  that  he  should  immediately 
m^e  restitution  as  fully  as  lay  within  the  power  of  them 

Surface,  of  course,  would  desperately  resist  such  a  sug- 
gesbon.  Queed  knew  of  but  one  club  which  could  drive  him 
to  agree  to  it,  one  goad  which  could  rowel  hirv  to  the  height 
Ihis  was  his  own  continued  companionship  Ae  could  com- 
pel  burface  to  disgorgement  only  at  the  price  of  a  new  oflFer^ 
mg  of  himself  to  the  odious  old  man  who  had  played  false 
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with  him  as  with  everybody  else.  Queed  did  not  hesitate. 
At  the  moment  every  cost  seemed  small  to  clear  his  dearest 
belonging,  which  was  his  j^ersonal  honesty,  of  this  stain. 
As  for  Surface,  nothing  could  make  him  more  detestable  in 
a  moral  sense  than  he  had  been  all  along.  He  had  been  a  thief 
and  a  liar  from  the  beginning.  Once  the  cleansing  storm  was 
over,  their  unhappy  domestic  union  could  go  on  much  as  it 
had  done  before. 

For  his  part,  he  must  at  once  set  about  restoring  his  half 
of  the  joint  living  expenses  consumed  during  the  past  nine 
months.  This  money  could  be  passed  in  through  the  lawyer 
with  the  rest,  so  that  she  would  never  know.  Obviously,  he 
would  have  to  makle  more  money  than  he  was  making  now, 
which  meant  that  he  would  have  to  take  still  more  time  from 
his  book.  There  were  his  original  tax  articles  in  the  Post, 
which  a  publisher  had  asked  him  at  the  time  to  work  over 
into  a  primer  for  college  use.  There  might  be  a  few  hundreds 
to  be  made  there.  He  could  certainly  place  some  articles 
in  the  reviews.  If  for  the  next  twelve  months  he  ruthlessly 
eliminated  everything  from  his  life  that  did  not  bring  in 
money,  he  could  perhaps  push  his  earnings  for  the  next  year 
to  three  thousand  dollars,  which  would  be  enough  to  see  him 
through.  .  .  . 

And  busy  with  thoughts  like  these,  he  came  home  to  Sur- 
face's pleasant  little  house,  and  was  greeted  by  the  old  man 
with  kindness  and  good  cheer. 

It  was  dinner-time  —  for  they  dined  at  night  now,  in 
some  state  —  and  they  sat  down  to  four  dainty  courses, 
cooked  and  served  by  the  capable  Henderson.  The  table 
was  a  round  one,  so  small  that  the  two  men  could  have 
shaken  hands  across  it  without  the  smallest  exertion.  By 
old  Surface's  plate  stood  a  gold-topped  bottle,  containing, 
not  the  ruddy  burgundy  which  had  become  customary  of 
late,  but  sparkling  champagne.  Surface  referred  to  it,  grace- 
fully, as  his  medicine;  doctors,  he  said,  were  apparently  un- 
der the  delusion  that  schoolmasters  had  bottomless  purses. 
To  this  pleasantry'  Queed  made  no  reply.    He  was,  indeed. 
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tite  gneved  old  Henderson  sorely. 

h.  wf  "^^^  ^^?l^^^  ^^  ^°^^  ^^  '^^'^-  He  would  not 
be  back  again  till  he  was  rung  for:  that  was  the  iron  nSe 

Thekitchen  was  separated  from  the  dining-room  by  a  pantry 
and  two  doors  Thus  the  diners  were  as  private  as  they  were 
ever  likely  to  be  in  this  world,  and  in  the  breast  of  o„Tof 
them  was  something  that  would  brook  no  more  delay 

Professor,  said  this  one,  with  a  face  which  gave  no  sim 
of  inner  turmoil.  "I  find  myself  obliged  to  refef  once  m^re 
to— an  unwelcome  subject." 

Surface  was  reaching  for  his  coffee  cup;  he  v  as  destined 
never  to  pick  it  up.    His  hand  fell;  found  the  SgeTf  ^ 

i'. !i^M  !°"^  ^"8:ers  gripped  and  closed  over  it. 
Ah?    he  said  easily,  not  pretending  to  doubt  what  sub- 

''I  thought  so.  too.   I  was  mistaken,  it  seems  " 

Across  the  table,  the  two  men  looked  at  each  other    To 

Surface,  the  subject  must  indeed  have  been  the  mosi  un° 

welcome  imaginable,  especially  when  forced  upon  him  xdth 

so  ominous  adirectness.  Yet  his  manner  was  thVusuafb^nd 

•"^V^ln  T  ""''""u  ^^^  ""^^^8:°"^  no  perceptible  cl  n^ 
When  I  came  here  to  live  with  you,"  said  Quecu  ''I 
understood,  of  course,  that  you  would  be  contributing  sev- 
eral times  as  much  toward  our  joint  expenses  as  I.  To  a  cer- 
^fJ^^u  T,"^?'^  ^  supporting  me.  Naturally.  I  did 
not  altogether  like  that.  But  you  constantly  assured  me,  you 
may  remember,  that  you  would  rather  put  your  savings  into 
a  home  than  anything  else,  that  you  could  not  manage  t 
^thout  my  assistance,  and  that  you  considered  my  com 
S.T"^  T^^i!  fully ofl^settin^  the  difference  in  the  moneyl 
able  tc%i  ^^T  "^^'"^  ^^*  ^'^  ^"^"^^-"^"^  --  ^-- 

vour'f^^jrl^^  "^^^  ^"!  courtesy.    "All  this  is  so  true, 
your  contnbution  toward  making  our  house  a  home  h^ 
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been  so  much  greater  than  my  own,  that  I  feel  certain  nothing 
can  have  happened  to  disturb  your  satisfaction." 

"  Yes,"  said  Queed.  "  I  have  assumed  all  the  time  that  the 
money  you  were  spending  here  was  your  own." 

There  was  a  silence.  Queed  looked  at  the  table-cloth.  He 
had  just  become  aware  that  his  task  was  hateful  to  him.  The 
one  thing  to  do  was  to  get  it  over  as  swiftly  and  decisively 
as  possible. 

" I  am  at  a  loss,"  said  the  old  man,  dryly,  "to  understand 
where  the  assumption  comes  in,  in  view  of  the  fact  that  I 
have  stated,  more  than  once  — " 

"  I  am  forced  to  tell  you  that  I  cannot  accept  these  state- 
ments." 

For  a  moment  the  brilliant  eyes  looked  dangerous.  "Are 
you  aware  that  your  language  is  exceedingly  offensive?" 

"Yes.  I  'm  very  sorry.  Nevertheless,  this  tooth  must  come 
out.  It  has  suddenly  become  apparent  to  me  that  you  must 
be  spending  here  the  income  on  hardly  less  than  seventy- 
five  thousand  dollars.  Do  you  seriously  ask  me  to  believe, 
now  that  I  directly  bring  up  the  matter,  that  you  amassed 
this  by  a  few  years  of  school-teaching?" 

Surface  lit  a  cigarette,  and,  taking  a  slow  puff,  looked  un- 
winkingly  into  the  young  man's  eyes,  which  looked  as  stead- 
ily back  into  his  own.  "You  are  mistaken  in  assuming," 
he  said  sternly,  "that,  in  giving  you  my  affection,  I  have 
given  you  any  right  to  cross-examine  me  in  — " 

"Yes,  you  gave  it  to  me  when  you  invited  me  to  your 
house  as,  in  part,  your  guest  — " 

"I  am  behind  the  times,  indeed,  if  it  is  esteemed  the 
privilege  of  a  guest  to  spy  upon  his  host." 

"That,"  said  Queed,  quietly,  "is  altogether  unjust.  You 
must  know  that  I  am  not  capable  of  spying  on  you.  I  have, 
on  the  contrary,  been  culpably  short-sighted.  Never  once 
have  I  doubted  anything  you  told  me  until  you  yourself 
insisted  on  rubbing  doubts  repeatedly  into  my  eyes.  Pro- 
fessor," he  went  on  rapidly,  'are  you  aware  that  those 
familiar  with  your  story  say  that,  when  you  — that,  after 
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a  lying  reporter "  "»vencea  at  the  time  by 

'Predsely  that." 

JSm'.S  "Si'^rcr  th'^  *™' !";'  Q""".  "«Wng  into 
lying.  ^'  '^  **'■*  ^  P'«'°  »»  day  that  he  wa, 

over  no£g1^  al/^  "  '^""'''^  '""  *"  ^o"  "med 
fri^d-""'"""'^' '*""<"•  B«Ie.„,eteny„„,„y 
4|^teS?.r;oS^^:"-' -0.ee.  was 

n.y  te^thT^^^g^'.  -«"— n-  I^send  for 
What  do  yoii  mean,  you  — " 

"S^^<"°^i  l/^  2""^"''  '^"Kht.  Good-by." 

ovefrtahrAt^?S„sfdreS^l^^„\tkr' 
his  eyes  were  blazing.   He  shoolr  a  mo„!  •      T  **^^' 

the  gutter  like  an  old  shoe,  do  you  LeJ^^t^J^^X^ 
^i'J,.'"''"'  ^"  '°  ''»™  *e  house."  " 

Su^'lf^J^  """^  f°™dable  than  his  own.  "Mr 
Surface,  he  said,  in  a  peculiarly  quiet  voice  "voii  fn™^' 
you,^^^,  st-angely.  You  a.e  in  n^  ^tio™?spS  'X 

Surface  appeared  suddenly  to  aeree  with  him      H-.  t  u 
l»ck  .„to  his  chair  and  drop^  fcis^S^elnto  hfahaj^s.  "^ 
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Queed,  standing  where  he  was,  watched  him  across  the 
tiny  dinner-table  and,  against  his  reason,  felt  very  sorry. 
How  humiliating  this  ripping  up  of  old  dishonor  was  to  the 
proud  old  man,  rogue  though  he  was,  he  understood  well 
enough.  From  nobody  in  the  world  but  him,  he  knew,  would 
Surface  ever  have  suffered  it  to  proceed  as  far  as  this,  and 
this  knowledge  made  him  want  to  handle  the  knife  with  as 
little  roughness  as  possible. 

"I — was  wrong,"  said  the  muffled  voice.  "I  ask  your 
forgiveness  for  my  outbreak." 

"You  have  it." 

Surface  straightened  himself  up,  and,  by  an  obvious  effort, 
managed  to  recapture  *>mething  like  his  usual  smoothness 
of  voice  and  manner. 

"  Will  you  be  good  enough  to  sit  down?  I  will  tell  you  what 
you  wish." 

"Certainly.  Thank  you." 

Queed  resumed  his  seat.  His  face  was  a  little  pale,  but 
otherwise  just  as  usual.  Inwardly,  after  the  moment  of  crit- 
ical uncertainty,  he  was  shaken  by  a  tempest  of  fierce  exulta- 
tion. His  club,  after  all,  was  going  to  be  strong  enough;  the 
old  man  would  give  up  the  money  rather  than  give  up  him. 

Surface  picked  up  his  cigarette.  All  his  storm  signals  had 
disappeared  as  by  magic. 

"  I  did  manage,"  began  the  old  man,  flickmg  ott  his  asb 
with  an  admirable  effect  of  calm,  "to  save  a  small  nest-egg 
from  the  wreck,  to  keep  me  fiom  the  poorhouse  in  my  old 
age.  I  did  not  wish  to  tell  you  this  because,  with  your  lack 
of  acquaintance  with  business  methods,  the  detr  would 
only  confuse,  and  possibly  mislead,  you.  I  had,  tov  iother 
reason  for  .vishing  to  keep  it  a  surprise.  You  have  forced 
me,  against  my  preferences,  to  tell  you.  As  to  this  small 
pittance,"  he  said,  without  the  flicker  of  an  eye-la&h,  "any 
court  in  the  country  would  tell  you  that  it  is  fairly  and 

honorably  mine."  . .   „  r»      j 

"Thank  you.   I  appreciate  your  telhng  me  this,     gueed 

leaned  over  the  table,  and  began  speaking  in  a  quiet,  brisk 
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voice.  "  Now,  then,  here  is  the  situation.  You  have  a  certain 
sum  of  money  put  away  somewhere,  estimated  to  be  not  less 
than  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  — " 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort!  Far  less  than  that!  A  few  bemrarlv 
thousands,  which— " 

"Very  well  —  a  few  thousands.  Of  course  your  books  will 
readily  show  the  exact  figures.  This  money  was  withheld 
at  the  time  your  affairs  were  settled,  and  therefore  was  not 
applied  to  reducing  the  —  the  loss  on  the  trustee  account. 
Of  course,  if  its  existence  had  been  known,  it  would  have 
been  so  applied.  In  other  words,  the  Weyland  estate  has 
been  deprived  to  the  exact  extent  of  the  sum  withheld. 
Fortunately,  it  is  never  too  late  to  correct  an  error  of  this 
sort.  My  idea  is  that  we  should  make  the  restitution  with- 
out the  loss  of  an  unnecessary  day." 

Doubtless  the  old  man  had  seen  it  coming;  he  heard  the 
galling  proposal  with  a  face  which  showed  nothing  stronger 
than  profound  surprise.  "Restitution!  My  dear  boy,  I 
owe  no  restitution  to  any  one." 

"You  hardly  take  the  position  that  you  have  acquired  a 
title  to  the  Weyland  trustee  funds?" 

"Ah,  there  it  is!"  purred  Surface,  making  a  melancholy 
gesture.  "You  see  why  I  did  not  wish  to  open  up  this  com- 
plicated subject.  Your  ignorance,  if  you  will  pardon  me,  of 
mcxiern  business  procedure,  makes  it  very  difficult  for  you 
to  grasp  the  matter  in  its  proper  bearings.  Without  going 
into  too  much  detail,  let  me  try  to  explain  it  to  you.  This 
settlement  of  my  affairs  that  you  speak  of  was  forcibly  done 
by  the  courts,  in  the  interest  of  others,  and  to  my  great  injury. 
The  rascals  set  out  to  cut  my  throat  —  was  it  required  of 
me  to  whet  the  knife  for  thorn  ?  They  set  out  to  strip  me  of 
the  last  penny  I  had,  and  they  had  every  advantage,  despotic 
powers,  with  complete  access  to  all  my  private  papers.  If 
the  robbers  overlooked  something  that  I  had,  a  bagatelle  I 
needed  for  the  days  of  my  adversity,  was  it  my  business  to 
pluck  them  by  the  sleeve  and  turn  traitor  to  myself?  Why, 
the  law  itself  gave  me  what  they  passed  over.  I  was  declared 
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a  bankrupt.  Don't  you  know  what  that  means?  It  means 
that  the  courts  assumed  responsibility  for  my  affairs,  paid 
off  my  creditors,  and,  as  a  small  compensation  for  having 
robbed  me,  wiped  the  slate  clean  and  declared  me  free 
of  all  claims.  And  this  was  twenty-five  years  ago.  My 
dear  boy!  Read  the  Bankruptcy  Act.  Ask  a  lawyer,  any 
lawyer — " 

"  Let  us  not  speak  of  lawyers  —  now,"  interrupted  Queed, 
stirring  in  his  chair.  "Let  their  opinion  wait  as  a  last  alter- 
native, which,  I  earnestly  hope,  need  never  be  used  at  all. 
I  am  not  bringing  up  this  point  to  you  now  as  a  legal  ques- 
tion, but  as  a  moral  one." 

"Ah!  You  do  not  find  that  the  morals  provided  by  the 
law  are  good  enough  for  you,  then?" 

"  If  your  reading  of  the  law  is  correct  —  of  which  I  am 
not  so  certain  as  you  are,  I  fear  —  it  appears  that  they  are 
not.  But—" 

"  It  is  my  misfortune,"  interrupted  the  old  man,  his  hand 
tightening  on  the  table-edge,  "that  your  sympathies  are  not 
with  me  in  the  matter.  Mistaken  sentiment,  youthful 
Quixotism,,  lead  you  to  take  an  absurdly  distorted  view  of 
what—" 

"No,  I'm  afraid  not.  You  see,  when  stripped  of  all  un- 
necessary language,  the  repulsive  fact  is  just  this:  we  are 
living  here  on  money  that  was  unlawfully  abstracted  from 
the  Weyland  estate.  No  matter  what  the  law  may  say,  we 
know  that  this  money  morally  belongs  to  its  original  owners. 
Now  I  ask  you  — " 

"Let  me  put  it  another  way.  I  can  show  you  exactly 
where  your  misapprehension  is  — " 

Queed  stopped  him  short  by  a  gesture.  "My  mind  is  so 
clear  on  this  point  that  discussion  only  wastes  our  time." 

The  young  man's  burst  of  exultation  was  all  but  still- 
bom; 'already  despair  plucked  chilly  at  his  heart-strings. 
For  the  first  time  the  depth  of  his  feeling  broke  through  into 
his  voice:  "Say,  if  you  like  that  I  am  unreasonable,  ignorant, 
unfair.  Put  it  all  down  to  besotted  prejudice.  .  .  .  Can't  you 
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Strtot".?"""^  **""*  '  ■*  '■"  Wo-''  you  do  it  a.  . 

•and  times  over  —  but  — "  ^  "*°"" 

Then  Queed  threw  the  last  thine  that  he  h»ri , «  «»     •  . 

'tf?J"',"^"»^'y  ^--'f-    HrfeanSS^erlheuW^^S 
fixed  the  old  man  with  imploring  eyes.  '^^'^  *""* 

1  d  do  my  best  to  make' it  up  to  you     I'll  —  I 'ii  r 
with  you  till  one  or  the  other  of  us  d?es    Yo.. '.  k  ^"^ 

lodgings  somewhere,  and  live  toeethpr  —  =,=  /«•    j     ^1^^ 
cleanly,  honorably,  hon^tly-"  fnends-hve 

''For  God's  sake,  stop!"  said  Surface,  in  a  broken  voice 
This  IS  more  than  I  can  bear." 
So  Queed  knew  that  it  was  hopeless  anH  th^t  tu^  ^u 
meam  ,o  cling  ,o  his  dishonore?™^,  a„d  «  his  fS 

''If  I  refuse,"  Surface  took  up  the  theme,  "it  is  for  vour 

"^ov^fofwr-"""  "^'  ^^"^^  ^°  p-p^^  -^- 1  hL: 

m..'J?^";u'^r'^  ^".^'  "^°  '^'"^  '""St  happen.  First  I 
must  lay  the  facts  before  Miss  Weyland  " 

Surface's  manner  changed;  his  eyes  became   moleasant 

foun^,t  out  for  myself,  and  then  only  1^!^  "deSLl  ^ 
"When  I  told  you  n^-  story  last  June 
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me — ' 
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"  However,  you  have  just  admitted  that  what  you  told  me 
last  June  was  not  the  truth." 

Again  their  eyes  clashed,  and  Surface,  whose  face' was 
slowly  losing  all  its  color,  even  the  sallowness,  found  no  sign 
of  yielding  in  those  of  the  younger  man. 

Queed  resumed:  "  However,  I  do  not  mean  that  I  shall  tell 
her  who  you  are,  unless  you  yourself  compel  me  to.  I  shall 
simply  let  her  know  that  you  are  known  to  be  alive,  within 
reach  of  the  courts,  and  in  possession  of  a  certain  sum  of 
money  withheld  from  the  trustee  funds.  This  will  enable 
her  to  take  the  matter  up  with  her  lawyers  and,  as  I  believe, 
bring  it  before  the  courts.  If  her  claim  is  sustained,  she  would 
doubtless  give  you  the  opportunity  to  make  restitution 
through  intermediaries,  and  thus  sensational  disclosures 
might  be  avoided.  However,  I  make  you  no  promises  about 
that." 

Surface  drew  a  breath ;  he  permitted  his  face  to  show  signs 
of  relief.  "Since  my  argument  and  knowledge  carry  so  little 
weight  with  you,"  he  said  with  a  fine  air  of  dignity,  "  I  am 
willing  to  let  the  courts  convince  you,  if  you  insist.  But  I 
do  beg— " 

Queed  cut  him  short;  he  felt  that  he  could  not  bear  one 
of  the  old  man's  grandiloquent  speeches  now.  "There  is 
one  other  thing  that  must  be  mentioned,"  he  said  in  a  tired 
voice.  "You  understand,  of  course,  that  I  can  live  here  no 
longer." 

"My  God!  Don't  say  that!  Are  n't  you  satisfied  with 
what  you've  done  to  me  without  that!" 

"  I  have  n't  done  anything  to  you.  Whatever  has  been 
done,  you  have  deliberately  done  to  yourself.  I  have  no  de- 
sire to  hurt  or  injure  you.  But  —  what  are  you  thinking 
about,  to  imagine  that  I  could  continue  to  live  here — on 
this  money?" 

"You  contradict  yourself  twice  in  the  same  breath!  You 
just  said  thatyou  would  let  the  courts  settle  that  question — " 

"As  to  the  Weyland  estate's  claim,  yes.  But  I  do  not  let 
the  courts  regulate  my  own  sense  of  honor." 
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Surface,  elbows  on  the  table,  buried  his  face  in  his  hands. 
Queed  slowly  ro^,  a  heart  of  lead  in  his  breast.  He  had 
failed.  He  had  offered  all  that  he  had,  and  it  had  been  un- 
hesitatingly kicked  aside.  And,  unless  long  litigation  was 
started,  and  unless  it  uhimaiely  succeeded,  Henry  G.  Sur- 
face  would  keep  his  loot.  7     •  -^ur 

He  glanced  about  the  [.leasant  little  dining-room,  symbol 
of  the  only  home  h,  had  ever  known,  where,  after  all  he 
had  done  great  work.  ,,:ul  bi^n  not  unhappy.  Personally,  he 
was  glad  to  leave  It.  gbd  staml  o.;t  fro„,  tjieshadowof  the 
ruin  of  Henry  G.  Surface.  Neve<  tlidess  it  was  a  real  part- 
mg,  the  end  of  an  epo<  h  in  hi.  lift ,  and  tl.ere  was  sadness  in 
that.  Sadness,  too,  he  saw,  uo^ijc  i!ian  his  lepugnance  and 
anger,  in  the  bowed  figure  beiorc  In,,.,  the  let  old  man  whom 
he  was  to  leave  solitary  hencef(>r^v,^rd.  Saddest  of  all  was 
the  consciousness  of  his  own  terrible  failure. 

He  began  speaking  in  a  controlled  voice. 

"This  interview  is  painful  to  us  l)oth.  It  is  useless  to  .     - 
long  It.   I  —  have  much  to  thank  you  for  —  kindness  .    Ach 
I  do  not  forget  now  and  shall  not  forget.   If  you  ever     f.  1  - 
eider  your  decision  —  if  you  should  ever  need  me  for  ■     , 
thing  —  I  shall  be  within  call.   And  now  I  must  leave  y.  -a 

\'-  ■..'^JT'^^  ^^^"  '  ^"  ^y  ^^^^  °"'*  parting  must  be  1ik 
this.      He  paused:  his  gaze  rested  on  the  bent  head,  and  he 
offered,  without  hope,  the  final  chance.  "Your  mind  is  quite 
made  up?  You  are  sure  that  —  this  —  is  the  way  you  wish 
the  matter  settled?" 

Surface  took  his  face  from  his  hands  and  looked  up.  His 
expression  was  a  complete  surprise.  It  was  neither  savage 
nor  anguished,  but  ingratiating,  complacent,  full  of  sup- 
pressed exatement.  Into  his  eyes  had  sprung  an  indescrib- 
able look  of  cunning,  the  look  of  a  broken-down  diplomat 
about  to  outwit  his  adversary  with  a  last  unsuspected  card. 
No,  no!  Of  course  I  'II  not  let  you  leave  me  like  this," 
he  said,  with  a  kind  of  trembling  eagerness,  and  gave  a 
rather  painful  laugh.  "You  force  my  hand.  I  had  not  meant 
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why  I  refuse  to  give  my  money  to  Miss  Weyland,  even  when 
you  ask  it,  now  can  you?  You  can't  guess,  now  can  you?" 
"  I  think  I  can.  You  had  rather  have  the  money  than  have 
me." 

"Not  a  bit  of  it.  Nothing  of  the  kind !  Pereonally  I  care 
nothing  for  the  money.  I  am  keeping  it,"  said  the  old  man, 
lowering  his  voice  to  a  chuckling  whisper,  "/or  you  I"  He 
leaned  over  the  table,  fixing  Queed  with  a  gaze  of  triumphant 
cunning.  "I'm  going  to  make  you  my  heirt  Leave  every- 
thing I  have  in  the  world  to  you/" 

A  wave  of  sick  disgust  swept  through  the  young  man, 
momentarily  engulfing  his  power  of  speech.  Never  had  the 
old  man's  face  looked  tso  loathsome  to  him,  never  the  man 
himself  appeared  so  utterly  detestable. 

Surface  had  risen,  whispering  and  chuckling.  "  Come  up  to 
the  sitting-room,  my  dear  boy.  I  have  some  papers  up  there 
that  may  open  your  eyes.  You  need  never  work  — " 

"Stop!"  said  Queed,  and  the  old  man  stopped  in  his 
tracks.  "Can't  I  make  you  lerstand?"  he  went  on. 
fighting  hard  for  calmness.  "  Is  n't  it  clear  to  you  that 
nothing  could  induce  me  to  touch  another  penny  of  this 
money?" 

"Ah!  "said  Surface,  in  his  softest  voice.  "Ah!  And  might 
I  inquire  the  reason  for  this  heroic  self-restraint?" 

"You  choose  your  words  badly.  It  is  no  restraint  to  hon- 
est men  to  decline  to  take  other  people's  money." 

"Ah,  I  see.  I  see.  I  see,"  said  Surface,  nodding  his  shining 
hairless  head  up  and  down. 

"Good-by." 

"No,  no,"  said  the  old  man,  in  an  odd  thick  voice.  "Not 
quite  yet,  if  you  please.  There  is  still  something  that  I  want 
to  say  to  you." 

He  came  slowly  around  the  tiny  table,  and  Queed  watched 
his  coming  with  bursts  of  fierce  repugnance  which  set  his 
hard-won  muscles  to  twitching.  An  elemental  satisfaction 
there  might  be  in  throwing  the  old  man  through  the  window. 
Yet,  in  a  truer  sense,  he  felt  that  the  necessity  of  manhan- 
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djmg  him  would  be  the  final  touch  in  this  degrading  inter- 

SuZ^"  ""-^u^  r"  ^^^^y  ^°°  ^'«^'  my  dear  boy  "  said 
1  must  fork  over  everv  nenn v  T  ka,,»  4.^  **..  *'"*-^* 

tappens  to  have  ZZTyZl^^''--^  young  t^llop  who 

Stand  away  from  me!"  cried  OupotI   «.r;<^i.  ^  t 
den^whiter  than  his  own.  "  Y^  ^UltipTl  t„'d?wht 
1  shall  be  sorry  for  afterwards."  ^ 

h  JhIv  ^""^-m  "^ -"^  "°*^  ^'"^Sre.  and  to  strike,  after  all  was 
hardly  possible;  it  would  be  no  better  than  murder  TW 
two  men  stood,  white  face  to  white  face.  theTo  ^iJo? 
fearless  eyes  scarcely  a  foot  apart.   And  beyonHl^  ob 

rthl^T''^"'^'  ?^'^  ^PP^^^  a  curious  resemblance 
m  the  two  faces  at  that  moment:  in  each  the  saSbit  of 

sacnfice  me  to  her    esneriallx/  o    ^u^      *»  Freity  cmng  to 
nothing  —  "  especially  a^  the  sacrifice  costs  you 

cency -"  ^'"  '^''"  ^°'''  "^^  ^"  '^^  "^"^^  °f  <^o"^"^on  de- 

"But  I'll  not  permit  you  to  do  it.  do  you  hear? ' '  continueH 

fnf  r;^''  ^^''  "^^.^'^'  ^''  '°^^^  ''P  trembling  and  t^tch^ 
ing.  as  It  does  sometimes  with  the  very  old.  "  You  need^me 
discipline,  my  boy.    Need  some  disdpline  -  and^  Zu 

ttll  7?"  "^^  ,'°"''""^  ^°  "^^  ^ith  me  exactly  L  you 
have  heretofore,  only  henceforward  I  shall  direct  your  mov^" 
ments  and  endeavor  to  improve  your  manners." 

He  swayed  slightly  where  he  stood,  and  Queed's  tense 
n^  suddenly  relaxed.   Pity  rose  in  his  heart  at^vefurfous 
r^ntment;  he  put  out  his  hand  and  touched  the  ^W  mTn's 

T ^uT^'°^  youreelf."  he  said  in  an  iron  voice.    "Come - 
I  will  help  you  to  bed  before  I  go  " 
Surface  shook  himself  free,  and  laughed  unpleasantly. 
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"Go!  Did  n't  you  hear  me  tell  you  that  you  were  not  going? 
Who  do  you  think  I  am  that  you  can  flout  and  browbeat 
and  threaten — " 

"Come  !  Let  us  go  up  to  bed  — " 

"Who  do  you  think  I  am!"  repeated  Surface,  bringing  his 
twitching  face  nearer,  his  voice  breaking  to  sudden  shrillness. 
"Who  do  you  think  I  am,  I  say?" 

Queed  thought  the  old  man  had  gone  off  his  head,  and 
indeed  he  looked  it.   He  began  soothingly:  "You  are—" 

"I'm  your  father!  Your /a^Aer, do  you  hear!"  med  Sur- 
face.  "  You  V«  my  son— Henry  G.  Surface,  Jr.!" 

This  time,  Queed,  looking  with  a  wild  sudden  terror  into 
the  flaming  eyes,  knew  that  he  heard  the  truth  from  Surface 
at  last.  The  revelation  broke  upon  him  in  a  stunning  flash. 
He  sprang  away  from  the  old  man  with  a  movement  of  loath- 
ing unspeakable.  „ry  r-  jt 

"Father!"  he  said,  in  a  dull  curious  whisper.      O  Uodl 

Father  I"  ,.    ^  •  .    w     ij 

Surface  gazed  at  him,  his  upper  hp  drawn  up  into  bts  old 

purring  sneer.  .,„  .     .      .: i 

"So  that  is  bow  you  feel  ^bout  it,  my  son?  he  inqtwed 
suavely,  and  suddenly  crumpled  down  upon  the  floor. 

The  young  man  shook  him  by  the  shoulder,  but  he  did 
not  «ir.  Henderson  came  running  at  the  sound  of  the  fall, 
and  together  they  bore  the  old  man,  breathing,  but  inert  as 
the  dead,  to  his  room.  In  an  hour,  the  doctor  had  come  and 
gone.  In  two  hours,  a  trained  nurse  was  sitting  by  the  bed  as 
though  she  had  been  there  always.  The  doctor  called  it  a 
"stroke,"  superinduced  by  a  "shock."  He  said  that  Profes- 
sor Nicolovius  might  live  for  a  week,  or  a  year,  b«t  was 
hardly  likely  to  speak  again  on  this  side  the  dark  river  that 
runs  round  the  world. 


XXVII 


Sharlu  Weyland  reads  the  Morning  Post;  of  Rev.  Mr.  Dayne's 
Fight  at  Ephesus  and  the  Telephone  Message  that  never 
came;  of  the  Editor's  Comment  upon  the  Assistant  Editor's 
Resignation,  which  perhaps  lacked  Clarity;  and  of  how  Eight 
Men  elect  a  Mayor. 

NEXT  morning,  in  the  first  moment  she  had,  Sharlee 
Weyland  read  the  Post's  eoitorial  on  the  refwma- 
tory.  And  as  she  read  she  fdt  as  though  the  skies 
had  fallen,  and  the  friendly  earth  suddenly  risen  up  and 
smitten  her. 

It  was  a  rainy  morning,  the  steady  downpour  of  the  night 
before  turned  into  a  fine  drizzle;  and  Sharlee,  who  nearly 
always  walked,  took  the  car  downtown.  She  was  late  this 
morning;  there  had  been  but  flying  minutes  she  could  give 
to  breakfast ;  not  a  second  to  give  to  anything  else ;  and  there- 
fore she  took  the  Post  with  her  to  read  on  the  ride  to  "  the" 
office.  And,  seating  herself,  she  turned  immediately  to  the 
editorial  page,  in  which  the  State  DepartnM:nt  of  Charities 
felt  an  especial  interest  this  morning. 

Both  the  name  and  the  position  of  the  editorial  were  im- 
mediately disap^winting  to  her.  It  was  not  in  the  leading 
place,  and  its  caption  was  simply  "As  to  the  Reformatory," 
which  seemed  to  her  Uto  colorless  and  weak.  SubconscimMly. 
^e  passed  the  same  judgment  upon  the  opening  «entencet 
of  the  text,  which  somehow  failed  to  ring  out  that  challenge 
to  the  obstructionists  she  had  confidently  expected.  As  •& 
read  further,  her  vague  disapprintment  gave  way  to  a  sudden 
breathless  incredulity;  that  to  a  heartsick  rigidity  of  atten- 
tion; and  when  she  went  back,  ami  i^tfi^^  to  read  tim  irhoie 
article  over,  slowly  and  carefully,  from  the  beginning,  her  face 
was  about  the  color  (A  the  pretty  irfiit*  ">llar  she  wore. 
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For  what  she  was  looking  on  at  was,  so  it  deemed  to  her,  qot 
simply  the  killing  of  the  chief  ambition  of  her  two  years' 
work,  but  the  treacherous  murder  of  it  in  the  house  of  its 
friends. 

As  she  reread  "As  to  the  Reformatory,"  she  became  im- 
pressed by  its  audacious  cleverness.  It  would  have  been  im- 
possible to  manage  a  tremendous  shift  in  position  with  more 
consummate  dexterity.  Indeed,  she  was  almost  ready  to 
take  the  Post'i  word  for  it  that  no  shift  at  all  had  been  made. 
From  beginning  to  end  the  paper's  unshakable  loyalty  to 
the  reformatory  was  everywhere  insisted  upon ;  that  was  the 
strong  keynote;  the  ruinous  qualifications  were  slipped  in,  as 
it  were,  reluctantly,  hard-wrung  concessions  to  indisputable 
and  overwhelming  evictence.  But  there  they  were,  scarcely 
noticeable  to  the  casual  reader,  perhaps,  but  to  passionate 
partisans  sticking  up  like  palm-trees  on  a  plain.  In  a  back- 
handed, sinuous  but  unmistakable  way,  the  Post  was  telling 
the  Iflsislature  that  it  had  better  postpone  the  reformatory 
for  another  two  years.  It  w£is  difficult  to  say  just  what 
pbrase  or  phrases  finally  pushed  the  odious  idea  out  into 
the  Un^;  tnit  Sharlee  lingered  longest  on  a  passage  which, 
after  reterring  lo  the  "list  of  inescapab'  xpenditures  pub- 
Esfaed  elsewhere,"  said: 

lamediacy,  of  course,  was  never  tbe  great  question;  but  it  was  a 
questtm;  and  the  Post  baa  therefore  watched  with  keen  regret  the 
rotting  Hp  of  abcolutely  uaavoidable  expenses  to  the  point  where  the 
^>endiag  of  another  dollar  for  any  cause,  however  meritcM-ious  in  itself, 
must  be  regarded  as  of  dubious  wisdom. 

That  sentence  was  enough.  It  would  be  as  good  as  a  vol- 
ume to  the  powo'ful  opposition  in  the  House,  hardly  re- 
preased  'leretofore  by  tht  Post's  thunders.  The  reformatory, 
which  th«y  had  labored  for  so  Icmg,  was  dead. 

The  thcmght  was  bitter  to  t  he  young  assistant  secretary. 
But  from  the  first,  her  nitrid  had  jwmped  beyond  it,  to  fasten 
on  another  and,  to  her,  far  worm  vne,  a  bun  5nf  p^eonal 
question  by  the  side  <rf  w»kh  tfm  Utm  of  the  reformatory 
'  for  the  momtm*  tut  uiumportaitt  4rtaii 
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Which  of  the  two  men  had  done  it  ? 
he5^  ci^'n^^^^l^^u'''^"^  ^^«^  °^^^ ^'^  <l^k,  his  strong 

en^edtheoffic.;hisres^„'se"tol7^^ 

ri   h     ^'^r;    Sharlee  undemood.  It  was  only  the  cor^ 
real  husk  of  her  fnend  that  was  seated  at  the  d «k    AhX 
rest  of  h,m  was  down  at  Ephesus  fighting  withihe  beasts 
and  gnmly  resolved  to  give  no  ^gn  from  the  arena  dll  he  hid 

W  o{^^  S^h"  ^'^"  "-^  '''  '''  ^'-^  ^^  ^-^  -^th'e 

Sharlee  herself  did  not  feel  conversational.   In  silence  she 

tooK  off  her  things,  and,  going  over  to  her  own  f^^Z^al 

Of^mg  the  mail.    In  an  hour,  maybe  more   ^yLelST 

Sh^H^;-       said  quietly,  "how  do  you  explain  it? " 
Sharlee  s  eyes  offered  h,m  bay-leaves  for  his  victory. 

"ofS;:r;;^:fri?;e:^"^ 

J'?^l  We  can  hardly  say  that.  Let  us  give  him  the  bene- 
fit of  the  doubt,  as  long  as  there  can  be  any  do,^t    iS  u^ 

Him?  Wh 'rrr.'  ^  ^  ^^^^^-^  repenL^  -     ""'  "' 
Him?  Which  did  he  mean? 

Th7p£  t^^'^^'r''''  '^  "°^  P^^ble  to  view  it  that  way 
The  Post  has  been  as  familiar  with  the  arguments  all  alone 
from  beginmng  to  end,  as  you  or  I.    It  cS^Id  n^t  be  hon-' 
estly  converted  any  more  than  you  could.    This?"  said  she 
struggling  to  speak  calmly,  "is  treachery."  ^' 

-  I  thj^rr""?' '  .T  "°"^  ^°  ^y-  ^'^  '""^'^  that  way.  Still 

''T^n     u       °"u  "°'  ''^"^^'""  th^  PaP^'-  unheard." 
tionTi^-'^  "^  "'''  ^''^  '^"  ^"^""^  ^'  °"^^?  An  explana- 
_'I  shall  seek  none,"  interrupted  Mr.  Dayne,  quietly 

al^  "t.™"'t  "°'"<'^^  •^'  'f  •*  h^«  -'^y  ^«  offer.     Of 
fhl^v    •  r""^  °"A  ^'^  '^^^  "othing  of  the  history  of 

certain,  that  is,  that  it  was  published  without  the  know- 
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ledge  of  Mr.  West.  Developments  may  follow.  ...  As  for 
instance  a  shake-up  in  the  staff." 

That  settled  it.  This  good  man  whom  she  admired  so  much 
had  not  entertained  a  doubt  that  the  editorial  was  from  the 
brain  and  pen  of  Mr.  Queed. 

She  said  painfully:  "As  to  the  effect  upon  the  —  the  re- 
formatory— " 

"  It  is  killed,"  said  Mr.  Dayne,  and  went  away  to  his  desk. 

Sharlee  turned  in  her  desk-chair  and  looked  out  of  the 
rain-blurred  windows. 

Through  and  beyond  the  trees  of  the  park,  over  ridges  of 
roofs  and  away  to  the  west  and  north,  she  saw  the  weather- 
beaten  Post  building,  its  distant  gray  tower  cutting  mistily 
out  of  the  dreary  sky.  From  where  she  sat  she  could  just 
pick  out,  as  she  had  so  often  noticed  before,  the  tops  of  the 
fifth-floor  row  of  windows,  the  windows  from  which  the  Post's 
editorial  department  looked  out  upon  a  world  with  which 
it  could  not  keep  faith.  Behind  one  of  those  windows  at 
this  moment,  in  ail  likelihood,  sat  the  false  friend  who  had 
cut  down  the  reformatory  from  behind. 

Which  was  it?  Oh,  was  not  Mr.  Dayne  right,  as  he  always 
.^a.s?  Where  was  there  any  room  for  doubt? 

I  jng  before  Shariee  knew  Charies  Gardiner  West  par- 
sonally,  when  she  was  a  little  girl  and  he  just  out  of  college, 
she  had  known  him  by  report  as  a  young  man  of  firre  ideals, 
exalted  character,  the  very  pattern  of  stainless  honor.  Her 
later  intimate  knowledge  of  him,  she  told  herself,  had  fully 
borne  out  the  common  reputation.  Wherever  she  had 
touched  him,  she  had  found  him  generous  and  sound  and 
sweet.  That  he  was  capable  of  what  seemed  to  her  the  bald- 
est and  basest  treachery  was  simply  unthinkable.  And  what 
reason  was  there  ever  to  drag  his  name  into  her  thought  of 
the  affair  at  all?  Was  it  not  Mr.  Queed  who  had  written  all 
the  reformatory  articles  since  Colonel  Cowles's  deatli  — 
Mr.  Queed  who  had  promised  only  twenty-foui  hours  ^o 
to  do  his  utmost  for  the  cause  at  the  critical  moment  to-day? 
And  yet  .  .  .  and  yet  .  .  .  her  mind  clung  desperately 
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to  the  thought  that  possibly  the  assistant  editor  had  not 
done  this  thing,  after  all.  The  memory  of  his  visit  to  her,  less 
than  a  week  ago,  was  very  vivid  in  her  mind.  What  sort  of 
world  was  it  that  a  man  with  a  face  of  such  shining  honesty 
could  stoop  to  such  shabby  dishonesty?—  that  a  man  who 
had  looked  at  her  as  he  had  looked  at  her  that  night,  could 
turn  again  and  strike  her  such  a  blow?  That  Queed  should 
have  done  this  seemed  as  inconceivable  as  that  West  should 
have  done  it.  There  was  the  wild  hundredth  chance  that 
neither  had  done  it,  that  the  article  had  been  written  by  some- 
body else  and  published  by  mistake. 

But  the  hope  hardly  fluttered  its  wings  before  her  reason 
struck  it  dead.  No,  there  was  no  way  out  there.  The  fact 
was  too  plain  that  one  of  her  two  good  friends,  under  what 
pressure  she  could  not  guess,  had  consented  to  commit  dis- 
honor and,  by  the  same  stroke,  to  wound  her  so  deeply.  For 
no  honest  explanation  was  possible;  there  was  no  argument 
Ml  the  case  to-day  that  was  not  equally  potent  a  month  ago. 
It  was  all  a  story  of  cajolery  or  intimidation  from  the  for- 
midable opposition,  and  of  mean  yielding  in  the  places  of  re- 
sponsibility. And  — yes  —  She  felt  it  as  bad  for  one  of  her 
two  fnends  to  be  so  stained  as  another.  It  had  come  to  that. 
At  last  she  must  admit  that  they  stood  upon  level  ground  iii 
her  imagination,  the  nameless  little  Doctor  of  two  years  back 
side  by  side  with  the  beau  ideal  of  all  her  girihood.  One's 
honor  was  as  dear  to  her  as  another's;  one's  friendship  as 
sweet;  and  now  one  of  them  was  her  friend  no  more. 

And  it  was  not  West  whom  she  must  cast  out.  There  was 
no  peg  anywhere  to  hang  even  the  smallest  suspicion  of 
him  upon.  She  scourged  her  mind  for  seeking  one.  It  was 
Queed  who,  at  the  pinch,  had  broken  down  and  betrayed 
them  with  a  kiss:  Queed,  of  the  obscure  parentage,  dubious 
inhentance.  and  omitted  upbringing;  Queed,  whom  she  had 
first  stood  upon  his  feet  and  started  forward  in  a  worid  of 
men,  had  helped  and  counseled  and  guided,  had  admitted  to 
her  acquaintance,  her  friendship  —  for  this. 

But  because  Shariee  had  known  Queed  well  as  a  man  -ho 
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loved  truth,  because  the  very  thing  that  she  had  seen  and 
most  admired  in  him  from  the  beginning  was  an  unflinch- 
ing honesty  of  intellect  and  character,  because  of  the  re- 
membrance of  his  face  as  she  had  last  seen  it :  a  tiny  comer 
of  her  mind,  in  defiance  of  all  reason,  revolted  against  this 
condemnation  and  refused  to  shut  tight  against  him.  All 
morning  she  sat  at  her  work,  toin  by  anxiety,  hoping  every 
moment  that  her  telephone  might  ring  with  some  unthought- 
of  explanation,  which  would  leave  lier  with  nothing  worse 
upon  her  mind  than  the  dead  reformatory.  But  though  the 
telephone  rang  often,  it  was  never  for  this. 

Sitting  in  a  comer  of  the  House  gallery,  about  noon,  Mr. 
Dayne  saw  the  reformatory  bill,  which  he  himself  had  writ- 
ten, called  up  out  of  order  and  snowed  under.  The  only 
speech  was  made  by  the  Solon  who  had  the  bill  called  up,  a 
familiar  organization  wheelhorse,  named  MeachyT.  Bangor, 
who  quoted  with  unconcealed  triumph  from  the  morning's 
Post,  wholly  ignoring  all  the  careful  safeguards  and  tearing 
out  of  the  context  only  such  portions  as  suited  his  humor  and 
his  need.  Mr.  Bangor  pointed  out  that,  inasmuch  as  the  "ac- 
knowledged organ"  of  the  State  Department  of  Charities 
now  at  length  "confessed"  that  the  reformatory  had  l-otter 
wait  two  years,  there  were  no  longer  two  sides  to  the  ques- 
tion. Many  (A  the  gentkman's  hearers  appeared  to  agree 
with  him.  They  rose  and  f^  upon  the  bill,  aiul  massacred  it 
by  a  vote  of  54  to  32. 

From  "Sis"  Hopkins,  l^slative  reporter  of  the  Post,  the 
news  went  skipping  over  the  telephone  wire  to  the  editorial 
rooms,  where  the  assistant  editor,  who  received  it,  remarked 
that  he  was  sorry  to  hear  it.  That  done,  the  assistant  hung 
up  the  receiver,  and  resumed  work  upon  an  article  entitled 
"A  Constitution  for  Turkey?"  He  had  hardly  added  a  sen- 
tence to  this  composition  before  West  came  in  and,  with  a 
cteery  word  of  greeting,  passed  into  his  own  office. 

The  assistant  editor  went  oa  with  his  writing.  He  looieed 
worn  this  morning,  Henr^  Siirfaci-'s  soa,  and  nai  vlihoat 
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J^M«)n.  Half  the  night  he  had  shared  the  nurse's  vigil  at  the 
^u^u  u^  5"''^^'^^'  ^^°  '^y  •"  unbroken  stupor.  Half  the 
Ivit  SL  n    TTT"^  "T  '"^^^^^"^'  ^'«"  '"  ^«  own  room! 

f r!^'h. A  k"  ^.^''  °^  '^^  ^^y-  *h^^^  J^ad  come  new 
trouble  for  h.m.  real  trouble,  though  in  the  general  cat7 
clysm  Its  full  bearings  and  farther  reaches  did  not  at  once 

pT.^T"  w  *^'"?-  ^"""'"^  professionally  through  ?h: 
Pos   at  breakfast-time,  his  eye,  like  Miss  Weyland's   had 

r^ol'r?^'"'^  ""t5??  ^y  *^"'  ^^^'^  ^^'"^rks  upon  the 
reformatory.  .  .  What  was  the  meaning  of  the  staK^erine 
performance  he  had  no  idea,  and  need  not  inquire  Ifsim^ 
mediate  eflFect  upon  his  own  career  was  at  least  too  plain  for 

sanctum.    Of  all  thmgs  Queed,  as  people  called  him    de- 
spis^hermcs  and  abhorred  a  "scene."    Nothing  could^ 
gained  by  a  quarrel  now ;  very  earnestly  he  desired  the  inter- 
view to  be  as  matter-of-fact  as  possible.    In  half  an  hour 
when  he  had  come  to  a  c/>n  venient  stopping-place,  he  opened 

th^Z^  .f  ""^  '^^^ ."'  '""«  '^W'.  skimming  busily 

"Well !  What  do  you  see  that  looks  Ukely  for  —  What 's 
the  matter?  Are  you  sick  to-day?" 

"No  I  am  quite  well,  thank  you.  I  find  very  little  in  the 
gTvTn'  out?^'-  ''°"  "^^'^^  ^'^^  ^  ^'^-^  -f  the^ilroad  bill ': 

.  1^' ^^l  ,^''"  '^?"'*  ^"^^  ^  ^'^  w^"'  oW  fellow.  You  must 
St'  fK  t''^^^  aT  *^"  legislature  goes.  Yes.  I  'm  going  to 
ftn;t  .'^7^'^«'*''"-  Or  better  yet -you.  Don't  you 
feelhke  shooting  off  some  big  guns  at  it?" 

"Certainly,  if  you  want  me  to.  There  is  the  fanricfs'  con- 
ventton.  too.  And  by  the  way.  I'd  like  to  le.ve  as^n  as 
you  can  fill  my  place." 
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West  dropped  sdasora,  pencil,  and  paper  and  stared  at  him 
with  dismayed  amazement.  "Leave!  Why,  you  are  never 
thinking  of  letning  me!" 

"Yes.  I'd  —  like  to  leave.  I  thought  I  ought  to  tell  you 
this  morning,  so  that  you  can  at  once  make  your  plans  as  to 
my  successor." 

"  But  my  dear  fellow !  I  can't  let  you  leave  me  I  You  've  no 
idea  how  I  value  your  assistance,  how  I  've  come  to  lean  and 
depend  upon  you  at  every  point.  I  never  dreamed  you  were 
thinking  of  this.  What 's  the  matter?  What  have  you  got  on 
your  mind?" 

"I  think," said  Queed,  unhappily,  "that  I  should  be  bet- 
ter satisfied  off  the  papier  than  on  it." 

"Why,  confound  you — it's  the  money!"  said  West,  with 
a  sudden  relieved  laugh.  "Why  did  n't  you  tell  me,  old  fel- 
low? You're  worth  five  times  what  they're  paying  you  — 
five  times  as  much  as  I  am  for  that  matter  —  and  I  can 
make  the  directors  see  it.  Trust  me  to  make  them  raise  you 
to  my  salary  at  the  next  meeting." 

"Thank  you  —  but  no,  my  salary  is  quite  satisfactory." 

West  frowned  off  into  space,  looking  utterly  bewildered. 
"Of  course,"  he  said  in  a  troubled  voice,  "you  have  a  per- 
fect right  to  resign  without  saying  a  word.  I  have  n't  the 
smallest  right  to  press  you  for  an  explanation  against  your 
will.  But  —  good  Lord!  Here  we've  worked  together  side 
by  side,  day  after  day,  for  nearly  a  year,  pretty  good 
friends,  as  I  thought,  and  —  well,  it  hurts  a  little  to  have 
you  put  on  your  hat  and  walk  out  without  a  word.  I  wish 
you  would  teii  me  what 's  wrong.  There 's  nothing  I  would  n't 
do,  if  I  could,  to  fix  it  and  keep  you." 

The  eyes  of  the  two  men  met  across  the  table,  and  it  was 
Queed 's  that  faltered  and  fell. 

"Well,"  he  said,  obviously  embarrassed,  "  I  find  that  I  am 
out  of  sympathy  with  the  policy  of  the  paper." 

"Oh-h-ho!"  said  West,  slowly  and  dubiously.  "Do  you 
mean  my  article  on  the  reformatory?" 

"Yes— I  do." 
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"Why,  my  dear  fellow!" 

West  paused,  his  handsome  eyes  clouded,  considering  how 
best  he  might  put  the  matter  to  overcome  most  surely  the 
singular  scruples  of  his  assistant. 

"Let's  take  it  this  way,  old  fellow.  Suppose  that  my 
standpoint  in  that  article  was  diametrically  wrong.  I  am 
sure  I  could  convince  you  that  it  was  not,  but  admit,  for 
argument's  sake,  that  it  was.  Do  you  feel  that  the  appear- 
ance in  the  paper  of  an  article  with  which  you  don't  agree 
makes  it  necessary  for  you,  in  honor,  to  resign?" 
"No,  certainly  not  — " 

"  Is  it  that  you  don't  like  my  turning  down  one  of  your 
articles  and  printing  one  of  my  own  instead?  I  did  n't  know 
you  objected  to  that,  old  fellow.  You  see  — while  your 
judgment  is  probably  a  hanged  sight  better  than  mine, 
after  all  I  am  the  man  who  is  held  responsible,  and  I  am  paid 
a  salary  to  see  that  my  opinions  become  the  opinions  of  the 
Post." 

"  It  is  entirely  right  that  your  opinions  — " 
"Then  wherein  have  I  offended?  Be  frank  with  me,  like  a 
good  fellow,  I  beg  you!" 

Queed  eyed  him  strangely.  Was  the  editor's  inner  vision 
really  so  curiously  astigmatic? 

^^  "  I  look  at  it  this  way,"  he  said,  in  a  slow,  controlled  voice. 
"The  Post  has  said  again  and  again  that  this  legislature  must 
establish  a  reformatory.    That  was  the  burden  of  a  long 
series  of  editorials,  running  back  over  a  year,  which,  as  I 
thought,  had  your  entire  approval.  Now,  at  the  critical  mo- 
ment, when  it  was  only  necessary  to  say  once  more  what  had 
been  said  a  hundred  times  before,  the  Post  suddenly  turns 
about  and,  in  effect,  authorizes  this  legislature  not  to  estab- 
lish the  reformatory.   The  House  killed  the  bill  just  now. 
Bangor  quoted  from  the  Post  editorial.    There  can  be  no 
doubt,  of  course,  that  it  turned  a  number  of  votes  —  enough 
to  have  safely  carried  the  bill." 
West  looked  disturbed  and  unhappy. 
"But  if  we  find  out  that  this  legislature  is  so  drained  by 
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inescapable  expenses  that  it  simply  cannot  provide  the 
money?  Suppose  the  State  had  been  swept  by  a  plague? 
Suppose  there  was  a  war  and  a  million  of  unexpected  ex- 
penses had  suddenly  dropped  on  us  from  the  clouds? 
Would  n't  you  agree  that  circumstances  altered  cases,  and 
that,  under  such  circumstances,  everything  that  was  not 
indispensable  to  the  State's  existence  would  have  to  go 
over?" 

Queed  felt  like  answering  West's  pepper-fire  of  casuistry 
by  throwing  Eva  Bernheimer  at  his  head.  Despite  his  de- 
termination to  avoid  a  "scene,"  he  felt  his  bottled-up  indig- 
nation rising.  A  light  showed  in  his  stone-gray  eyes. 

"Can't  you  really  see  that  these  circumstances  are  not  in 
the  least  like  those?  Did  you  do  me  the  courtesy  to  read 
what  I  wrote  about  this  so-called  'economy  argument'  last 
night?" 

"Certainly,"  said  West,  surprised  by  the  other's  tone. 
"But  clever  as  it  was,  it  was  not  based,  in  my  opinion,  on  a 
clear  understanding  of  the  facts  as  they  actually  exist.  You 
and  I  stay  so  close  inside  of  four  walls  here  that  we  are  apt 
to  get  out  of  touch  with  practical  conditions.  Yesterday,  1 
was  fortunate  enough  to  get  new  facts,  from  a  confidential 
and  highly  authoritative  source.  In  the  light  of  these  —  I 
wish  I  could  explain  them  more  fully  to  you,  but  I  was 
pledged  to  secrecy  —  I  am  obliged  to  tell  you  that  what  you 
had  written  seemed  to  me  altogether  out  of  focus,  unfair,  and 
extreme." 

"Did  you  get  these  facts,  as  you  call  them,  from  Plonny 
Neal?" 

"As  to  that,  I  am  at  liberty  to  say  nothing." 

Queed,  looking  at  him,  saw  that  he  had.  He  began  to  feel 
sorry  for  West. 

"I  would  give  four  hundred  and  fifty  dollars,"  he  said 
slowly  —  "all  the  money  that  I  happen  to  have  —  if  you 
had  told  me  last  night  that  you  meant  to  do  this." 

"  I  am  awfully  sorry,"  said  West,  with  a  touch  of  dignity, 
"that  you  take  it  so  hard.  But  I  assure  you  — " 
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QulLf  "ToriT^  ^f  ^^^'i be«^r  than  you  do,"  continued 

yueed,     for  I  have  known  h  m  as  his  social  enu^l    h^  • 

laughing  at  you  to-day."  ^"^'-   "^  »« 

firi^if  K  °VT?^L^^^  ^"^^  tJ»a°  that.  The  remark  con 
firmed  hiis  behef  that  Queed  had  brooded  over  the  refo,^2 

vveii,  Old  iellow,    nesaid.without  a  trace  of  ill-humor  in 
you.  That  bnngs  us  right  back  to  my  point    If  vn„  f^i 

l^n^T"" '''  '"^  '"i'  ^^^'  '^  -  'hrStio?:f"i^i„" 

^th^?    nT  T""'  '  ?'T  ^"^  '^^  ^^^'^^-  Don't  yoS 
see  tnat.-*    Not  only  am  I  the  ^itnr  r.f  tu^  ^  . 

responsible  for  all  that  it  saj^s ;  but    wrl  t^^^^  "'^  '° 

own  best   information   and   judgm^T    wL.?     '  °"  ™^ 

A  few  people,"  said  Queed,  slowly  "know  that  i  u 
been  conducting  this  fight  for  the  S.   TheTmay  not  un' 
derstand  that  I  was  suddenly  superseded  this  mSng    But 
of  course  It  IS  n't  that.  It  is  simply  a  matter-"^     ^"      "' 

Believe  me,  it  can  all  be  made  right.  I  shall  takp  th. 
greatest  pleasure  in  explaining  to  youffr  ends  thi.  i  !i  ^ 
am  responsible    I  shall  call  toV-  ri^irnt -It  - '^^^ 

impiss^:Smeno^?m\t'''^'^"^^'^'  "^"^  ^^  ^^  -^-'- 

West  looked,  and  felt,  genuinely  distressed.   "I  wish  "  he 

said      the  old  reformatory  had  never  been  born '^  and  hi 

a  padlock  and  chain,  but  -  for  the  life  of  me,  I  can't  catch 
your  point  of  vifew.  To  my  mind  it  appears  he  WaWe 
and  courageous  thing  to  correct  a  mistTe,  even  at  the  St 
momen  ,  rather  than  stand  by  it  for  appe;rance's  sike." 

B^  h^    f°"  ^'•^^^S  ^^'^  PrincipleTas  a  mistake.'' 
But  he  went  cack  to  his  office  marveling  at  himself  for 
the  ease  With  which  West  had  put  him  in  the  wroig. 
For  friendship's  sake.  West  had  meant  to  call  at  the  Chan- 
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ties  Department  that  day,  and  explain  to  his  two  friends 
there  how  his  sense  of  responsibility  to  the  larger  good  had 
made  it  necessary  for  him  to  inflict  a  momentary  disap- 
pointment upon  them.  But  this  disturbing  interview  with 
his  assistant  left  him  not  so  sure  that  an  immediate  call 
would  be  desirable,  after  all.  At  the  moment,  both  Dayne 
and  the  dearest  girl  in  the  world  would  naturally  be  feeling 
vexed  over  the  failure  of  their  plan ;  would  n't  it  be  the  sen- 
sible and  considerate  thing  to  give  them  a  little  time  to  con- 
quer their  pique  and  compose  themselves  to  see  facts  as  they 
were? 

The  Chronicle  that  afternoon  finally  convinced  him  that 
this  would  be  the  considerate  thing.  That  offensive  little  busy- 
body, which  pretended  to  have  been  a  champion  of  "this 
people's  institution"  came  out  with  a  nasty  editorial,  en- 
titled "The  Post's  Latest  Flop."  " Flop"  appeared  to  be  an 
intensely  popular  word  in  the  Chronicle  office.  The  article 
boldly  taxed  "our  more  or  less  esteemed  contemporary  "  with 
the  murder  of  the  reformatory,  and  showed  unpleasant  free- 
dom in  employing  such  phrases  as  "instantaneous  conver- 
sion," "treacherous  friendship,"  "disgusting  somersault- 
ing," and  the  like.  Next  day,  grown  still  more  audacious,  it 
had  the  hardihood  to  refer  to  the  Post  as  "The  Plonny  Neal 
c  gan." 

Now,  of  course,  the  reformatory  had  not  been  i  i  any  sense 
a  burning  public  "issue."  Measures  like  this,  being  solid  and 
really  important,  seldom  interest  the  people.  There  was  not 
the  smallest  popular  excitement  over  the  1  'ature's  con- 
duct, or  the  Post's.  The  Chronicle's  venomoiis  remarks  were 
dismissed  as  the  usual  "newspaper  scrap."  All  this  West 
understood  perfectly.  Still,  it  was  plain  that  a  few  enthusi- 
asts, reformatory  fanatics,  were  taking  the  first  flush  of  dis- 
appointment rather  hard.  For  himself,  West  reflected,  he 
cared  nothing  about  their  clamor.  Conscious  of  having  per- 
formed an  unparalleled  service  to  his  party,  and  thus  to  his 
State,  he  was  willing  to  stand  for  a  time  the  indignation  of 
the  ignorant,  the  obloquy  of  the  malicious,  even  revolt  and 
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o^^t-  ^.-^^""^  ^'^  ^'^^  lieutenants.  One  day  the  truth 
about  hisdismterested  patriotism  would  becomeknown  ^t 
the  present  he  would  sit  silent,  calmly  waiti^  at  S'unH? 
unjust  re^ntment  subsided  and  reason  reStS  h^  swav 

secretary  of  Chanties  i     t;  six  days  before  West  ^nH  lu 

morning:  only  now  the  tiny  open  corner  of  her  mind  hS 
shrunk  to  imperceptible  dimensions.   Of  W^t  she  enJer 
tamed  not  the  smallest  doubt;  and  she  erected  him  l.-l.t 
excellent  friend  she  knew  him  to  be  '^^  ^^ 

There  was  a  little  dinner-dance  at  Mrs   Rvrrl'c   f     .u 
season's  dSbuU^ntes.    It  became  remerniTred^one  S  th! 
most  charming  of  all  her  charnung  partiS^  To  fl  1  5 

Ji^rfittl't"*  vr  "^'"^  °^  °'^^^  giris'thrhad'^ru^i^t 

the  fittest,  while  among  the  swains  a  splendid  caXhcitv 

a"  tha^se'r^^^l^-  ""  "^J""^  °'  ^"^P«^^^  --'  SSS 
at  that,  served  dinner  at  six  small  tables  six  at  k  t^hi^.  X 

^.nds  were  fashioned  to  tickle  tire^lp^ur^    there  ± 

vintage  champagne  such  as  kings  quaff  ?o  plSee  the  r^rf 

ityof  nations;  Wissner's  little  band  of  ^r^!^  I 

command  its  own  price.  di^Jnelymt^lLit^^^^^^ 

rose-sweetness  of  the  air.   West,  having  dinS^aTtifu  Iv 

and  hngered  over  coffee  in  the  smoking-r^m  Tmong    he 

ast.  emerged  to  find  the  polished  floors  crowd^Tfh  an 

influx  of  new  guests,  come  to  enliven  the  dancr  His^ls  as 

Se  Hk^ThT^""'  '^  ^'°^P^  ^"^  ^^  stoppSI^er^! 
Where.  I.ke  a  happy  opportunist,  he  plucked  thTflowera 
as  they  came  under  his  hand,  and  gayly  whirled  Lm^n^ 
measure  toanother.  So  the  gloriousfvVn'^ng  warll^^^ 
before,  m  an  intermission,  he  found  him^ff  Tacing  ShiSL' 

h^'h^li'r^^J^  uncommonly  well  attend^^^pJoriS 
her  hand  for  the  approaching  waltz.  ^      ^ 
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Without  the  smallest  hesitation,  Sharlee  drew  her  orna- 
mental pencil  through  che  next  name  on  her  list,  and  ordered 
her  flowers  and  fan  transferred  from  the  hands  of  Mr. 
Beverley  Byrd  to  those  of  Mr.  Charles  Gardiner  West. 

"Only,"  said  she,  thinking  of  her  partners,  "you'll  have 
to  hide  me  somewhere." 

With  a  masterful  grace  which  others  imitated,  indeed,  but 
could  not  copy,  West  extricated  his  lady  from  her  gallants, 
and  led  her  away  to  a  pretty  haven;  not  indeed,  to  a  con- 
servatory, since  there  was  none,  but  to  a  bewitching  nook 
under  the  wide  stairway,  all  banked  about  with  palm  and 
fern  and  pretty  flowering  shrub.  There  they  sat  them  down, 
unseeing  and  unseen,  near  yet  utterly  remote,  while  in  the 
blood  of  West  beat  the  intoxicating  strains  of  Straus,  not  to 
mention  the  vintage  champagne,  to  which  he  had  taken  a 
very  particular  fancy. 

All  night,  while  the  roses  heard  the  flute,  violin,  bassoon, 
none  in  all  the  gay  company  had  been  gayer  than  Sharlee. 
Pa';c  many  heads  in  the  dining-room.  West  had  watched  her, 
laughing,  radiant,  sparkling  as  the  wine  itself,  a  pretty  little 
lady  of  a  joyous  sweetness  that  never  knew  a  care.  In  the 
dance,  for  he  had  watched  her  there,  too,  wondering,  as  she 
circled  laughing  by,  whether  she  felt  any  lingering  traces  of 
pique  with  him,  she  had  been  the  same:  no  girl  ever  wore  a 
merrier  heart.  But  a  sudden  change  came  now.  In  the 
friendly  freedom  of  the  green-banked  alcove,  Sharlee's 
gayety  dropped  from  her  like  a  painted  mask,  which,  having 
amused  the  children,  has  done  its  full  part.  Against  the 
back  of  the  cushioned  settle  where  they  sat  she  leaned  a 
weary  head,  and  frankly  let  her  fringed  lids  droop 

At  another  time  West  might  have  been  pleased  by  such 
candid  evidences  of  confidence  and  intimacy^  but  not  to- 
night. He  felt  that  Sharlee,  having  advertised  a  delightful 
gayety  by  her  manner,  should  now  proceed  to  deliver  it:  it 
certainly  was  not  for  tired  sweetness  and  disconcerting 
silences  that  he  had  sought  this  tBte-d-tite.  But  at  last 
his  failure  to  arouse  her  on  indifferent  topics  became  too 
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;^rked_.o  be  pa«ed  over;  and  then  he  said  in  a  gen.le 

Ve8-.you  don't  mind,  do  you?''  "'°  **'"  ^y^' 

-^o^f,  ike'k  tS  an°."'"  ^T''  «'^°^^^^-  ^-  hard 
all  night.   You 'HbrSkvot^l^w""^  ^""^'"^  ^'^^  ^  ^^Vad 
Hardly  conscious  of  itTe  "0,  ^^^^^^  ^^^  ^•"•"' 

with  a  tense  anxiety  of  wh.Vhi'    !^^^  ^^"^  ^^"  ^^'^'ng 
for  him  to  sneak    AnHn        u    ^^L  ^^""^  ^«^"  ^o  give  signs 

speak;  an^Te' knt^ ^'^  "tow^  l'^^  '^^°"'^  ^^ 

J:tr^^--°-^-^-in^tofU=i^ 

worried  myself  sick  over  it  "  reformatory  -  IVe 

Pec^J^nlrH^^^^^^^^  ??e\^'  ^^  ^J^  --.  and  in  a 

possible  it  would  be  to  ta«^^  .^^  recognued  at  once  how  im- 
rational  way.  under  such  cnnH^?  "^^"^'T^^.  >'"  a  calm  and 
had  brooded  overTt  tiUth^^^T'  ^^  ^^^se    This  little  girl 

and  fantalTro^^s^  rht'^fn'd^lbrw^^-^^^^ 
visions,  havinc  ni^hfrnaroe     t  ."    ^"e  was  seeing 

voice,  he  begaif co'SS  ^^^th:Thott  Tr^'^"' 

ponement  for  two  brief  yearT  was  reaHv^^^^^^ 

and  that—  ^"^  "°^  so  serious, 

voi«'  "Ttat'wa:!'"  1;;r;rhf  '"'".^'"■"' '-  "■«  --« 

much  was  M-prs;^^:^:;^.''''-"''"''"'™ 

you  seen  Queed?"  '°  ""^  ''"''  '°  ^^l^-  "Have 

"You ' '^''/''.f !*•  "'"■■''^''y-  "Not  since-" 
"Left  A^PoD^r-  •*»•"«'  ••'  has  left  the  PoslP" 
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West  looked  unhappily  at  the  floor.  "Well  —  I'd  much 
rather  not  go  into  this  now.  But  the  fact  is  that  he  left 
because  .  .  .  well,  we  had  a  difference  of  opinion  as  to  that 
reformatory  article." 

Sharlee  turned  hastily  away,  pretending  to  look  for  her 
fan.  The  sudden  shutting  of  that  tiny  door  had  shot  her 
through  with  unexpected  pain.  The  last  doubt  fell  now;  all 
was  plain.  Mr.  Queed  had  been  discharged  for  writing  an 
article  which  outraged  his  chief's  sense  of  honor,  that 
knightly  young  chief  who  still  would  not  betray  him  by  a 
word.  The  little  door  clicked;  Sharlee  turned  the  key  upon 
it  and  threw  away  the  key.  And  then  she  turned  upon  West 
a  face  so  luminous  with; pure  trust  that  it  all  but  unsteadied 
him. 

To  do  West  justice,  it  was  not  until  his  words  had  started 
caroming  down  the  eternal  halls  of  time,  that  their  possible 
implication  dawned  upon  him.  His  vague  idea  had  been 
merely  to  give  a  non-committal  summary  of  the  situation  to 
ease  the  present  moment;  this  to  be  followed,  at  a  more 
suitable  time,  by  the  calm  and  rational  explanation  he  had 
always  intended.  But  the  magical  effect  of  his  chance 
words,  entirely  unexpected  by  him,  was  quite  too  delightful 
to  be  wiped  out.  To  erase  that  look  from  the  tired  little 
lady's  face  by  labored  exposition  and  tedious  statistic  would 
be  the  height  of  clumsy  unkindness.  She  had  been  unhappy; 
he  had  made  her  Iiappy ;  that  was  all  that  was  vital  just  now. 
At  a  later  time,  when  she  had  stopped  brooding  over  the 
thing  and  could  see  and  discuss  it  intelligently,  he  would 
take  her  quietly  and  straighten  the  whole  matter  out  for 
her. 

For  this  present,  there  was  a  look  in  her  eyes  which  made  a 
trip-hammer  of  his  heart.  Never  had  her  face  —  less  of  the 
mere  pretty  /oung  girl's  than  he  had  ever  seen  it,  somewhat 
worn  beneath  its  color,  a  little  wistfi'l  under  her  smile  — 
seemed  to  him  so  immeasurably  swee  In  his  blood  Straus 
and  the  famous  Verzenay  plied  their  dizzying  vocations. 
Suddenly  he  leaned  forward,  seeing  nothing  but  two  wonder- 
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thae-"'"~"   *■'    "'■•*    ''""^ly-     "Don't   you    know 

ered  in  nothfng  "^  '"^^''^  impetuosity  had  flow- 

roo^'m  :  Ii!itawlf  eitr.""  ^'^  "."^  ^ "'"^-  '"  ^  fining- 
cance"  to  electa  new'r?  ""^^  ^'/'^""^  P«''''^^'  «'g"ifi- 

won,  the  eight  men  elected  Ln^f  7u-  "°  ^'^*^"S" 

Mearh^,  T   n  Elected  one  of  their  own  number  Mr 

Meachy  T.  Bangor  by  name,  to  the  office  of  Mayor  of  the 

jus?  tl  l?t'7  ''''"  ''^''■'■^  humorously  to  Mr.  Bangor  as 

reform  sor-e  dav  rv^rh^,..  •      •  ^         ^'^P'^^t  to  knuckle  to 
years,  perha,5T„'sS«T  '"  "^'"  ^^='"'  f^^l^^P^  '"  «*e.ve 

however,  he  admitted  having  h'is^v,™  ""dfr  pressure, 
"dark  horse"  who  was  S  t„l  ^  .  ''  """""  ^o""''  ^ 
his  humble  judgment  was  a  co™?"  "  "''"o,"''  ■""  *'"'• '" 

Ithnnchr^°''°"''^"'°''^'^'"'^^^^thesix.  ""Why  ^bnnv 
I  thought  you  were  rooting  for  Charles  Gardenia  West/'   ^' 
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"Then  there's  two  of  ye,"  said  Plonny,  diyly,  "he  being 
the  other  one." 

He  removed  his  unlighted  cigar,  and  spat  loudly  into  a 
tall  brass  cuspidor,  which  he  had  taken  the  precaution  to 
place  for  just  such  emergencies. 

"Meachy,"  said  Plonny,  slowly,  "  I  would  n't  give  the  job 
of  dog-catcher  to  a  man  you  could  n't  trust  to  stand  by  his 
friends." 
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How  Words  can  be  Uke  Blows,  and  Blue  Eyes  stab  deei>'  ho,. 
Qfuedsus  by  a  Bedside  and  rrAews  hUU^-aTjTa 
Thought  leaps  at  him  and  will  not  down.  ^"^  ^^  <* 

IV^A  -^"^  7"'^'"^  ''""*  °^  revelation.  Queed  had  had  a 
w.ldjmpulse  to  wash  his  hands  of  everything,  and  fly 
He  would  pack  Surface  off  to  a  hospital ;  disiSse  of  the' 
house;  escape  back  to  Mrs.  Paynter'sf  forget  hSIerri We 
know^ge,  and  finally  bury  it  with  Surface.  hZ  reZonfon" 
fied  the  impulse  at  every  point.  He  owed  less  than  notWne 
to  h.s  father;  he  had  not  the  slightest  responsSty  S 
hem  w     M°;  ^^^  ^''"'  t« ^-knowledge  che^Iation  bitw^n 

goScrtolhtinr"""^^^^^        to  anybody.  He  woSd 
Ke  Scriptorium,  and  all  would  be  as  it  had  been 

But  when  the  moment  came  either  to  go  or  to  stay  an- 

Hnt^'  ^w-1,^P!^  '"^P"-'^  ^^^  ^^^i"«t  this  one,  and  4t  i 
down.  Within  him  a  voice  whispered  that  though  he S 
go  back  to  the  Scriptorium,  he  would  never  be  as  he  had  iSn 
^Uut  ^^^f'lf'-.he  acknowledged  the  relation  or  notjtw^ 
for tifvT^;  ^''"^T  ''"-  i^''^'^"^"  ^'•^"^'^^  f-t»^  mat;  aT^ 

whkh^burn^^"^'''  'T  ''  ^^'"\°"'  '"  ''"^^'  ^^  ^"t-"-« 
Which  burned  themselves  into  his  mind.    Surface  was  his 

The  1.  n^  fn  'u'  ^r^'  ^'°«^-^'^  ™  "°t  honorabt 
oil  T  1  ^  \'^^''  descended  to  the  children.  To  sup- 
press Truth  was  the  crowning  blasphemy.  ^ 
Oueed  did  not  go.  He  stayed,  resolved,  after  a  violent 
lo'S^^'^r K  T "" r '' ^" '^' ^''' ^°"^ °f his disco^^T- 
i-nvolveJ                 '  '^°"^^^""S  everything  that  his  sonship 

By  day  and  by  night  the  little  house  stood  very  quiet    Its 
secret  remained  inviolate;  the  young  man  wS  stS  Mr 
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Qucod,  the  old  one  still  Professor  Nicolovius,  who  had  suf- 
fered the  last  of  his  troublesome  "strokes."  Inside  the  dark- 
ened windows,  lifo  moved  on  silent  heels.  The  doctor  came, 
did  nothing,  and  went.  The  nurse  did  nothing  but  stayed. 
Queed  would  have  dismissed  her  at  once,  except  that  that 
would  have  been  bad  economy;  he  must  keep  his  own  more 
valuable  time  free  for  the  earning  of  every  possible  penny. 
To  run  the  house,  he  had,  for  the  present,  his  four  hundred 
and  fifty  dollars  in  bank,  saved  out  of  his  salary.  This, 
he  figured,  would  last  nine  weeks.  Possibly  Surface  would 
last  longer  than  that :  that  remained  to  be  seen. 

Late  on  a  March  afternoon,  Queed  finished  a  review  ar- 
ticle —  his  second  since  he  had  left  the  newspaper,  four  days 
before  —  and  took  it  himself  to  the  post-office.  He  wanted 
to  catch  the  night  mail  for  the  North;  and  besides  his  body, 
jaded  by  two  days'  confinement,  cried  aloud  for  a  little  exer- 
cise. His  fervent  desire  was  to  rush  out  all  the  articles  that 
were  in  him,  and  get  money  for  them  back  with  all  possible 
speed.  But  he  knew  that  the  market  for  this  work  was  lim- 
ited. He  must  find  other  work  immediately;  he  did  not  ere 
greatly  what  kind  it  was,  provided  only  that  it  was  profit- 
able. Thoi  hts  of  ways  and  means,  mostly  hard  thoughts, 
occuf  ".ed  h'.3  mind  all  the  way  downtown.  And  always  it 
grew  plainer  to  him  how  much  he  was  going  to  miss,  now  of 
all  times,  his  eighteen  hundred  a  year  from  the  Post. 

In  the  narrowest  corridor  of  the  post-office  —  like  West  in 
the  Byrds'  vestibule  —  he  came  suddenly  face  to  face  with 
Sharlee  Weyland. 

The  meeting  was  unwelcome  to  them  both,  and  both  theii 
faces  showed  it.  Sharlco  had  told  herself,  a  thousand  times 
in  a  week,  that  she  never  wanted  to  see  Mr.  Queed  again. 
Queed  had  known,  without  telling  himself  at  all,  that  he  did 
not  want  to  see  Miss  Weyland,  not,  at  least,  till  he  had  more 
time  to  think.  But  Queed's  dread  of  seeing  the  girl  had 
nothing  to  do  with  what  was  uppermost  in  her  mind  —  the 
Post's  treacherous  editorial.  Of  course.  West  had  long  since 
made  that  right  as  he  had  promised,  as  he  would  have  done 
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with  no  promising  Jut  -  ought  he  to  tell  her  now.  or  to 
waitc  .  .  And  what  would  she  say  when  she  knew  the 
whole  .hameful  truth  about  him  -  knew  that  for  nearly 

Ki!f '•  ."''L''''^  ^r'°''  ''"^  ^"•■f^«^  J""io«-,  shifty  father  and 
hoodwmked  son  had  been  living  fatly  on  the  salvage  of  her 
own  plundered  fortune? 

She  would  have  passed  him  w'  '.  .  bow.  but  Quecd.  more 
awkward  than  she.  involuntaril,  Jted.  The  ding;  gas! 
hght.  which  happened  to  be  behind  him.  fell  full  upon  her 
face,  and  he  said  at  once:  — 

"How  do  you  do?  -  not  very  well.  I  fear.  You  look  quite 
used  up  —  not  well  at  all." 

Pride  raised  r  red  flag  in  her  cheek.  She  lifted  a  great 
muff  to  her  lips,  and  gave  a  little  laugh. 

"Thank  you.   I  am  quite  well." 

Hjf^"*'""'"? '°  «T  ^  -  ^^'■'  ^^  ^ent  ahead  with  customary 
directness:  "Then  I  am  afraid  you  have  been  taking  -  the 
reformatory  too  hard."  * 

fl,r.^°;  u°i  ''^f /efo'-matory.    It  is  something  worse  than 

JIa'u  ^^*^.^  ^'  "^  °"^^'"  ^^  ^^^'^^'  '""ff  to  her  lips, 
and  her  evel  eye      pon  him,  '  and  he  was  not  worthy  " 

1  o  follow  out  tuat  thought  was  impossible,  but  Queed  felt 
very  sorry  for  West  when  he  saw  how  she  said  it. 

I  m  sorry  that  you  should  have  had  this  —  to  distress 
you.  However — " 

v  "H"u  '\'f^}''''  ^ate  to  think  of  that  now?  As  to  saying 
It  —  1  should  have  thought  that  you  would  tell  me  of  your 
sorrow  immediately  —  or  not  at  all." 

A  long  look  passed  between  them.  Down  the  corridor,  on 
both  sides  of  them,  flowed  a  stream  of  people  bent  upon 
mails;  but  these  two  were  alone  in  the  world 

"Have  you  seen  West?"  asked  Queed.  in  a  voice  unlike 
his  own. 

She  made  a  little  movement  of  irrepressible  distaste. 

•   *      • .'  J  ■  •  ^"*  ^°"  "^"^^  "°^  ^^^"^  t'^at  he  told  me.  He 
IS  too  kind,  too  honorable— to  betray  his  friend." 
He  stared  at  h«r,  reft  of  the  power  of  speech. 
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From  under  the  wid6  hat,  the  blue  eyes  seemed  to  leap  out 
and  stab  him;  they  lingered,  turning  the  knife,  while  their 
owner  appeared  to  be  waiting  for  him  to  speak;  and  then 
with  a  final  twist,  they  were  pulled  away,  and  Queed  found 
himself  alone  in  the  corridor. 

He  dropped  his  long  envelope  in  the  slot  labeled  North, 
and  turned  his  footsteps  toward  Duke  of  Gloucester  Street 
again. 

Within  him  understanding  had  broken  painfully  into  flame. 
Miss  Weyland  believed  that  he  was  the  author  of  the  unfor- 
givable editorial  —  he,  who  had  so  gladly  given,  first  the 
best  abilities  he  had,  and  then  his  position  itself,  to  the  cause 
of  Eva  Bernheimer.  West  had  seen  her,  and  either  through 
deliberate  falseness  or  hife  characteristic  fondness  for  shying 
off  from  disagreeable  subject  s  —  Queed  felt  pretty  sure  it 
was  the  latter  —  had  failed  to  reveal  the  truth.  West's 
motives  did  not  matter  in  the  least.  The  terrible  situation  in 
which  he  himself  had  been  placed  was  all  that  mattered,  and 
that  he  must  straighten  out  at  once.  What  dumbness  had 
seized  his  tongue  just  now  he  could  not  imagine.  But  it  was 
plain  that,  however  much  he  would  have  preferred  not  to  sec 
the  girl  at  all,  this  meeting  had  made  another  one  immedi- 
ately necessary:  he  must  see  her  at  once,  to-night,  and  clear 
himself  wholly  of  this  cruel  suspicion.  And  yet ...  he  could 
never  clear  himself  of  her  having  suspected  him ;  he  under- 
stood that,  and  it  seemed  to  him  a  terrible  thing.  No  matter 
how  humble  her  contrition,  how  abject  her  apologies,  nothing 
could  ever  get  back  of  what  was  written,  or  change  the  fact 
that  she  had  believed  him  capable  of  that. 

The  young  man  pursued  his  thoughts  over  three  miles  of 
city  streets,  and  returned  .  ">  the  house  of  Surface. 

The  hour  was  6.30.  He  took  the  nurse's  seat  by  the  bed- 
side of  his  father  and  sent  her  away  to  her  dinner. 

There  was  a  single  gas-light  in  the  sick-room,  turned  just 
high  enough  for  the  nurse  to  read  her  novels.  The  old  man 
lay  like  a  log,  though  breathing  heavily ;  under  the  flickering 
light,  his  face  looked  ghastly.  It  had  gone  all  to  pieces;  ad- 
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^^^f^S!!^u^^rr^""' "'  " '"  "  "'^O'-  More. 

coming  out  in  s^  spteh™  Xld'^  ''H"  "t"^  ^ 
mottle  of  red  and  whL  n„f  7        u,      *"«  "^^^  ^""^  a 

fa^'ofrffth^ran^leT^his^rri.'"""  *=  ""-'-'"- 
himself.  For  the  (iret  time  in llA""^^*"  '"."•  '"''^"'  "P"" 
able  to  trace  hi^  o^  SSCk  tohr^' "'  '"""^  '"■■^" 
do.  A  flying  trio  to  N^l  v„  1.  ?  '""™'  "  other  men 
Queed,  had  a.ZeiSl^l  J^^  ^"'','"'°  '"'"'^  "'*  Tim 

upon  his  b  rth  '^„!f^^^  "»■"  that  there  was  no  stain 
dSne  bu  It  „~iL'^"<' "■"^S-  '>-<'  <«»«  clan" 
found  the  old  cle'^^rohS  offiS  a  thrc^"^  """ 

to  which  the  wntlemiThi?^!!!'    °i  ^P;""?.  «>Tim  said, 
^ivinghis  "risUtTbihel2*r;^*^es'^ «■>  '°«d  of 
haJ'Sln'MT'surf^."™  comp^hensive  at  all  point,.  He 
the  he^ayo^the  wLrf^"/.""  '^^"^^  ^-«  in 
About  a  5^ar  before  Ae^,^'^.'^'''  metropoUtan  glories, 
being  then  fn  alhakv^nA-  '^'l»f°Phe,  Surface's  affaire 

missid,  the  hrnS^tXur^w  %Tr«''"'  '^"*'- 

desperate  effort  to  save  Wm«lf  iT'j  ""!  ""^"cier,  in  a 
to  modest  qiSrteS  S7  .:i  !  '  ''^'' J?"™!  off  somewhere 
heard  of  his^oM  Sro"  till  Ae'^''  ^''?'  "«  *^  '^t  Tim 
news  of  his  arTes*^  A  f;^'^^^^^^  ^"""^  *i  ='"^"»8 
ame^gebiddinghim^r^ii^T:lTmt';:^:';r. 

««..«  anir^tl^o.'he^^.St  htTai^Ifr^^ 
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that,  soon  after  the  breiak-up  of  his  establishment,  he  had, 
quietly  married  a  wife;  that  some  weeks  earlier  she  had  pre- 
sented him  with  a  son;  and  that  she  now  lay  at  the  point  of 
death  with  but  remote  chances  of  recovery.  To  supply  her 
with  money  was  impossible,  for  his  creditors,  he  said,  had 
not  only  swooped  down  like  buzzards  upon  the  remnant  of 
his  fortune,  but  were  now  watching  his  every  move  under 
the  suspicion  that  he  had  managed  to  keep  something  back. 
All  his  friends  had  deserted  him  as  though  he  were  a  leper, 
for  his  had  been  the  unpardonable  sin  of  being  found  out. 
In  all  the  world  there  was  no  equal  of  whom  he  was  not  too 
proud  to  ask  a  favor. 

In  short,  he  was  about  to  depart  for  a  long  sojourn  in 
prison,  leaving  behind  a  motherless,  friendless,  and  penniless 
infant  son.  Would  Tim  take  him  and  raise  him  as  his  own? 

While  Tim  hesitated  over  this  amazing  request.  Surface 
leaned  forward  and  whispered  a  few  words  in  his  ear.  He  had 
contrived  to  secrete  a  little  sum  of  money,  a  very  small  sum, 
but  one  which,  well  invested  as  it  was,  would  provide  just 
enough  for  the  boy's  keep.  Tim  was  to  receive  twenty-five 
dollars  monthly  for  his  trouble  and  expense ;  Surface  pledged 
his  honor  as  a  gentleman  that  he  would  find  a  way  to  smug- 
gle this  sum  to  him  on  the  first  of  every  month.  Tim,  being 
in  straits  at  the  time,  accepted  with  alacrity.  No,  he  could 
not  say  that  Mr.  Surface  had  exhibited  any  sorrow  over  the 
impending  decease  of  his  wife,  or  any  affectionate  interest  in 
his  son.  In  fact  the  ruined  man  seemed  to  regard  tho  arrival 
of  the  little  stranger  —  "the  brat,"  as  he  called  him  —  with 
peculiar  exasperation.  Tim  gathered  that  he  never  expected 
or  desired  to  see  his  son,  whatever  the  future  held,  and  that, 
having  arranged  for  food  and  shelter,  he  meant  to  wash  his 
hands  of  the  whole  transaction.  The  honest  guardian's  sole 
instructions  were  to  keep  mum  as  the  grave;  to  provide  the 
necessaries  of  life  as  long  as  the  boy  was  dependent  upon 
him;  not  to  interfere  with  him  in  any  way;  but  if  he  left, 
always  to  keep  an  eye  on  him,  and  stand  ready  to  produce 
him  on  demand.  To  these  things,  and  particularly  to  abso- 
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driven  ud  tn  T.-r'  Pf^*^-.  A  week  later  a  carriage  was 
smal  Vundieiri  :^-^^^  "k''^  ^^  "^  ^^^  night^nd^ 
from  the  one  to  ^e  oTer  S^  humankind  was  transfer:^ 
life  of  young  Oue^Th.!*  ^"^^,Y^«  '^^  beginning  of  the 
or  two'^Se^  a^- J^"  7,^^"' ^'«  "^^l^^^'  ^^d  diSi  a  day 
idea.  ^^^"^^  '^^  *^^d  I'een  buried  Tim  had  no 

amteLttXUTvl'  ^^h'  ''^  ^"^^^  ^-^-^e^  with 

great  scholard,  and  used  to  <.itur!T  uu  ™'  ^^"^  ^^"  ^ 
that  Thomasoi  the  builer  TouK  rn^T  T^'"^  ^^^ 
and  so  with  Surface's  bov  H.  «  .t^  ^^^"^  "°^  ^^"  o^-' 
among  chickens  who  wft/;  -7^"  '^^  "^'"^"^^  duckling 
himself  forihe  sTas  if  ;l"t^^^^^^  P'^n^ed 

When  Surface  wTreL.^  f  knowledge.   Time  rolled  on. 

nounced.there^curS  n??..l''°"'  ^n '°"' ^'  *^^  papers  an- 
of  affair  except  th^  the  tlZf'''  '^""^^  ^"  ^'^^  «t^^"« 
the  name  of  Sovfus  tnd  ^/"""''J^^"""^  "°^  b^'-e 

other  city  in  The  we^  Mnl  ""^""^  '™  ^'^'^^^^  °^  some 
day.  after  a  lanse  orJ;.^  ^^^'^  P^"'^'  ^"^  ^^  ^^^t.  one 
pected  happen^  asTrJ. n  '""-n"  "'  "  ^^"*"'^'  ^^^^  "n«^- 
letter  in  aStri^^l^^tn^^^^^^  J'"^  ^°^  - 

next  day  at  such-and^'ch'aTmlt  J^T"^  '^"^  """ 

fou^xSe^d^  rtKrh^vr^^^^^^^ 

known,  a  soft  and  saLo-f  ^w^  ^  "?  '"^'^^'"  ^^  ^^^^  once 
failed  o  recogn^e  SufLl  '"^/l^J^'"  ^e  at  first  utteriy 
mind.    It  seemed  ;h..-   P^?^J^^  ^oor  and  spoke  his 

back  to  L  ddtome  eit^'tW  f 'k  T"'?  ^^^^  '^- 
work  there;  and  thTre  rie't  to  ^"  ^,!^  f^"'^  ^"d  taken 
circumstances,  some  dTep  .  Wd-  •  I"  ^^^'^  ^"^^'^  ^^^^^ 
old  man  called  it -had  put  t^^^^  ^him.  the 
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cumstances,  he  told  Tim,  would  he  acknowledge  his  son  be- 
fore his  death,  since  that  would  involve  the  surrender  of  his 
incognito;  and  not  even  then,  so  the  old  man  swore,  unless 
he  happened  to  be  pleased  with  the  youth  —  the  son  of  his 
body  whom  he  had  so  utterly  neglected  through  all  these 
years.  Therefore,  his  plan  was  to  have  the  boy  where  they 
would  meet  as  strangers;  where  he  could  have  an  opportunity 
to  watch,  weigh,  and  come  to  know  him  in  the  most  casual 
way;  and  thereafter  to  act  as  he  saw  fit. 

So  there,  in  the  shabby  lodging-house,  the  little  scheme 
was  hatched  out.  Surface  undertook  by  his  own  means  to 
draw  his  son,  as  the  magnet  the  particle  of  steel,  to  his  city. 
Tim,  to  whom  the  matter  was  sure  to  be  broached,  was  to 
encourage  the  young  man*to  go.  But  more  than  this:  it  was 
to  be  Tim's  diplomatic  task  to  steer  him  to  the  house  where 
Surface,  as  Nicolovius,  resided.  Surface  himself  had  sug- 
gested the  device  by  which  this  was  to  be  done;  merely  that 
Tim,  mentioning  the  difficulties  of  the  boarding-house  ques- 
tion in  a  strange  city,  was  to  recall  that  through  the  lucky 
chance  of  having  a  cousin  in  this  particular  city,  he  knew  of 
just  the  place:  a  house  where  accommodations  were  of  the 
best,  particularly  for  those  who  liked  quiet  for  studious  work, 
and  prices  ridiculously  low.  The  little  stratagem  worked  ad- 
mirably. The  address  which  Tim  gave  young  Surface  was 
the  address  of  Mrs.  Paynter's,  where  Surface  Senior  had  lived 
for  nearly  three  years.  And  so  the  young  man  had  gone  to 
his  father,  straight  as  a  homing  pigeon. 

How  strange,  how  strange  to  look  back  on  all  this  now! 

Half  reclining  in  the  nurse's  chair,  unseeing  eyes  on  the 
shaded  and  shuttered  window,  for  the  fiftieth  time  Queed 
let  his  mind  go  back  over  his  days  at  Mrs.  Paynter's,  reading 
them  all  anew  in  tPie  light  of  his  staggering  knowledge.  With 
three  conununications  of  the  most  fragmentary  sort,  his 
father  had  had  his  full  will  of  his  son.  With  six  typewritten 
lines,  he  had  drawn  the  young  man  to  his  side  at  his  own  good 
pleasure.  Boarding-house  gossip  made  it  known  that  the  son 
was  in  peril  of  ejectment  for  non-payment  of  board,  and 
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OhZf^^r''^  \^^*  consummate  skill  and  succS? 
yJn,  but  did  he  not  have  a  rl^v^r  fa  #.i,^-      ^    T  f"*-"^^  • 

mereiless  father,  soft-^^^fo^S";?'^*''' "■?""«• 
flitting  noiselessly  in  cM^aJtt^'  '""^■'^'°'^. 
-e.sa.^„d  u^nralte^^tT'^^S  ^l^anT:;^^^ 

hawk orres^.Ta5^:rtsCid*L°' ,';'''  f^*':'  '"^ 

Surface  stirred  slightly  in  his  bed, ;       Oueed  t„™.„„  i,- 
SX/o;eve™o^r'"'"^''"'"^""<''*<''''<'-t'-" 

Mi»i  WeylLd  a^-,^'"  *"' '""""  ^^  hour,  he  was  to  see 
■n.eprospectdrewhimwhileitevenmo,estronglyrepeil«l. 
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For  a  week  he  had  hesitated,  unable  to  convince  himself 
that  he  was  justified  in  telling  Miss  Weyland  at  once  the 
whole  truth  about  himself,  his  father,  and  her  money.  There 
was  much  on  the  side  of  delay.  Surface  might  die  at  any 
moment,  and  this  would  relieve  his  son  from  the  smallest 
reproach  of  betraying  a  confidence:  the  ^M  man  himself  had 
said  that  everything  was  to  be  made  known  when  he  died. 
On  the  other  hand  Surface  might  get  well,  and  if  he  did,  he 
ought  to  be  given  a  final  chance  to  make  the  restitution  him- 
self. Besides  this,  there  was  the  great  uncertainty  about  the 
money.  Queed  had  no  idea  how  much  it  was,  or  where  it  was, 
or  whether  or  not,  upon  Surface's  death,  he  himself  was  to 
get  it  by  bequest.  But  all  through  these  doubts,  passionately 
protesting  against  them,  had  run  his  own  insistent  feeling 
that  it  was  not  right  to  conceal  the  truth,  even  under  such 
confused  conditions  —  not,  at  least,  from  the  one  person  who 
was  so  clearly  entitled  to  know  it.  This  feeling  had  reached 
a  climax  even  before  he  met  the  girl  this  afternoon.  Some- 
how that  meeting  had  served  to  precipitate  his  decision. 
After  all,  Surface  had  had  both  his  chance  and  his  warn- 
ing. 

That  his  sonship  would  make  him  detestable  in  Miss 
Weyland's  sight  was  highly  probable,  but  he  could  not  let 
the  fear  of  that  keep  him  silent.  His  determination  to  tell 
her  the  essential  facts  had  come  now,  at  last,  as  a  kind  of 
corollary  to  hi  instant  necessity  of  straightening  out  the 
reformatory  situation.  This  latter  neceasity  had  dominated 
his  thought  ever  since  the  chance  meeting  in  the  post-office. 
And  as  his  mind  explored  the  subject,  it  ramified,  and  grew 
more  complicated  and  oppressive  with  every  step  of  the 
way. 

It  gradually  became  plain  to  him  that,  in  clearing  himself 
of  responsibility  for  the  Post's  editorial,  he  would  have  to 
put  West  in  a  very  unpleasant  position.  He  would  have  to 
convict  him,  not  only  of  having  written  the  perfidious  article, 
but  of  having  left  another  man  under  the  reproach  of  having 
written  it.  But  no;  it  could  not  be  said  that  he  was  putting 
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W^?'^H„^11'^'  '^"  ^"''™^  ^''"'d  be  a  painful  one  for 

quiet  about  it  for  a  weeic     Mi.    v      i     j         ,''*''  '''P' 
West,  of  course,  but  LZm  J^ver  te  thtilrr'."  '°''^.'" 

forced  SSn  hto     °"'"™^'  ^  "n^istibie  conclusion  was 
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Miss  Weyland  would  rather  think  that  he  had  written  the 
editorial  than  to  know  that  West  had  written  it. 

The  thought,  whc.  he  finally  reached  it,  leapt  up  at  him, 
but  he  pushed  it  away.  However,  it  returned.  It  became 
like  on^  of  those  swinging  logs  which  hunters  hang  in  treea 
to  cutch  bears:  the  harder  he  pushed  it  away,  the  harder  it 
swung  back  at  him. 

He  fully  understood  the  persistence  of  this  idea.  It  was 
the  heart  and  soul  of  the  whole  question.  He  himself  was 
simply  Miss  Weyland's  friend,  tl  e  least  among  many.  If  be- 
lief in  his  dishonesty  had  brought  her  pain  —  and  he  had  her 
word  for  that  —  it  was  a  hurt  that  would  quickly  pass.  False 
friends  are  soon  forgotten.  But  to  West  belonged  the  shining 
pedestal  in  the  innermost  temple  of  her  heart.  It  would  go 
hard  with  the  little  lady  to  find  at  the  last  moment  this  stain 
upon  her  lover's  honor. 

He  had  only  to  sit  still  and  say  nothing  to  make  her  happy. 
That  was  plain.  So  the  whole  issue  was  shifted.  It  was  not, 
as  it  had  first  seemed,  merely  a  matter  between  West  and 
himself.  The  real  issue  was  between  Miss  Weyland  and  him- 
self —  between  her  happiness  and  >'3  ...  no,  not  his  hap- 
piness —  his  self-respect,  his  sense  of  justice,  his  honor,  his 
chaste  passion  for  Truth,  his  .  .  .  yes,  his  happiness. 

Did  he  think  most  of  Miss  Weyland  or  of  himself?  That 
was  what  it  all  came  down  to.  Here  was  the  new  demand 
that  his  acknowledgment  of  a  personal  life  was  making  upon 
him,  the  supreme  demand,  it  seemed,  that  any  man's  per- 
sonal life  could  ever  make  upon  him.  For  if,  on  the  day  when 
Nicolovius  had  suddenly  revealed  himself  as  Surface,  he  had 
been  £isked  to  give  himself  bodily,  he  was  now  asked  to  give 
himself  spiritually  —  to  give  all  that  made  him  the  man  he 
was. 

From  the  stark  alternative,  once  raised,  there  was  no 
escape.  Queed  closed  with  it,  and  together  ttey  went  down 
into  deep  waters. 


XXIX 

for  ^s^  Ti^  ,„  Hii^ti^'^jz'':^^^ 

dressin,-tab7el1™.  ^^'^^"«'  '^^  '"^  «"d  '"™ed  to  her 
"Very  well.  Say  that  I'll  be  down  in  a  minufi.  " 

with  a  handtercS  t"',:^;™''.^,''"  "^^I"  "«»"«»ly 
which  had  fled  There  w«  »  i  ..'^™ .'°™  "'  ">»  «>'« 
comer,  of  her  mouth  anrffh.  ?i  ''  f'"'*'^  '°<*  "  '•« 
glas,,,  somewhaTartScMf' 7el^'  ^',  "*«^"°" '"  ">e 
chased  it  awav   i;nrf™fSi     ?  elaborately,  until  she  had 

burning  .he  ^candle"  ^^h^^^f'^J"'  -"»'  '««  up,  stop 
Queed,  of  course  to  shnTh.^c  ""'.^''e  "»»'  see  Mr. 
could  explain  n^^.  ItlaL  jnTotr  ''•'^V°  «P'="«tion 
the  third  time  he  had  ev?r  te^n  Lm.?'"^  ""^  ""'^  "^  f™' 
and  it  was  the  last.  ™"'*  ^"  '"'"*  "  ">«  """1. 

Iess"?„>^dly"f  T^TZZ  Td'r*;-  ">^  "'""  -^ 

-tched  we^i  with  th7i;'^T'o,'.jl;^it^°BvS:""^^ 

V.OUS  stratagem  of  coming  down  wiA^^^^^f^  */  ""^ 
smalIbl„,ensVrL""asSrp^nTt.Sffierrb± 

the  ve"ow.a4-rd':htxr^3  f^r£;5r^' 
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pressed  a  start.  For  he  seemed  to  have  aged  ten  years  since 
he  last  sat  in  her  parlor,  and  if  she  had  thought  his  face  long 
ago  as  grave  as  a  face  could  be,  she  now  perceivec  her  mis- 
take. 

The  moment  they  were  seated  he  began,  in  his  usual  voice, 
and  with  rather  the  air  of  having  thought  out  in  advance  ex- 
actly what  he  was  to  say. 

"I  have  come  again,  after  all,  to  talk  only  of  definite 
things.  1)1  fact,  I  have  something  of  much  importance  to 
tell  you.  May  I  ask  that  you  will  cr  nsider  it  as  confiden- 
tial for  the  present?" 

At  the  very  beginning  she  was  disquieted  by  the  discovery 
that  his  gaze  was  steadier  than  her  own.  She  was  anroy- 
ingly  conscious  of  looking  away  from  him,  as  she  said:  — 

"  I  think  you  have  no  right  to  ask  that  of  me." 

Surface's  son  smiled  sadly.  "It  is  not  about — anything 
that  you  could  possibly  guess.  I  have  made  a  discovery  of 
•—  a  business  nature,  which  concerns  you  vitally." 

"A  discovery?" 

"Yes.  The  circumstances  are  such  that  I  do  not  feel  that 
anybody  should  know  of  it  just  yet,  but  you.  However  — " 

"I  think  you  must  leave  me  to  decide,  after  hearing 
you  —  " 

"  I  believe  I  will.  I  am  not  in  the  least  afraid  to  do  so. 
Miss  Weyland,  Henry  G.  Surface  is  alive." 

Her  face  showed  how  completely  taken  back  she  was  by 
the  introduction  of  this  topic,  so  utterly  remote  from  the 
subject  she  had  expected  of  him. 

"Not  only  that,"  continued  Queed,  evenly — "he  is  within 
reach.  Both  he  —  and  some  property  which  he  has  —  are 
within  reach  of  the  courts.  ' 

"Oh!  How  do  you  know?  .  .  .  Where  is  he?" 

"  For  the  present  I  am  not  free  to  answer  those  questions." 

There  was  a  brief  silence.  Sharlee  looked  at  the  fire,  the 
stirrings  of  painful  memories  betrayed  in  her  eyes. 

"We  knew,  of  course,  that  he  might  be  still  alive,"  she 
said  slowly.   "I  —  hope  he  is  well  and  happy.   But  —  we 
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fa.,owl«lge  that  he  ha,  so™  moTey  a  JJZ,Tf'°  ^ 

"But  you  cannot  have  imJ^' XftT  ^f' " 
money?"  'magined  that  I  would  want  hia 

am'tXmatoutt""""  '«»»"^""-  That U why  I 

layir?  .t  before  him  as  a  hy,^thet7c^I  cas^  i  '*  °^  :^°1''^ 
that  when  Mr.  Surface  was  ni.Vf hr«.^  u  f  *  ^"  advisrd 
have  made  a  faS  sS^m^n  •  ^^^^"'"^P^*^'^«'""«t 
money.  TherefSe  that  tTn"'  '".  °'^^'  '^  ^^'^^^^W  this 
cept  t^o  mak/hlr^^^^^^^^^  -t^^ng.  ex- 

«s  yours  whenever  you  apply  for  i^  Vh^t  -1  ••  ^^"  '"°"'y 
^  Oh  -  but  I  shall  not  apply  for  it.  I  don't  want  it.  you 
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I  don't  want  it— I  could  n't 


it.  That  it  the  whole  lituation. 

"Well,  don't  decide  that  now.  There  would  be  no  ham,  I 
MippoK,  in  your  talking  with  your  mother  about  it  —  even 
with  -ome  man  in  whoM  judgment  you  have  confidence. 
You      '  feel  differently  when  you  have  had  time  to  thmk  it 

over.  Probably  it  —  "  ....  ..« 

"Thinking  it  over  will  make  not  the  sUghtest  difference 

in  the  way  I  feel  —  "  .        •  / 

"  Perhaps  it  wo  ild  if  you  stopped  thinking  about  it  from  a 
purely  selfish  point  of  view.    Other  —  " 

"What?" 

"  I  say,"  he  repeated  dryly,  "that  you  should  stop  think- 
ing of  the  matter  from  a  purely  selfish  point  of  view.  Don  t 
you  know  that  that  is  what  you  are  Hoing?  You  arc  thmk- 
ing  only  whether  or  not  you,  personally,  desire  this  money. 
Well,  other  people  have  an  interest  in  the  qu-'stion  besides 
you.  There  is  your  mother,  for  example.  Why  not  consider 
it  from  her  standpoint?  Why  not  consider  it  from  —  well, 
from  the  standpoint  of  Mr.  Surface?" 

"Of  Mr.  Surface'"  ,     ^      , 

"Certainly.  Suppose  that  in  his  old  age  he  has  become 
penitent,  and  wants  to  do  what  he  can  to  right  the  old  wrong. 
Would  yor  refuse  him  absolution  by  declining  to  ai  cept  your 

own  mone:  ■"'  .    ..     .    ^     i.      xg 

"I  think  it  will  be  time  enough  to  decide  that  when  Mr. 

Surface  asks  me  for  absolution." 

"  Undoubtedly.  I  have  particularly  asked,  you  remember, 
that  you  do  not  make  up  your  mind  to  anything  now. 

"But  you,"  said  she,  looking  at  him  steadily  enough 
no^_"I  don't  understand  how  you  happen  to  be  here 
apparently  both    as    my  counselor    and    Mr.  Surfaces 

agent."  .  „ 

"  I  ha\  J  a  right  to  both  capacities,  I  assure  you. 
"  Or  —  have  you  a  habit  of  being  —  ?  "  , 

She  left  her  sentence  uneaded,  and  he  finished  it  for  her  in 

a  colorless  voice. 
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She  made  no  reply.  • 

"That  is  what  you  were  going  to  say,  is  n't  it?" 

thou^rt^r'o^i?.""^'^'''^'^^"-^^^''"-^  ^'^^ ' 

She  spoke  calmly;  but  she  was  oddly  disquieted  by  his 
fixed  gaze,  and  angry  with  herself  for  feeling  it 

The  marks  of  his  internal  struggle  broke  through  upon  his 
face  For  tJ.e  first  time,  it  occurred  to  Sharlee,  as  she  looked 
at  the  new  markings  about  his  straight-cut  mouth,  that  this 
Old  young  man  whom  she  had  commonly  seen  so  matter-of- 
fact  and  seI.-contained,  might  be  a  person  of  stronger  emo- 
tiojis  than  her  own.  After  all,  what  did  she  really  know  about 

ul}^  '°  answer  her,  his  controlled  voice  spoke 

Mr.  Surface  is  my  father.  I  am  his  son." 
She  smothered  a  little  cry.   "  Your  father/" 

Surf^  'Tr^'    ^    ^^^'  "^^^  *  '""^  of  stone,  "is  Henry  G. 
"Your  father!"  she  echoed  lifelessly. 
Shocked  and  stunned,  she  turned  her  head  hurriedly 
away;  her  elbow  rested  on  the  broad  chair-arm,  and  her 
chin  sank  into  her  hand.  Surface's  son  looked  it  her    It  was 
many  months  since  he  had  learned  to  look  at  her  as  at  a 
woman,  and  that  is  knowledge  that  is  not  unlearned    His 
eyes  r^ted  upon  her  piled-up  mass  of  crinkly  brown  hair- 
upon  the  dark  curtain  of  lashes  lying  on  her  cheek;  upon 
the  firm  line  of  the  cheek,  which  swept  so  smoothly  into  the 
white  neck;  upon  the  rounded  bosom,  now  rising  and  falling 
so  fast;  upon  the  whole  pretty  Uttle  person  which  could  so 
stir  him  now  to  undreamed  depths  of  his  being.  No 

altruism  here,  Fifi ;  no  self-denial  to  want  to  make  her  happy 
He  began  speaking  quietly.  ^^^' 

"  I  can't  tell  you  now  how  I  found  out  aU  this.  It  is  a  long 
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story;  you  will  hear  it  all  some  day.  But  the  facte  are  aM 
dear  I  have  been  to  New  York  and  seen  Tim  Queed.  It  is 
-strange,  is  it  not?  Do  you  remember  that  afternoon  m  my 
office,  when  I  showed  you  the  letters  from  him?  We  littie 

thought  —  "  ^       ^^^,        ,„ 

"Ohme!"saidSharlee.  '*Ohme! 

She  rose  hastily  and  walked  away  from  him.  enable  to 

bear  the  look  on  his  face.  For  a  pretense  of  doing  something. 

she  went  to  the  fire  and  poked  aimlessly  at  the  glowing 

""^Ason  the  afternoon  of  which  he  spoke,  waves  of  pity  for 
the  little  Doctor's  worse  than  fatherlessness  swept  through 
her-  only  these  waves  w^re  a  thousand  times  bigger  and 
stoi^nier'^than  those.  HoJ  hardly  he  himself  had  taken  his 
sonship  she  read  in  the  strange  sadness  of  his  face,  bhe 
dared  not  let  him  see  how  desperately  sorry  for  him  she  felt, 
the  most  perfunctory  phrase  might  betray  her.  Her  know- 
ledge of  his  falseness  stood  between  them  like  a  wall ;  blindly 
she  struggled  to  keep  it  staunch,  not  letting  her  rushing  pity 
undermine  and  crumble  it.  He  had  been  false  to  her  like  his 
father.  Father  and  son,  they  had  deceived  and  betrayed 
her;  honor  and  truth  were  not  in  them. 

"So  you  see,"  the  son  was  saying,  "  I  have  a  close  personal 
interest  in  this  question  of  the  money.  Naturally  it  - 
means  a  good  deal  to  me  to -have  as  ^"^h  <>f  it  as_p<^ 
sible  restored.  Of  course  there  is  a  great  deal  which  ne 
took,  and  which  -  we  are  not  in  position  to  restore  at  pre- 
sent   I  will  explain  later  what  is  to  be  done  about  that  — 

"Oh,  don't!"  she  begged.  "I  never  want  toseeor  hear  of 

'^  Suddenly  she  turned  upon  him,  aware  that  her  self-control 
was  going,  but  unable  for  her  life  to  repress  the  sympathy  for 
him  which  welled  up  overwhelmingly  from  her  heart. 

"Won't  you  tell  me  something  more  about  it?  Please  do. 
Where  is  he?  Have  you  seen  him—  ?" 

"I  cannot  tell  you— "  .,  , 

"Oh,  I  will  keep  your  confidence.   You  asked  me  il  1 
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tell  me?  Is  he  here  — in  the 


would.   I  will  —  won't  you 
city—?" 

"You  must  not  ask  me  these  questions."  he  said  with 
some  evidence  of  agitation. 

But  even  as  he  spoke,  he  saw  knowledge  dawn  painfully 
on  her  face  His  shelter,  after  all,  was  too  small ;  once  her 
glance  turned  that  way,  once  her  mind  started  upin  conjec- 
tures, discovery  had  been  inevitable 

Nicob^W'''"''^''"''''^^'^^^''"-  •  •  •  "It  is  Professor 

wJln'^,''^  ^^  her  steadily;  no  change  passed  over  his  face. 
When  all  was  said,  he  was  glad  to  have  the  whole  truth  out" 
auid  he  knew  the  secret  to  be  as  safe  with  her  as  with  him- 

Th  J°  °"!  /""'^  ''"T'"  ^^  ^^  ^^^'y-  """tiJ  his  death. 
That  IS  not  far  away,  I  think." 

hef  hands^^^  '"*°  ^  ''''^''"'  ^""^  ^"^^^"'y  Juried  her  face  in 
Surface's  son  had  risen  with  her,  but  he  did  not  resume 
his  seat.  He  stood  looking  down  at  her  bowed  head,  and  the 
expression  m  his  eyes,  if  she  had  looked  up  and  captured  it 
might  have  taken  her  completely  by  surprise 

His  chance,  indeed,  had  summoned  him,  though  not  for 
the  perfect  sacrifice.  Circumstance  had  crushed  out  most 
of  the  joy  of  giving.  For,  first,  she  had  suspected  him,  which 
nothing  could  ever  blot  out;  and  now,  when  she  knew  the 
truth  about  him,  there  could  hardly  be  much  left  for  him  to 
give.  It  needed  no  treacherous  editorial  to  make  her  hate 
the  son  of  his  father;  their  friendship  was  over  in  any  case. 

btill.  It  was  his  opportunity  to  do  for  her  somethine 
genuine  and  large;  to  pay  in  part  the  debt  he  owed  her  — 
the  personal  and  living  debt,  which  was  so  much  greater 
than  the  dead  thing  of  principal  and  interest. 

No,  no.  It  was  not  endurable  that  this  proud  little  lady 
who  kept  her  head  so  high,  should  find  at  the  last  moment 
this  stam  upon  her  lover's  honor.  * 

She  dropped  her  hands  and  lifted  a  white  face. 
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"And  you  — "  she  began  unsteadily,  but  checked  herself 
and  went  on  in  a  calmer  voice.  "And  you  —  after  what  he 
has  done  to  you,  too — you  are  going  to  stand  by  him — take 
his  name  —  accept  that  inheritance  —  be  his  son?" 

"What  else  is  there  for  me  to  do?" 

Their  eyes  met,  and  hers  were  hurriedly  averted. 

"Don't  you  think,"  he  said,  "that  that  is  the  only  thing 
to  do?" 

Again  she  found  it  impossible  to  endure  the  kn'^^Tledge  of 
his  fixed  gaze.  She  rose  once  more  and  stood  at  tno  mantel, 
her  forehead  leaned  against  her  hand  upon  it,  staring  unsee- 
ingly  down  into  the  fire. 

"  How  can  I  tell  you  how  fine  a  thii.^  you  are  doing  —  how 
big  —  and  splendid  —  when  —  " 

A  dark  red  color  flooded  his  face  from  neck  to  forehead;  it 
receded  almost  violently  leaving  him  whiter  than  before. 

"Not  at  all!  Not  in  the  least!"  he  said,  with  all  his  old 
impatience.   "  I  could  not  escape  if  I  would." 

She  seemed  not  to  hear  him.  "  How  can  I  tell  you  that  — 
and  about  how  sorry  I  am  —  when  all  the  time  it  seems  that 
I  can  think  only  of  —  something  else ! " 

"You  are  speaking  of  the  reformatory,"  he  said,  with 
bracing  directness. 

There  followed  a  strained  silence. 

"Oh,"  broke  from  her  —  "how  could  you  bear  to  do  it?" 

"  Don't  you  see  that  we  cannot  possibly  discuss  it?  It  is  a 
question  of  one's  honor  —  is  n't  it?  It  is  impossible  that  such 
a  thing  could  be  argued  about." 

"  But  —  surely  you  have  something  to  say  —  some  ex- 
planation to  make!  Tell  me.  You  will  not  find  me— a  hard 
judge." 

"I'm  sorry,"  he  said  brusquely,  "but  I  can  make  no 
explanation." 

She  was  conscious  that  he  stood  beside  her  on  the  hearth- 
rug. Though  her  face  was  lowered  and  turned  from  him,  the 
eye  of  her  mind  held  perfectly  the  presentment  of  his  face, 
and  she  knew  that  more  than  age  had  gone  over  it  since  she 
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^n^?i!  h^'  "*l^"y  ""^^^  ™^"  '"  the  world  but  West 
c^H  nn  l'  ^^^"S'^"  ?/'  '^^''  ^^^P^te  his  own  words,  she 
could  no  longer  beheve  him  guilty.  And  even  as  it  wi- 
how  cou  d  that  conceivably  be  the  face  of  a  man  who  - 
Won  t  you  shake  hands?" 

ic/TJIh  •''l^T  ^'"^  u ">^y  '^^  tips  of  fingers  cold  as 
ice  As  their  hands  touched,  a  sudden  tragic  sense  over! 
whelmed  him  that  here  was  a  farewell  indeed.  The  light 
Hrol  T-  l'"^  '^!!?"^'  ^^  ^^^  ^  "^°-^"t  his  iron  sflf. 
forCk  Wm     '  '°'"''"''  '^'  ""^"'  «""^  ^^'  ^^"»°«t 

;« il^"^^'  ^^""^  '"ay  that  God  of  yours  who  loves  all  that 
18  beautiful  and  sweet  be  good  to  you  -  now  and  always." 
anthJ^u      noreply;  he  wheeled,  abruptly,  and  left  her.  But 
on  the  threshold  he  was  checked  by  the  sound  of  her  voice 

ferSf hi  .T^"^',  ^'°"'  ^^^  beginning,  had  profoundly  af" 
f^ted  her;  these  last  words,  so  utterly  unlike  his  usual  man- 
ner  of  speech,  had  shaken  her  through  and  through.  For 
some  moments  she  had  been  miserably  aware  that  if  he 
would  but  tell  her  everything  and  throw  himsdf  on  her 
mercy,  she  wc..rj  instantly  forgive  him.  And  now.  when 
she  saw  that  she  could  not  make  him  do  that,  she  fe  t  tSat 
tiny  door,  which  she  had  thought  double-lo;:kS  forever 

Sfw"-^'  ^""^  ^^^  ^^""^'^  "^^'"^  ^"  ^  '"'^"'  ^^P^' 

"  You  did  write  it,  did  n't  you  ?" 

But  he  paused  only  long  enough  to  look  at  her  and  say 
quite  convincmgly:  —  '' 

"You  need  hardly  ask  that  —  now  —  need  you ? " 

He  went  home,  to  his  own  bedroom,  lit  his  small  student- 
lamp,  and  sat  down  at  his  table  to  begin  a  new  article.  The 
debt  of  money  which  was  his  patrimony  required  of  him  that 
he  should  make  every  minute  tell  now 
fhlV^^  newspaper  files  at  the  State  Library,  he  had  found 
the  facts  of  his  father's  defalcations.  The  total  embezzle- 
ment  from  the  Weyland  estate,  allowing  for  $14,000  recov- 
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ered  in  the  enforced  settlement  of  Surface's  affairs,  stood  at 
$203,000.  But  that  was  twenty-seven  years  ago,  and  in  ail 
this  time  interest  had  been  doubling  and  redoubling:  simple 
interest,  at  4%,  brought  it  to  $420,000;  compound  interest 
to  something  like  $500,000,  due  at  the  present  moment. 
Ageiinst  this  could  b;  credited  only  his  father's  "nest-egg" 

—  provided  always  that  he  could  find  it  —  estimated  at  not 
less  than  $50,000.  That  left  his  father's  son  staring  at  a 
debt  of  $450,000,  due  and  payable  now.  It  was  of  course, 
utterly  hopeless.  The  interest  on  that  sum  alone  was  $i8,ooo 
a  year,  and  he  could  not  earn  $50-0  a  year  to  save  his  im- 
mortal soul. 

So  the  son  knew  that,  however  desperately  he  might 
strive,  he  would  go  to  his  grave  more  deeply  in  debt  to  Shar- 
lee  Weyland  than  he  stood  at  this  moment.  But  of  course 
it  was  the  trying  that  chiefly  counted.  The  fifty  thousand 
dollars,  which  he  would  turn  over  to  her  as  soon  as  he  got  it 

—  how  he  was  counting  on  a  sum  as  big  as  that !  —  would  be 
a  help;  so  would  the  three  or  four  thousand  a  year  which  he 
counted  on  paying  toward  keeping  down  the  interest.  This 
money  in  itself  would  be  a  good.  But  much  better  than 
that,  it  would  stand  as  a  gage  that  the  son  acknowledged  and 
desired  to  atone  for  his  father's  dishonor. 

His  book  must  stand  aside  now  —  it  might  be  forever. 
Henceforward  he  must  count  his  success  ujxjn  a  cash-regis- 
ter. But  to-night  his  pencil  labored  and  dragged.  What  he 
wrote  he  saw  was  not  good.  He  could  do  harder  things  than 
force  himself  to  sit  at  a  table  and  put  writing  upon  paper ;  but 
over  the  subtler  processes  of  his  mind,  which  alone  yields  the 
rich  fruit,  no  man  is  master.  In  an  hour  he  put  out  his  lamp, 
undressed  in  the  dark,  and  went  to  bed. 

He  lay  on  his  back  in  the  blackness,  and  in  all  the  world 
he  could  find  nothing  to  think  about  but  Sharlee  Wey- 
land 

Of  all  that  she  had  done  for  him,  in  a  personal  way,  he  had 
at  least  tried  to  give  her  some  idea ;  he  was  glad  to  re  nber 
that  now.  And  now  at  the  last,  when  he  was  neare         Jiy 
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than  ever  before,  she  had  turned  him  out  because  she  h*^ 
heved  that  he  had  stooped  to  dishonor.  She^IdlaVe  f^ 
given  his  sonship ;  he  had  been  mistaken  abouuhat   She  had 
felt  sympathy  and  sorrow  for  Henry  Surface'.,  .^n  ^ 
repulsion,  for  he  had  read  it  in  hTrlce;  B^sreru W  Z 

now  when  she  had  ordered  him  out  of  her  L    H^T  ^ 
eaptwith  the  knowledge  that,  rughle':^^^^^ 
It,  he  was  her  true  mate  there,  in  their  pure  pasion  for  TruST 

."^^-  •  •  •  *^"t  not  an  unforg  vable  flaw  it  wn.,w 
seem,  smce  every  hour  that  he  had  spf  nt  in  Lr  presLnrhid 
become  roses  and  music  in  his  memory.  anS  the  thorht  thtt 
he  would  see  her  no  more  stabbed  cea^sdessly  at  W^^^^^^^^^ 

him  now.  The  knowledge  pulled  him  from  his  bed  to  aleat 
by  the  open  wmdow ;  dragged  him  from  his  chairlo  ^nd  him 
pacmg  on  bare  feet  up  and  down  his  little  bedroom  ud  .^ 
dc^n.  up  and  down;  threw  him  later,  mucTlTr  kto  ht 

fn^cUr'  ''"'"  "''  '""'  '"'  "^'^"^^^'  over  i" 

fpr^tiif*  "^Tu  ^""^^^^^S  Of  love  in  his  time.  In  his  oer- 
fee    scheme  of  human  society,  he  had  diagnosed  with  ^J 
entific  preasion  the  instinct  of  sex  attraction  .^pirnted  in 

r^sons  an  Pusivl  "^"^'f^T^^  -^  ^ossly  p?S  ^f 
reasons,  an  1  usive  candle-glow  easily  lit,  quickly  extin- 
fished  when  its  uses  were  fulfilled.  And  li  here  was  W 

I^^Lrn^''  '•''  '^T  '•"  ^^  ^'^^'^^  ■'  -  exquIsTteTrtu; 
wh^^K  ^!?'°"'  a  devastating  flame,  that  most  glorifiS 
whenit  burned  most  deeply,  aroar  and    "       '    ^' ^'°""^ 


ablaze  forevcrmore. 
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He  sat  by  the  window  and  looked  out  over  the  sleepii^ 
dty. 

By  slow  degrees,  he  had  allowed  himself  to  be  drawn  from 
his  academic  hermitry  into  contact  with  the  visible  life 
around  him.  And  everywhere  that  he  had  touched  life,  it  had 
turned  about  and  smitten  him.  He  had  meant  to  be  a  great 
editor  of  the  Post  some  day,  and  the  Post  had  turned  him  out 
with  a  brand  of  dishonor  upon  his  forehead.  He  had  tried  to 
befriend  a  friendless  old  man,  and  he  had  acquired  a  father 
whose  bequest  was  a  rogue's  debt,  and  his  name  a  byword 
and  a  hissing.  He  had  let  himself  be  befriended  by  a  slim 
little  girl  with  a  passion  for  Truth  and  enough  blue  eyes  for 
two,  and  the  price  of  that  'contact  was  this  pain  in  his  heart 
which  would  not  be  still  .  .  .  which  would  not  be  still. 

Yet  he  would  not  have  had  anything  different,  would  not 
have  changed  anything  if  he  could.  He  was  no  longer  the 
pure  scientist  in  the  observatory,  but  a  bigger  and  better 
thing,  a  man  ...  A  man  down  in  the  thick  of  the  hurly- 
burly  which  we  call  This  Life,  and  which,  when  all  is  said,  is 
all  that  we  certainly  know.  Not  by  pen  alone,  but  also  by 
body  and  mind  and  heart  and  spirit,  he  had  taken  his  man's 
place  in  Society.  And  as  for  this  unimagined  pain  that  strung 
his  whole  being  upon  the  thumb-screw,  it  was  nothing  but 
the  measure  of  the  life  he  had  now,  and  had  it  more  abund- 
antly. Oh,  all  was  for  the  best,  all  as  it  should  be.  He  knew 
the  truth  about  living  at  last,  and  it  is  the  truth  that  makes 
men  free. 


^--.iic..-;^ 
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D»uh  of  the  Old  Ptofasor.  and  hm,  Queed  finds  IhathisLUlot 
Frtends  has  grown;  a  Last  Will  and  TestamtM-  E^nZ 

Judge.  He  went  with  his  «~S  At  th.  1  T"""''''' 
;a.ere  h.d  been  faint  ^is^Sl^fti^'^'J^^^^Z: 
debtor  had  said  that  the,*  was  one  chance  i"rh„„Sa« 
a,  dy."g  "nan  might  have  a  .normal  moment  at  the  enS 

,a^l\l'"  kindly  leave  me  with  him  a  moment?  If  he 
l°t"l'',^„s7arhr^'"'^^''"™'^<'-'-<''»^r"n^ 
She  left  him.  The  young  man  knelt  down  by  the  bed«-rfA 
and  put  hzs  ips  close  to  the  old  man's  ear.T^nly  he^^  to 
dnve  I„s  voice  into  that  stilled  consciousness  and  draXm 

moneyP  '  °''^'  ^""^  °''^'-  "^^^^'•'  ^^^^^  «  <*« 

th  JS-^'^^!  "?  1°"^^  ^^^^  ^^^  °'d  "^^^  stirred  a  little  In 
the  dim  hght  of  the  room  it  seemed  to  his  son  that  his  right 
eye  half  opened,  leaving  the  other  closed  in  a  ghastlv  oarSv 

fj^^vf'  ^^''^.  .'^!  "PP^^  «P  d^^-  away  frfm  Sfe'^tr^^ 
t^th  hke  an  evil  imitation  of  the  old  bland  sneer.  But  tha? 

h^^lf^"^  ^'^'  ^"^.7^^  ^fathered  to  his  fathers.  Theem- 
bargo  of  secrecy  was  lifted;  and  the  very  first  step  tot^d 
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righting  the  ancient  wrong  was  to  let  the  full  facts  be  known. 
Henry  G.  Surface,  Jr.,  took  this  step,  in  person,  by  at  once 
telephoning  all  that  was  salient  to  the  Post.  Brower  Williams, 
the  Post's  city  editor,  at  the  other  end  of  the  wire,  called  the 
name  of  his  God  in  holy  awe  at  the  dimensions  of  the  scoop 
thus  dropped  down  upon  him  as  from  heaven;  and  implored 
the  Doc,  for  old  time's  sake,  by  all  that  he  held  most  sacred 
and  most  dear,  to  say  not  a  word  till  the  evening  papers  were 
out,  thus  insuring  the  sensation  for  the  Post. 

Mr,  Williams's  professional  appraisement  of  the  «coop 
proved  not  extravagant.  The  Post's  five  columns  next  morn- 
ing threw  the  city  into  something  like  an  uproar.  It  isdoubt- 
ful  if  you  would  not  have*  to  go  back  to  the  '6o's  to  find  a 
newspaper  story  which  eclipsed  this  one  in  effect.  For  a  gen- 
eration, the  biography  of  Henry  G.  Surface  had  had,  in  that 
city  and  State,  a  quality  of  undying  interest,  and  the  sudden 
denouement,  more  thrilling  than  any  fiction,  captured  the 
imagination  of  the  dullest.  Nothing  else  was  mentioned  at 
any  breakfast-table  where  a  morning  paper  was  taken  that 
day;  hardly  anything  for  many  breakfasts  to  follow.  In 
homes  containing  boys  who  had  actually  studied  Greek  un- 
der the  mysterious  Professor  Nicolovius  at  Milner's  School, 
discussion  grew  almost  hectic ;  while  at  Mrs.  Paynter's,  where 
everybody  was  virtually  a  leading  actor  in  the  moving  drama, 
the  excitement  closely  approached  delirium. 

Henry  G.  Surface,  Jr,,  was  up  betimes  on  the  morning  after 
his  father's  death  —  in  fact,  as  will  appear,  he  had  not  found 
time  to  go  to  bed  at  all  —  and  the  sensational  effects  of  the 
Post's  story  were  not  lost  upon  him.  As  early  as  seven  o'clock, 
a  knot  of  people  had  gathered  in  front  of  the  little  house  on 
Duke  of  Gloucester  Street,  staring  curiously  at  the  shut 
blinds,  and  telling  ea  '^  other,  doubtless,  how  well  they  had 
known  the  dead  man.  "hen  young  Surface  came  out  of  the 
front  door,  an  awed  hush  fell  upon  them;  he  was  aware  of 
their  nudges,  and  their  curious  but  oddly  respectful  stare. 
And  this,  at  the  very  beginning,  was  typical  of  the  whole  day ; 
wherever  he  went,  he  found  himself  an  object  of  the  frankest 
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And  gradually  it  came  fo  h,™  *u  "'f  "^"^^cy  of  the  phrasing, 
had  made  very  sS  effo  S  J^'  '^!  T""^  "^""  ^^  ^^e  Pol 

their  old  assoc^ara'n1SrD;^'S 

had  touched  him  unbelievably    An?;>  i        ^  ^  discovery 

sympathetic,  to  exoris  i^  ,  tl '  '""'''«'.  concerned,  truly 
Winter,  who  hS  ofTek^hatri  wi.T  t".  °°'''^  '"='  ■'""'«  E. 

make  the  arrangemek^for  f C  V^     ^f  n  ''^  ^  ^"°^^  *« 

expridnl^^lflTr  ?^*  ^^^^  '"'Sfht  be  betrayed  into 

/uung      Why  dammit,  Doc  -  you  call  on  me,  hear/  " 
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Best  of  all  had  been  Bi^ck  Klinker  —  Buck,  who  had  made 
him  physically,  who  had  dragged  him  into  contact  with  life 
over  his  own  protests,  who  had  given  him  the  first  editorial 
he  ever  wroti  at  was  worth  reading  —  Buck,  the  first  real 
friend  he  had  ever  had.  It  was  to  Buck  that  he  had  tele- 
phoned an  hour  after  his  father's  death,  for  he  needed  help 
of  a  practical  sort  at  once,  and  his  one-time  trainer  was  the 
mar  of  all  men  to  give  it  to  him.  Buck  had  come,  constrained 
and  silent;  he  was  obviously  awed  by  the  Doc  a  sudden 
emergence  into  stunning  notoriety.  To  be  Surface's  son  was, 
to  him,  like  being  the  son  of  Iscariot  and  Lucrezia  Borgia. 
On  the  other  hand,  he  was  aware  that,  of  Klinkers  and 
Queeds,  a  Surface  might  proudly  say:  "There  are  no  such 
people."  So  he  had  greeted  his  friend  stiffly  as  Mr.  Surface, 
and  was  amazed  at  the  agitation  with  which  that  usually  im- 
passive young  man  had  put  a  hand  upo)i  his  shoulder  and 
said :  "  I  'm  the  same  Doc  always  to  you.  Buck,  only  now  I  'm 
Doc  Surface  instead  of  Doc  Quee<^."  After  that  everything 
had  been  all  right.  Buck  had  answered  very  much  after  the 
fashion  of  the  young  men  of  the  Mercury,  and  then  rushed  off 
to  arrange  for  the  interment,  iiid  also  to  find  for  Doc  Sur- 
face lodgings  somewhere  which  heavily  undercut  Mrs.  Payn- 
tei  's  modest  prices. 

The  sudden  discovery  that  he  was  not  alone  in  the  world, 
that  he  had  friends  in  it,  real  friends  who  believed  in  him  and 
whom  nothing  could  ever  take  away,  shook  the  young  man 
to  the  depths  of  his  being.  Was  not  this  compensation  for 
everything?  Never  had  he  imagined  that  people  could  be  so 
kind;  never  had  he  dreamed  that  people's  kindness  could 
mean  so  much  to  him.  In  the  light  of  this  new  knowledge,  it 
seemed  to  him  that  the  last  scales  fell  from  his  eyes.  .  .  . 
Were  not  these  friendships,  after  all,  the  best  work  of  a  man's 
life?  Did  he  place  a  higher  value  even  on  his  book  itself, 
which,  it  seemed,  he  might  never  finish  now? 

And  now  tliere  returned  to  him  something  that  the  dead 
old  Colonel  had  told  him  long  ago.  and  to-day  he  saw  it  for 
^ruth.  However  his  father  had  wronged  him,  he  would  alv   ya 
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have  thM.  at  least,  to  bleu  hit  memory  for.  For  it  wa.  hi. 
father  who  had  called  him  to  live  in  this  city  whe  eTe^^ 
as  the  strong  voice  that  was  now  still  had  «jd,  the  luS 
and  sweetest  people  in  the  world.  ' 

Henry  G.  Surface  died  at  half-past  two  o'clock  nn  ♦!,-  «** 
noonof  Man*  ,4.  A.  oneo'docrhaVli^ht wWk  ,t"^; 
.larthng  .story  w„  yet  in  proc«.  oj  ,h«  mlkikg.hi.  «nfS^ 
«the  mame  ,n  Surface^,  .itting-^om.  and  l5,kedZ'^ 

The  once  pretty  sitting-room  looked  indiwi  a.  u  -  * 
nadohadstruekit   TT,e4pla„w„:1i,'^rSl;X'bSk 

tack  anyhow;  table  drawers  and  bookcase,  had  been  raji 
racked,  and  looked  it;  book.  ri(l«J  in  vain  w^  h^^ 
disorderly  hummock,  wherever  there  wa.  room  to  ttli" 

oTZ-aSt^^ira^irir  ''^''  ■^"•'"^^"'^  '-'■'»"'' ^■'' 
And  It  had  all  been  fruitless.  He  had  been  workino'  wifh 

^^h^^^ti2^:fT'f^'''^■  '^^^^  the  windoJlad  to 
nf„  ^  £  ' '°  ^«^^«"  the  noise  of  loosening  brick  and  ri^ 
Z^^^'  made  matters  so  much  the  wori.  Waa  w£ 

as  he  stood  now.  to  see  that  he  was  physically  com^ten^' 
e^erSsTlt  winr''"^  over-development  here;  KlK's 
S^iT^i!     J     ^  Remembered,  were  for  all  parts  of  the 

t^lTv  fnto"  h!"  ''''^''*'  ^"J  "°*  '^  ^^°^'  rounded  W 
tifully  mto  the  upper  arm;  the  chest  swelled  like  a  full  sail- 

many  a  woman  n  that  town  had  a  larger  wa  st    NeveX' 

moved  but  muscle  flowed  and  rippled  un^r  the  shining  sLi„^ 
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he  raised  his  right  hand  to  scratch  his  left  ear,  and  the  hard 
blue  biceps  leaped  out  like  a  live  thing.  In  fact,  it  had  been 
some  months  since  the  young  man  had  first  entertained  the 
suspicion  that  he  could  administer  that  thrashing  to  Mr.  Pat 
whenever  he  felt  inclined.  Only  it  happened  that  he  and  Mr. 
Pat  had  become  pretty  good  friends  now,  and  it  was  the 
proof-reader's  boast  that  he  had  never  once  made  a  bull  in 
"Mr.  Queed's  copy"  since  the  day  of  the  famous  fleas. 

In  the  quiet  night  the  young  man  stood  resting  from 
his  labors,  and  taking  depressed  thought.  He  was  covered 
with  grime  and  streaked  with  sweat;  a  ragged  red  stripe  on 
his  cheek,  where  a  board  had  bounced  up  and  struck  him, 
detracted  nothing  from  the  sombreness  of  his  appearance. 
Somewhere,  valuable  papers  waited  to  be  found ;  bank-books, 
certainly ;  very  likely  stock  or  bonds  or  certificates  of  deposit ; 
please  God,  a  will.  Somewhere  —  but  where?  From  his  fa- 
ther's significant  remark  during  their  last  conversation,  he 
would  have  staked  h'  'ife  that  ?U  these  things  were  here,  in 
easy  reach.  And  yet  — 

Standing  precariously  on  the  loose-piled  bricks  of  the  fire- 
place, he  looked  over  the  ravaged  room.  He  felt  profoundly 
discouraged.  Success  in  this  search  meant  more  to  him  than 
he  liked  to  think  about,  and  now  his  chance  of  success  had 
shrunk  to  the  vanishing  point.  The  bowels  of  the  room  lay 
open  before  his  eye,  and  there  was  no  hiding-place  in  them. 
He  knew  of  nowhere  else  to  look.  The  cold  fear  seized  him 
that  the  money  and  the  papers  were  hidden  beyond  his  find- 
ing—that they  lay  tucked  away  in  some  safety-deposit 
vault  in  New  York,  where  his  eye  would  never  hunt  them 

out.  . 

Surface's  son  leaned  against  the  elaborate  mantel,  illimit- 
ably  weary.  He  shifted  his  position  ever  so  little;  and  there- 
upon luck  did  for  him  what  reason  would  never  have  done. 
The  brick  on  which  his  right  foot  rested  turned  under  his 
weight  and  he  lost  his  foothold.  To  save  himself ,  he  caught 
the  mantel-top  with  both  hands,  and  the  next  moment 
pitched  heavily  backward  to  the  floor. 
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♦oTk*  ?*"'*'•  ?  f^*'  ^**^  ~"»«  "flf  •"  his  hands.  It  Ditched 
chJ^t  lilrj  ^'"^  *>•"»• -P^d'-ng  his  fall,  thumping  u^n  hi 

scent  only  made  him  the  more  sharply  aware  th^t  thi. 

'X^  —tH  had ..,.  iu  .coring,  xz:':^ 

His  heart  playir.g  a  sudden  drum-beat   he  thr^«,  tu^ 
carven  timber  from  him  and  bounded  to  ^s  feet   The  first 

?rhfiTa;.'7l  ''"  ^^»^-"«e  truth:  hUblundering 
feet  had  marvelously  stumbled  into  his  father's  arcana 
For  he  looked,  not  at  an  unsightly  mass  of  splin  er«S  ^hs 

!^,t    ™  "^^^'^^^  ^"^  '^''''^''^  P'««ter.  but  into^  neat 
a  httle  cupboard  as  a  man  could  wish 

ceili^with^H'^  T'J'  ^Ji  ^'  *^"  "^^"^«'  'tself ;  lined  and 
ceiled  with  a  dark  red  wood  which  beautifully  threw  back 

nW  S^^  1 1^^  ^r '"«^  «^-J^^-    't  was  half-ful  oTThhfgs 
old  books,  letters,  bundles  of  papers  held  together  wid,  rub ' 
ber  bands,  canvas  bags  -  all  grouped  and  pil3  inThe  mos 
oiderly  way  about  a  large  tin  dispktch-box^  Th  s  iSx  S^w 

F^/    !.    Ju"^  ^^  ^'^  "P"^"«  f^^artl  and  jerked  it  ouT 
Instantly  the  treacherous  bricks  threw  him  again  jspJawled 

h^plt^a^^bior '^^  ^"^  °^  ^'^-  ^"^  --^«^  ^»i-sr^l 

Bit  by  bit  the  illuminating  truth  came  out.  In  all  his  own 

St  tin  o^°""1  T^'  "•  '^  '^^^  *^°"«^'  them,  he  his 
hS  fl  °  °"^  '™P  *^  ^"'  ^'^^^  f«<^t.  In  the  years  that  he 
the  ^"^"r^*!,"',,'^''  ^^^"''  '^^^  ^P^"t  no  money  beyond 

^r^l^u-  '"  ^''^  y^"  °^  '^'^  wanderings.  In  all  this 
accumulating  Five  per  cent  j  iroad  bonds,  and  certificates 
tLT"''  V"  ?;::  ^'^"'■^"^  ^^"^^'  ^^^^  ^he  forms  in  Xh 
nl^Zl    f  ^-^  '"^'^'^  ^^^y'  ^y  ^h^t  devilish  clever- 

hi?  father  h^^^^^'^^T^'  ^"'  '^'  ''"^^'^  ^^^^  ^^  ^^^ 
^nd  dolL^lH  Tm '^  "°'  '"^^  ''^^^  ^^^  ^""^^^d  thou- 
sand dollars  and  probably  more.    \nd  this  did  not  include 
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the  house,  which,  it  appeared,  his  father  had  bought,  and 
not  leased  as  he  said;  nor  did  it  include  four  thousand  four 
hundred  dollars  in  gold  and  banknotes  which  he  found  in 
the  canvas  sacks  after  his  first  flying  calculation  was 
made. 

Early  in  the  morning,  when  the  newsboys  were  already 
crying  the  Post  upon  the  streets,  young  Henry  Surface  came 
at  last  upon  the  will.  It  was  very  brief,  but  entirely  clear  and 
to  the  point.  His  father  had  left  to  him  without  conditions, 
everything  of  which  he  died  possessed.  The  will  was  dated  in 
June  of  the  previous  summer  —  he  recalled  a  two  days*  ab- 
sence of  his  father's  at  that  time  —  and  was  witnessed,  in  a 
villainous  hand,  by  Timothy  Queed. 

There  were  many  formalities  to  be  complied  with,  and 
some  of  them  would  take  time.  But  within  a  week  matters 
were  on  a  solid  enough  footing  to  warrant  a  first  step;  and 
about  this  time  Sharlee  Weyland  read,  at  her  breakfast-table 
one  morning,  a  long  letter  which  surprised  and  disturbed  her 
very  much. 

The  letter  came  from  a  well-known  firm  of  attorneys.  At 
great  length  it  rehearsed  the  misfortunes  that  had  befallen 
the  Weyland  estate,  through  the  misappropriations  of  the 
late  Henry  G.  Surface.  But  the  gist  of  this  letter,  briefly  put, 
was  that  the  late  Henry  G.  Surface  had  died  possessed  of  a 
property  estimated  to  be  worth  two  hundred  thousand  dol- 
lars, either  more  or  less;  that  this  property  was  believed  to 
be  merely  the  late  trustee's  appropriations  from  the  Wey- 
land estate,  with  accrued  interest;  that  "our  client  Mr. 
Henry  G.  Surface,  Jr.,  heir  by  will  to  his  father's  ostensible 
property,"  therefore  purposed  to  pay  over  this  sum  to  the 
Weyland  estate,  as  soon  as  necessary  formalities  could  be 
complied  with;  and  that,  further,  our  client,  Mr.  Henry  G. 
Surface,  Jr.,  assumed  personal  responsibility  "  for  the  resi- 
due due  to  your  late  father's  estate,  amounting  to  one  hun- 
dred and  seventeen  the  isand  dollars,  either  more  or  less, 
with  interest  since  i88i ;  and  this  debt,  he  instructs  us  to 
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^l  ^rmi  J  ^^^'^^  ^'°"'  ^"'^  '°  t^™^'  as  his  own  resources 

T  ^y^'T  ^^"■^'  ^'^''"  ^"^  Jamieson  to  Miss  Charlotte 
Lee  Weyland,  congratulating  her.  "in  conclusion,  upon  the 
strange  circumstances  which  have  brought  you.  after^  long 
an  interval,  justice  and  restitution, "  and  begging  to  remain 
very  respectfully  hers.  To  which  letter  af tef  four  Says^n" 
terval,  they  received  the  following  reply: 

Messrs.  Blair  &  Jamieson, 
Commonwealth  Buildine. 
City. 
Dear  Sirs:  — 

Our  client.  Miss  C.  L  Weyland.  of  this  city,  instructs  us  to  advise  you 
in  reply  to  your  letter  of  the  4th  inst.,  directed  to  her,  that,  while  Sank- 

'^J.ZlV^'X'T'T''  °U"*^"*'-  therein  contained  a^^;  the  pt 
perty  eft  by  the  late  Henry  G.  Surface,  and  very  cordially  apprecLdn^ 
the  sp.nt  actuating  Mr  Henry  G.  Surface.  Jr..  i^the  ma  ter.ThTn^ver! 
theless  feels  herself  without  title  or  claim  to  said  property,  and  therefore 
positively  dechnes  to  accept  it.  in  whole  or  in  any  part.  ^^^^^'o^ 

Respectfully  yours. 
Ampersand.  Bolling  and  Bvrd. 

A  more  argumentative  and  insistent  letter  from  Messrs 
Blair  and  Jamieson  was  answered  with  the  same  brief  posi^ 
tiveness  by  Messrs.  Ampersand,  Bolling  and  Byrd.  There- 
after, no  more  communications  were  exchanged  by  the  at- 
torneys But  a  day  or  two  after  her  second  refusal,  Sharlee 
Weyland  received  another  letter  about  the  matter  of  dispute 
this  time  a  more  personal  one.  The  envelope  was  directed 
m  a  small  neat  hand  which  she  knew  very  well ;  she  had  first 
seen  it  on  sheets  of  yellow  paper  in  Mrs.  Paynter's  dining- 
room.  The  letter  said :  ** 

Dear  Miss  Weyland:  — 

Your  refusal  to  allow  my  father's  estate  to  restore  to  you.  so  far  as  it 
^n.  the  money  which  it  took  from  you.  and  thus  to  right,  in  ^S.  a  grave 
wrong,  .s  to  me  a  great  surprise  and  disappointment  I  had^ot  thought 
It  possible  that  you.  upon  due  reflection,  could  take  a  position  the  one  o£ 

KtSdlhto^^^  "  ''-'  '  -  '-^--'^  "^-  ^^'^-^ 


^11 


396 


QUEED 


Do  not,  of  course,  misunderstand  me.  I  have  known  you  too  well  to 
believe  for  a  moment  that  you  can  be  swayed  by  ungenerous  motives.  I 
am  very  sure  that  you  are  taking  now  the  part  which  you  believe  most 
generous.  But  that  view  is,  I  assure  you,  so  far  from  the  real  facts  that  I 
can  only  conclude  that  you  have  refused  to  learn  what  these  facts  arc. 
Both  legally  and  morally  the  money  is  yours.  No  one  else  on  earth  has 
a  shadow  of  claim  to  it.  I  most  earnestly  beg  that,  in  fairness  to  me,  you 
will  at  least  give  my  attorneys  the  chance  to  convince  yours  that  what  I 
write  here  is  true  and  unanswerable. 

Shsuld  you  adhere  to  your  present  position,  the  money  will,  of  course, 
be  trusteed  for  your  benefit,  nor  will  a  penny  of  it  be  touched  until  it  is 
accepted,  if  not  by  you,  then  by  your  heirs  or  assigns.  But  I  cannot  be- 
lieve that  you  will  continue  to  find  magnanimity  in  shirking  your  just 
responsibilities,  and  denying  to  me  my  right  to  wipe  out  this  stain. 

Very  truly  yours, 

Henry  G.  Surface,  Jr. 
» 

No  answer  ever  came  to  this  letter,  and  there  the  matter 
rested  through  March  and  into  the  sultry  April. 
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Godmm>es  in  a  Mysterious  Way:  how  the  Finished  Miss  Aver-, 
a^rs  as  the  Instrument  of  Providence;  tZ Sl^lelTees 
her  Idol  of  Many  Years  go  toppling  in  the  Dust,a^dLTlt 
w  her  Turn  to  meditate  in  the  Still  Watches. 

THE  print  danced  before  his  outraged  eves-  his  rh^^f 

and  Charles  Card  ner  West  kM  h„ !.■   ""•'"^"^1 

Post  with  a  hand  that  shook  "    *"'  "■"»'"«' 

JI/e<KAy  r.  aoBjw  OKBOKBCM  his  Candidacy  for  the  «»m,,» 

an^:;n^^urrnrZcL^  rBat"'"^^  r""  *" 

chine  had  already  nominated  him  for  Mavorr^n  i,  *" 
the  organization  nominated  it  elected  Shy  T  Batol^ 
P^nny  Neai-s  young,  progressive  candidate  of  WrIfoS 

Bitterness  flooded  West's  soul  when  he  tlioueht  of  Plonnv 

h^rj  ?TrK  *^"  ^'""^"^  embarrassing,  have  covered 
ba^eanddehberate treachery?  Wasitpossibl;  that  he  West 
who  had  always  been  confident  that  he  could  see  as  far'  \^^L 

HrU  w  ^.1  ^'  ''"^^  ^^  appearance  of  the  reformato^vTr 

de™i?f^"r'  '°^T^«^°f-PP-ciati"n?nd'^u„: 
aeiiBtanding  from  those  on  the  inside.  None  had  come.  Not 
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a  soul  except  himself,  and  Plonny,  had  appeared  aware  that 
he,  by  a  masterly  compromise,  had  averted  disaster  from  the 
party,  and  clearly  revealed  himself  as  the  young  man  of  des- 
tiny. On  the  contrary,  the  House  spokesmen,  apparently  ut- 
terly blind  to  any  impending  crisis,  had,  in  the  closing  hours 
of  the  session,  voted  away  some  eighty  thousand  dollars  of 
the  hundred  thousand  rescued  by  West  from  the  reforma- 
tory, in  a  multiplication  of  offices  which  it  was  difficult  to 
regard  as  absolutely  indispensable  in  a  hard  times  year. 
This  action,  tallying  so  closely  with  what  his  former  assist- 
ant had  predicted,  had  beivildered  and  unsettled  West;  the 
continuing  silence  of  the  leaders  —  "the  other  leaders,"  he 
had  found  himself  saying  —  had  led  him  into  anxic  us  spec- 
ulations; and  now,  in  a  staggering  burst,  the  disgraceiul 
truth  was  revealed  to  him.  They  had  used  him,  tricked  and 
used  him  like  a  smooth  tool,  and  having  used  him,  had  de- 
liberately passed  him,  standing  fine  and  patient  in  the  line, 
to  throw  the  mantle  over  the  corrupt  and  unspeakable 
Bangor. 

By  heavens,  it  was  not  to  be  endured.  Was  it  for  this  that 
he  had  left  Blaines  College,  where  a  career  of  honorable  use- 
fulness lay  before  him;  that  he  had  sacrificed  personal  wishes 
and  ambitions  to  the  insistent  statement  that  his  City  and 
State  had  need  of  him;  that  he  had  stood  ten  months  m  the 
line  without  a  murmur;  and  that  at  last,  confronted  with  the 
necessity  of  choosing  between  the  wishes  of  his  personal  in- 
timates and  the  larger  good,  he  had  courageously  chosen  the 
latter  and  suffered  in  silence  the  suspicion  of  having  played 
false  with  the  best  friends  he  had  in  the  world?  Was  it  for 
this  that  he  had  lost  his  valuable  assistant,  whose  place  he 
could  never  hope  to  fill?  —  for  this  that  he  was  referred  to 
habitually  by  an  evening  contemporary  as  the  Plonny  Neal 

organ? 

He  was  thoroughly  disgusted  with  newspaper  work  this 
morning,  disgusted  with  the  line,  disgusted  with  hopeful  ef- 
forts to  uplift  the  people.  What  did  his  Post  work  really 
amount  to?  —  unremitting  toil,  the  ceaseless  forcing  up  of 
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immature  and  insincere  opinions,  no  thanks  or  apprecia- 
tion anywhere,  and  at  the  end  the  designation  of  the  Plonny 
Neal  organ.  Wnat  did  the  uplift  amount  to?  Could  progress 
really  ever  be  forced  a  single  inch?  And  why  should  he  wear 
out  his  life  in  the  selfless  service  of  those  who,  it  seemed, 
acknowledged  no  obligation  to  him?  As  for  public  life,  if  this 
was  a  sample,  the  less  he  saw  of  it  the  better.  He  would  take 
anything  in  the  world  sooner  than  a  career  of  hypocrisy, 
doublGKiealing  and  treachery,  of  dirty  looting  in  the  name  of 
the  public  good,  of  degrading  traffic  with  a  crew  of  liars  and 
confidence  men. 

But  through  all  the  young  man's  indignation  and  resent- 
ment there  ran  an  unsteadying  doubt,  a  miserable  doubt  of 
himself.  Had  his  motives  in  the  reformatory  matter  been 
as  absolutely  spotless  as  he  had  charmed  himself  into  be- 
lieving? ,  .  .  What  manner  of  man  was  he?  Did  he  really 
have  any  permanent  convictions  about  anything?  .  .  .  Was 
it  possible,  was  it  thinkable  or  conceivable,  that  he  was  a 
complaisant  invertebrate  whom  the  last  strong  man  th^t 
had  his  ear  could  play  upon  like  a  flute? 

West  passed  a  most  unhappy  morning.   But  at  lunch,  at 
the  club,  it  was  his  portion  to  have  his  buoyant  good-humor 
completely  restored  to  him.    He  fell  in  with  ancient  boon 
companions;  they  made  much  of  him;  involved  him  in  gay 
talk;  smoothed  him  down,  patted  him  on  the  head,  found 
his  self-esteem  for  him,  and  handed  it  over  in  its  pristine 
vigor    Before  he  had  sat  half  an  hour  at  the  merry  table,  he 
could  look  back  at  his  profound  depression  of  the  morning 
with  smiling  wonder.  Where  in  the  world  had  he  gotten  his 
terrible  grouch?   Not  a  thing  in  the  world  had  happened, 
except  that  the  mayoralty  was  not  going  to  be  handed  to 
him  on  a  large  silver  platter.  Was  that  such  a  fearful  loss 
after  all?  On  the  contrary,  was  it  not  rather  a  good  rid- 
dance? Being  Mayor,  in  all  human  probability,  would  be  a 
horrible  bore. 

It  was  a  mild,  azure,  zephyrous  day,  spring  at  her  bright- 
est and  best.  West,  descending  the  club  steps,  sniflfed  the 
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fragrant  air  affectionately,  and  was  hanged  if  he  would  go 
near  the  office  on  such  an  afternoon.  Let  the  Post  readers 
plod  along  to-morrow  with  an  editorial  page  both  skimpy 
and  inferior;  anything  he  gave  them  would  still  be  too 
good  for  them,  middle-class  drabs  and  dullards  that  they 
were.  • 

The  big  red  automobile  was  old  now,  and  needed  paint, 
but  it  still  ran  staunch  and  true;  and  Miss  Avery  had  a 
face,  a  form,  and  a  sinuous  graceful  manner,  had  veils  and 
hats  and  sinuous  graceful  coats,  that  would  have  glorified 
a  far  less  worthy  vehicle.  And  she  drove  divinely.  By  in- 
vitation she  took  the  wheel  that  afternoon,  and  with  sure, 
clever  hands  whipped  the,  docile  leviathan  over  the  hills 
and  far  away. 

The  world  knows  how  fate  uses  her  own  instruments  in 
her  own  way,  frequently  selecting  far  stranger  ones  than  the 
delightful  and  wealthy  Miss  Avery.  Now  for  more  than  a 
year  this  accomplished  girl  had  been  thinking  that  if  Charles 
Gardiner  West  had  anything  to  say  to  her,  it  was  high  time 
that  he  should  say  it.  If  she  had  not  set  herself  to  find  out 
what  was  hobbling  the  tongue  of  the  man  she  wanted,  she 
would  have  been  less  than  a  woman ;  and  Miss  Avery  was 
a  good  deal  more.  Hence,  when  she  had  seen  West  with 
Sharlee  Weyland,  and  in  particular  on  the  last  two  or  three 
times  she  had  seen  West  with  Sharlee  Weyland,  she  had 
watched  his  manner  toward  that  lady  with  profound  mis- 
givings, of  the  sort  which  starts  every  true  woman  to  fight- 
ing for  her  own. 

Now  Miss  Avery  had  a  weapon,  in  the  shape  of  valuable 
knowledge,  or,  at  any  rate,  a  valuable  suspicion  that  had 
lately  reached  her:  the  suspicion,  in  short,  which  had  some- 
how crept  abroad  as  suspicions  will,  that  West  had  done  a 
certain  thing  which  another  man  was  supposed  to  have  done. 
Therefore,  when  they  turned  homeward  in  the  soft  dusk,  her 
man  having  been  brought  to  exactly  the  right  frame  of  mind, 
she  struck  with  her  most  languorous  voice. 

"How  is  that  dear  little  Charlotte  Weyland?  It  seems  to 
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"nVlLTw"!^"  '"  '°^  ^  ^-^'  ^^-«^  '^  ™  PO^tively 
^M  ^he  seemed  very  well  when  I  saw  her  last." 

tU  ^u  ^T'  °^  ^'^^  '^^y  ^^  ^^s  going  to  marry  For 
though  he  had  never  had  just  the  right  op^rtunkyTo  com: 
plete  the  sweet  message  he  had  begun  aVthe  Byrds'  one 
night.  h,s  mind  was  still  quite  made  up  on  that  St  U 
^1  'r  '^^\  '^'  atmosphere  of  riches  which  iaiirexuded 
rom  the  g,r  now  at  his  side  had  a  very  stronraZal 
for  h.s  lower  instincts.   But  he  was  not  a  man  co  be  rfi 

^LhZ    T-T^'^''  ^°'  ^'  ^^^  «^t  h'«  foot  upon  the 
fieshpots;  his  idealistic  nature  had  overcome  the  world 

Miss  Avery,  subhmely  unaware  that  Mr.  West  was  goine 

to  offer  marriage  to  her  rival  during  the  Dresenrmnnth 

the^  marriage  itself  to  take  place  in  OcU^S^ntrcon: 

thZ?nT  "'''?  '^^''  "^^^^^  ^^^  "^°st  attractive  dear  little 

appmntment  over  the  -  hospital,  or  whatever  it  was?  " 
Oh  I  believe  so    I  never  heard  her  mention  it  but  once  " 
West  s  pleasant  face  had  clouded  a  little.  Through  her 

"l  neir'  "^ir'^  '^^'  ^'''  ^'^^  d'^t'^-t  satisfaction 
1  never  met  that  interesting  young  Mr.  Surface  "  said 

evad?rfi^"^  '^'  ^-  "^°""^  ^  ^"-^  ^'  ^h-  -hite  ro;d  ^nd 
Z^Ju""^  T°'"!P '"  ^  '"""^y  ""''^  polished  skill.  "  But  - 

Sr^^m  mJr^'Sfo"^'  ^'^""^"^  °^  ^'"^  ^"^  ^^'-^  ^-^ 
''Sorry  for  him  —  What  about?" 
Oh,  haven't  you  heard,  then?  It's  rather  mournful 

wriLT'/'^"  •'''Si^"?  .^^^'^"•^  ^°-d  -^  that  he  hai 

K     !^u^  ""^'^^''^  "^'^^^^^  i"  the  Pc-:./-you  know  more 

about  this  part  of  it  than  I  —  "  ^ 

wrot^eft  my^^ ''''  ""'^  ^''"  "'"  ^-^'  -hesitatingly.    "I 
"You?" 

mu^jf  frTnl"*^  ^'  '''"'  With  frank  surprise  in  her  eyes;  not  too 
mudi  frank  surprise;  rather  as  one  who  feels  much  but  en- 


4oa 


QUEED 


deavors  to  suppress  it  for  courtesy's  sf»k  .  "  Forgive  me  —  I 
did  n't  know.  There  has  been  a  little  horrid  gossip  —  but  of 
course  nearly  every  one  has  thought  that  he  — " 

"  I  'm  sure  I  'm  not  responsible  for  what  people  think," 
said  West,  a  little  aggressively,  but  with  a  strangely  sinking 
heart.  "There  has  been  not  the  slightest  mystery  or  attempt 
at  concealment  — " 

"Oh!  Then  of  course  Charlotte  knows  all  about  it  now?" 

"  I  don't  know  whether  she  does  or  not.  When  I  tried  to 
tell  her  the  whole  story,"  explained  West,  "soon  after  the 
incident  occurred,  she  was  so  agitated  about  it,  the  subject 
seemed  so  painful  to  her,  that  I  was  forced  to  give  it  up.  You 
can  understand  my  ix)sition.  Ever  since,  I  have  been  waiting 
for  an  opportunity  to  take  her  quietly  and  straighten  out 
the  whole  matter  for  her  in  a  calm  and  rational  way.  For 
her  part  she  has  evidently  regarded  the  subject  as  happily 
closed.  Why  under  heaven  should  I  press  it  upon  her  — 
merely  to  gain  the  academic  satisfaction  of  convincing  her 
that  the  Post  acted  on  information  superior  and  judgment 
sounder  than  her  own?" 

Miss  Avery,  now  devoting  herself  to  her  chauffeur's  du- 
ties through  a  moment  of  silence,  was  no  match  for  Mr.  West 
at  the  game  of  ethical  debate,  and  knew  it.  However,  she 
held  a  very  strong  card  in  her  pongee  sleeve,  and  she  knew 
that  too. 

"  I  see  —  of  course.  You  know  I  think  you  have  been  quite 
right  through  it  all.  And  yet  —  you  won't  mind?  —  I  can't 
help  feeling  sorry  for  Mr.  Surface." 

"Very  well  —  you  most  mysterious  lady.  Go  on  and  tell 
me  why  you  can't  help  feeling  sorry  for  Mr.  Surface." 

Miss  Avery  told  him.  How  she  knew  anything  about  the 
private  affairs  of  Mr.  Surface  and  Miss  Weyland,  of  which  it 
is  certain  that  neither  of  them  had  ever  spoken,  is  a  mys- 
tery, indeed :  but  Gossip  is  Argus  and  has  a  thousand  ears  to 
boot.  Miss  Avery  was  careful  to  depict  Sharlee's  attitude 
toward  the  unfortunate  Mr.  Surface  as  just  severe  enough 
to  suggest  to  West  that  he  must  act  at  once,  and  not  so 
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severe  as  to  suggest  to  him  —  conceivably  —  the  desir- 
ability, from  a  selfish  point  of  view,  of  not  acting  at  all  It 
was  a  task  for  a  diplomat,  which  is  to  say  a  tp  sk  for  a  Miss 
Avery. 

"Rather  fine  of  him,  was  n't  it,  to  assume  all  the  blame? 
-- particularly  If  it  s  true,  as  people  say,"  concluded  Miss 
Avery  that  the  man  s  in  love  with  her  and  she  cares  no- 
thing  for  him. 

W^f"^""*^'^""^***"^"'  ^"'''"^^^  unnecessary,"  said 
The  little  story  had  disturbed  him  greatly.  He  had  had  no 
knowledge  of  any  developments  between  Sharlee  and  his 
former  assistant;  and  now  he  was  unhappily  coi.:cious  that 
ne  ought  to  have  spoken  weeks  ago. 

"I'm  awfully  sorry  to  hear  this,"  he  resumed,  "for  I  am 
much  attached  to  that  boy.  Still  -  if,  as  you  say,  every- 
thing  IS  all  right  now— "  j"      ^  y 

u    y!"'  ^"iu  ^°^'^  ^"°'^^*  ^"  ^^^*  »*  »«'"«aid  Miss  Avery, 

uJ'i\'2^V^  ^f '  *^^  P°'"^'  '^^^  ^^t  I  heard  of  it,  she 
had  forbidden  him  her  house." 

"That  won't  do,"  said  Charles  Gardiner  West,  in  a  burst 
to-nrht°''^^'    "^'"  '''^^''  "^  '^^^  difficulty  before  I  sleep 

And  he  was  as  good  as  his  word,  or,  let  us  say,  almost  as 
good.  The  next  night  but  one  he  called  upon  Sharlee  Wey- 
land  with  two  unalterable  purposes  in  his  mind.  One  was  to 
tell  her  the  full  inside  history  of  the  reformatory  article  from 

u    u  ST'"!"  '^^f  °'^^''  "^^^  ^°  "ot'fy  her  in  due  form  that 
She  held  his  heart  in  permanent  captivity. 

To  Mi^  Avery,  it  made  not  theslightest  difference  whether 
the  gifted  and  charming  editor  of  the  Post  sold  out  his  prin- 
cipl^  for  a  pnce  every  morning  in  the  month.  At  his  pleas- 
ure he  might  fracture  all  of  the  decalogue  that  was  refinedly 
fracturable,  and  so  long  as  he  rescued  his  sodal  position 
intact  from  the  ruin,  he  was  her  man  just  the  same.  But 
she  had  an  mstmct,  surer  than  reasoned  wisdom,  that  Shar- 
lee  Weyland  viewed  these  matters  differently    Therefore 
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she  had  sent  West  to  make  his  little  confession,  face  to  face. 
And  therefore  West,  after  an  hour  of  delightful  tih-d-tite 
in  the  charming  little  back  parlor,  stiffened  himself  up,  his 
brow  sicklying  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  disagreeable 
thought,  and  began  to  make  it. 

"I've  got  to  tell  you  something  about  —  a  subject  that 
won't  be  welcome  to  you,"  he  plunged  in,  rather  lugubri- 
ously.  "  I  mean  —  the  reformatory." 

Sharlee's  face,  which  had  been  merry  and  sweet,  instantly 
changed  and  quieted  at  that  word  ;  interest  sprang  full- 
armed  in  her  deep  blue  eyes.  ^^ 

"Have  you?  Tell  me  anything  about  it  you  wish. 

"You  remember  that  —  last  editorial  in  the  Post?" 

"Dc  you  think  that  I  foi-get  so  easily?" 

West  hardly  liked  that  reply.  Nor  had  he  ever  supposed 
that  he  would  find  the  subjecc  so  difficult. 

"Well!  I  was  surprised  and  — hurt  to  learn  —  recently — 
that  you  bad  —  well,  had  been  rather  severe  with  Surface, 
under  the  impression  that  —  the  full  responsibility  for  tliat 

article  was  his." 

Sharlee  sat  in  the  same  flowered  arm-<;.  ha  had  once 
occupied  to  put  this  same  Surface,  then  known  as  little  Dr. 
Queed,  in  his  place.  Her  heart  warmed  to  West  for  his  gen- 
erous impulse  to  intercede.  Still,  she  hardly  conceived  that 
her  treatment  of  Mr.  Surface  was  any  concern  of  Mr.  West's. 

"And  so?"  _,      ^ 

"I  must  tell  you,"  he  said,  oddly  uneasy  under  her 
straightforward  look,  "that  —  that  you  have  made  a  mis- 
take. The  responsibility  is  mine." 

"Ah,  you  mean  that  you,  as  the  editor,  are  willing  to  take 

it." 

"  No,"  said  West  —  "no  " ;  and  then  suddenly  he  felt  like 
a  rash  suicide,  repentant  at  the  last  moment.  Already  the 
waters  were  rushing  over  his  head ;  he  felt  a  wild  impulse  to 
clutch  at  the  life-belt  she  had  flung  out  to  him.  It  is  to  be 
remembered  to  his  credit  that  he  conquered  it.  "No,  —  I 
—  I     rote  the  article  myself." 
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"You?" 

Her  monosyllable  had  been  Miss  Avery's,  but  there  re- 
semblance parted.  Sharlee  sat  stili  in  her  chair,  ana  pre- 
sently her  lashes  fluttered  and  fell.  To  West's  surprise,  a 
beautiful  color  swept  upward  from  her  throat  to  drown  in  her 
rough  dark  hair.  "Oh,"  said  she,  under  her  breath,  "I'm 
glad  — so  glad  I" 

West  heaved  a  great  sigh  of  relief.  It  was  all  over,  and  she 
was  glad.  Had  n't  he  known  all  along  that  a  woman  will 
always  forgive  everything  in  the  man  she  loves?  She  was 
glad  because  he  had  told  her  when  another  man  might  have 
kept  silent.  And  yet  her  look  perplexed  him;  her  words  per- 
plexed him.  Undoubtedly  she  must  have  something  more  to 
say  than  a  mere  expression  of  vague  general  gladness  over 
the  situation. 

"Need  I  say  that  I  never  intended  there  should  be  any 
doubt  about  the  matter?  I  meant  to  explain  it  all  to  you  long 
ago,  only  there  never  seemed  to  be  any  suitable  opportun- 
ity."        ^  '^^^ 

Sharlee's  color  died  away.  In  s  .once  she  raised  her  eyes 
and  looked  at  him. 

"  I  started  to  tell  you  all  about  it  once,  at  the  time,  but 
you  know,"  he  said,  with  a  little  nervous  laugh,  "you  seemed 
to  find  the  subject  so  extremely  painful  then  —  that  I 
thought  I  had  better  wait  till  you  could  look  at  it  more 
calmly." 

Still  she  said  nothing,  but  only  sat  still  in  her  chair  and 
looked  at  him. 

"I  shall  always  regret,"  continued  West,  laboriously, 
"that  my — silence,  which  I  assure  you  I  meant  in  kindness, 
should  have  —  Why  do  you  look  at  me  that  way.  Miss 
Weyland?"  he  said,  with  a  quick  change  of  voice.  "  I  don't 
understand  you." 

Sharlee  gave  a  small  start  and  said:  "Was  I  looking  at 
you  in  any  particular  way?" 

"You  looked  as  mournful,"  said  West,  with  that  same  little 
laugh,  "as  though  you  had  lost  your  last  friend.  Now  — " 
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"No,  not  my  last  one,"  said  Sharlee. 

"Well,  don't  look  so  sad  about  it."  he  said,  in  a  voice  of 
aflfectionate  raillery.  "I  am  quite  unhappy  enough  over  it 
without—" 

"  I  'm  afraid  I  can't  help  you  to  feel  happier  —  not  to- 
night. If  I  look  sad,  you  see,  it  is  because  I  feel  that  way." 

"Sad?"  he  echoed,  bewildered.  "  Why  should  you  be  sad 
now  —  when  it  is  all  going  to  be  straightened  out  — 
when — " 

"Well,  don't  you  think  it's  pretty  sad  —  the  part  that 
can't  ever  be  straightened  out?" 

Unexpectedly  she  got  up,  and  walked  slowly  away,  a  dis- 
concerting trick  she  had;  wandered  about  the  room,  looking 
about  her  something  like  a  stranger  in  a  picture  gallery; 
touching  a  bowl  of  flowers  here,  there  setting  a  book  to 
rights;  and  West,  rising  too,  following  her  sombrely  with  his 
eyes,  had  never  wanted  her  so  much  in  all  his  life. 

Presently  she  returned  to  him;  asked  him  to  sit  down 
again;  and,  still  standing  herself,  began  speaking  in  a  quiet 
kind  voice  which,  nevertheless,  rang  ominously  in  his  ears 
from  her  first  word. 

"I  remember,"  said  Sharlee,  "when  I  was  a  very  little 
girl,  not  more  than  twelve  years  old,  I  think,  I  first  heard 
about  you  —  about  Charles  Gardiner  West.  You  were 
hardly  grown  then,  but  already  people  were  talking  about 
you.  I  don't  remember  now,  of  course,  just  what  they  said, 
but  it  must  have  been  something  very  splendid,  for  I 
remember  the  sort  of  picture  I  got.  I  have  always  liked  for 
men  to  be  very  clean  and  high-minded  —  I  think  because  my 
fathar  was  that  sort  of  man.  I  have  put  that  above  intel- 
lect, and  abilities,  and  what  would  be  called  attractions;  and 
so  what  they  said  about  you  made  a  great  impression  on  me. 
You  know  how  very  young  girls  are — how  they  like  to  have 
the  figure  of  a  prince  to  spin  their  little  romances  around  .  .  . 
and  so  I  took  you  for  mine.  You  were  my  knight  without  fear 
and  without  reproach  ...  Sir  Galahad.  When  I  was  six- 
teen, I  used  to  pass  you  in  the  street  and  wonder  if  you 
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did  n't  hear  my  heart  thumping.   You  never  looked  at  me- 
you  had  n't  any  idea  who  I  was.  And  that  is  a  big  and  fine 
thing,  I  think  —  to  be  the  hero  of  somebody  you  don't  even 
know  by  name  .  .  .  though  of  course  not  so  big  and  fine  as 
to  be  the  hero  of  somebody  who  knows  you  very  well    And 
you  were  that  to  me.  too.   When  I  grew  up  and  came  to 
know  you,  I  still  kept  you  on  that  pedestal  you  never  saw 
I  measured  you  by  the  picture  I  had  carried  for  so  many 
years,  and  I  was  not  disappointed.   All  that  my  little  girl's 
fancy  had  painted  you,  you  seemed  to  be.   I  look  back  now 
over  the  last  few  years  of  my  life,  and  so  much  that  I  have 
hked  most  —  that  has  been  dearest  —  has  centred  about 
you.  Yes,  more  than  once  I  have  been  quite  sure  that  I 
was  in  love  with  you.  You  wonder  that  I  can  show  you  my 
heart  this  way?  I  couldn't  of  course,  except  —  well  —  that 
it  is  all  past  now.  And  that  is  what  seems  sad  to  me 
There  never  was  any  prince;  my  knight  is  dead;  and  Sir 

Galahad  I  got  out  of  a  book Don't  you  think  that  that 

18  pretty  sad?" 

West,  who  had  been  looking  at  her  with  a  kind  of  fright- 
ened fascination,  hastily  averted  his  eyes,  for  he  saw  that 
her  own  had  suddenly  filled  with  tears.  She  turned  away 
from  him  again ;  a  somewhat  painful  silence  ensued ;  and  pre- 
sently she  broke  it,  speaking  in  a  peculiarly  gentle  voice,  and 
not  looking  at  him. 

"I'm  glad  that  you  told  me  — at  last.  I'll  be  glad  to 
remember  that  .  .  .  and  I'm  always  your  friend.  But  don't 
you  think  that  perhaps  we  'd  better  finish  our  talk  some  other 
time?" 

"No,"  said  West.  "No." 

He  pulled  himself  together,  struggling  desperately  to 
throw  oflF  the  curious  benumbing  inertia  that  was  settling 
down  upon  him.  "You  are  doing  me  an  injustice.  A  most 
tremendous  injustice.  You  have  misunderstood  everything 
from  the  beginning.   I  must  explain  — " 

"Don't  you  think  that  argument  will  only  make  it  all  go 
much  worse?" 
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"  Nothing  could  possibly  be  worse  for  me  than  to  have  you 
think  of  me  and  speak  to  me  in  this  way." 

Obediently  she  sat  down,  her  face  still  and  sad ;  and  West, 
pausing  a  moment  to  marshal  his  thoughts  into  convincing 
form,  launched  forth  upon  his  defense. 

From  the  first  he  felt  that  he  did  not  make  a  success  of  it; 
was  not  doing  himself  justice.  Recent  events,  in  the  legisla- 
ture and  with  reference  to  Meachy  T.  Bangor,  had  greatly 
weakened  his  confidence  in  his  arguments.  Even  to  himself 
beseemed  to  have  been  strangely  "easy";  his  exposition 
sounded  labored  and  hollow  in  his  own  ears.  But  worse 
than  this  was  tiip  bottomless  despondency  into  which  the 
girl's  brief  autobiography  had  strangely  cast  him.  A  vast 
mysterious  depression  had' closed  over  him,  which  entirely 
robbed  him  of  his  usual  adroit  felicity  of  speech.  He  brought 
his  explanation  up  to  the  publication  of  the  unhappy  article, 
and  there  abruptly  broke  off. 

A  long  silence  followed  his  ending,  and  at  last  Sharlee 
said:  — 

"I  suppose  a  sudden  change  of  heart  in  the  middle  of  a 
fight  is  always  an  unhappy  thing.  It  always  means  a  good 
deal  of  pain  for  somebody.  Still  —  sometimes  they  must 
come,  and  when  they  do,  I  suppose  the  only  thing  to  do  is  to 
meet  them  honestly  —  though,  personally,  I  think  I  should 
always  trust  my  heart  against  my  head.  But  .  .  .  if  you  had 
only  come  to  us  that  first  morning  and  frankly  explained 
just  why  you  deserted  us  —  if  you  had  told  us  all  this  that 
you  have  just  told  me  — " 

"That  is  exactly  what  I  wanted  and  intended  to  do,"  in- 
terrupted West   "  I  kept  silent  out  of  regard  for  you." 

"Out  of  regard  for  me?" 

"When  I  started  to  tell  you  all  about  it,  that  night  at 
Mrs.  Byrd's,  it  seemed  to  me  that  you  had  brooded  over  the 
matter  until  you  had  gotten  in  an  overwrought  and  —  over- 
strung condition  about  it.  It  seemed  to  me  the  considerate 
thing  not  to  force  the  unwelcome  topic  upon  you,  but  rather 
to  wait—" 
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^      But  had  you  the  right  to  consider  my  imaginary  feelinira 
m  such  a  matter  between  yourself  and  .  .  .  ?  And  besid^ 
you  did  not  quite  keep  silent,  you  remember.    You  said 
something  that  led  me  to  think  that  you  had  discharged  Mr 
surface  for  writing  that  article." 

"  I  did  not  intend  you  to  think  anything  of  the  kind.  Any- 
thmgm  the  least  like  that.  If  my  words  were  ambiguous  it 
was  because,  seeing,  as  I  say,  that  you  were  in  an  overstrung 
condition  I  thought  it  best  to  let  the  whole  matter  rest  until 
you  could  look  at  it  calmly  and  rationally." 
She  made  no  reply. 

"But  why  dwell  on  that  part  of  it?"  said  West,  beseech- 
ingly. It  was  simply  a  wretched  misunderstanding  all 
around.  I  m  sorrier  than  I  can  tell  you  for  my  part  in  it  I 
have  been  greatly  to  blame  —  I  can  see  that  now.  Can't  you 
let  bygones  be  bygones?  I  have  come  to  you  voluntarily  and 
told  you —  ' 

»*'T^'  *f*^"«  weeks.  Why,  I  was  the  best  friend  he  had. 

She  turned  her  face  hurriedly  away  from  him.  West 
much  moved,  struggled  on.  ' 

"But  don't  you  see  —  I  did  n't  know  it !  I  never  dreamed 

f.'J?/.  ^^^'  '^^  moment  I  heard  how  matters  stood  —  " 
Did  it  never  occur  to  you  in  all  t'  's  time  that  it  might  be 
assumed  that  Mr.  Surface,  having  written  all  the  reforma- 
tory articles,  had  written  this  one?" 

"I  did  noj  think  of  that.  I  was  short-sighted.  I  own.  And 
of  course,  he  added  more  eageriy,  "  I  supposed  that  he  had 
told  you  himself." 

"You  don't  know  him,"  said  Sharlee. 
A  proud  and  beautiful  look  swept  over  her  face.   West 
rose,  looking  wretchedly  unhappy,  and  stood,  irresolute, 
faang  her.  ' 

"Can't  you  — forgive  me?"  he  asked  presently,  in  a 
painful  voice. 
Sharlee  hesitated. 
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"Don't  you  know  I  said  that  it  would  only  make  things 
worse  to  talk  about  it  to-night?"  she  said  gently.  "Every- 
thing you  say  seems  to  put  us  further  and  further  apart. 
Why,  there  is  nothing  for  me  to  forgive,  Mr.  West.  There 
was  a  situation,  and  it  imposed  a  certain  conduct  on  you; 
that  is  the  whole  story.  I  don't  come  into  it  at  all.  It  is  all  a 
matter  between  you  and  —  your  own  — " 

"You  do  forgive  me  then?  But  no  —  you  talk  to  me  just 
as  though  you  had  learned  all  this  from  somebody  else  —  as 
though  I  had  not  come  to  you  voluntarily  and  told  you 
everything." 

Sharlee  did  not  like  to  look  at  his  face,  which  she  had 
always  seen  before  so  confident  and  gay. 

"No,"  said  she  sadly  —  "for  I  am  still  your  friend." 

"Friendl"  ' 

He  echoed  the  word  wildly,  contemptuously.  He  wjis  just 
on  the  point  of  launching  into  a  passionate  speech,  painting 
the  bitterness  of  friendship  to  one  who  must  have  true  love 
or  nothing,  and  flinging  his  hand  and  his  heart  impetuously 
at  her  feet.  But  looking  at  her  still  face,  he  checked  him- 
self, and  just  in  time.  Shaken  by  passion  as  he  was,  he  was 
yet  enough  himself  to  understand  that  she  would  not  listen 
to  him.  Why  should  he  play  the  spendthrift  and  the  wan- 
ton with  his  love?  Why  give  her,  for  nothing,  the  sterile 
satisfaction  of  rejecting  him,  for  her  to  prize,  as  he  knew 
girls  did,  as  merely  one  more  notch  upon  her  gun? 

Leaving  his  tempestuous  exclamation  hanging  in  mid-air. 
West  stiffly  shook  Sharlee's  hand  and  walked  blindly  out  of 
the  room. 

He  went  home,  and  to  bed,  like  one  moving  in  a  horrible 
dream.  That  night,  and  through  all  the  next  day,  he  felt 
utterly  bereft  and  wretched :  something,  say,  as  though  flood 
and  pestilence  had  swept  through  his  dear  old  town  and  car- 
ried off  everything  and  everybody  but  himself.  He  crawled 
alone  in  a  smashed  world.  On  the  second  day  following,  he 
found  himself  able  to  light  a  cigarette;  and,  glancing  about 
him  with  faint  pluckings  of  convalescent  interest,  began  to 
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recognize  some  landmarks.    On  the  third  day,  he  was 
frankly  wondering  whether  a  giri  with  such  overstrained 
not  to  say  hysterical  ideals  of  conduct,  would,  after  all,  be  a 
very  comfortable  person  to  spend  one's  life  with. 

On  the  evening  of  this  day,  about  half-past  eight  o'clock 
he  emerged  from  his  mother's  house,  light  overcoat  over  his 
arm  m  deference  to  his  evening  clothes,  and  started  briskly 
down  the  street.   On  the  second  block,  as  luck  had  it  he 
overtook  Tommy  Semple  walking  the  same  way. 

"Gardiner,"  said  Semple,  "when  are  you  going  to  get  over 
all  this  uphft  rot  and  come  back  to  Semple  and  West?" 

The  question  fell  in  so  marvelously  with  West's  mood  of 
acute  discontent  with  all  that  his  life  had  been  for  the  past 
two  years,  t-.at  it  looked  to  him  strangely  like  Providence. 
1  he  easy  ways  of  commerce  appeared  vastly  alluring  to  him; 
his  income,  to  say  truth,  had  suffered  sadly  in  the  cause  of  the 
public;  never  had  the  snug  dollars  drawn  him  so  strongly. 
He  gave  a  slow,  curious  laugh. 

"Why,  hang  it.  Tommy!  I  don't  know  but  I  'm  ready  to 
listen  to  your  siren  spiel  —  now!" 

In  the  darkness  Semple's  eyes  gleamed.  His  receipts  had 
never  been  so  good  since  West  left  him. 

"That's  the  talk!  I  need  you  in  my  business,  old  boy.  By 
the  bye,  you  can  come  in  at  bully  advantage  if  you  can 
move  right  away.  I'm  going  to  come  talk  with  you  to- 
morrow." ' 

"Right's  the  word,"  said  West. 
x.'^}  *hf  end  of  that  block  a  large  house  stood  in  a  lawn,  half 
hidden  from  the  street  by  a  curtain  of  trees.  From  its  con- 
cealed veranda  came  a  ripple  of  faint,  slow  laughter,  adver- 
tising the  presence  of  charming  society.  West  halted. 

Here's  a  nice  house.  Tommy;  I  think  I'll  look  in.  See 
you  to-morrow." 

Semple,  walking  on,  glanced  back  to  see  what  house  it 
was.  It  proved  to  be  the  brownstone  palace  leased  for 
three  years  by  old  Mr.  Avery,  formeriy  of  Mauch  Chunk  but 
now  of  Ours. 
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Sharlee,  too,  retired  from  her  painful  interview  with  West 
with  a  sense  of  irreparable  loss.  Her  idol  of  so  many  years 
had,  at  a  word,  toppled  off  into  the  dust,  and  not  all  the  king's 
horses  could  ever  get  him  back  again.  It  was  like  a  death  to 
her,  and  in  most  ways  worse  than  a  death. 

She  lay  awake  a  long  time  that  night,  thinking  of  the  two 
men  who,  for  she  could  not  say  how  long,  had  equally  shared 
first  place  in  her  thoughts.  And  gradually  she  read  them 
both  anew  by  the  blaze  lit  by  one  small  incident. 

She  could  not  believe  that  West  was  deliberately  false;  she 
was  certain  that  he  was  not  deliberately  false.  But  slie  saw 
now,  as  by  a  sudden  searchlight  flung  upon  him,  that  her 
one-time  paladin  had  a  fatal  weakness.  He  could  not  be 
honest  with  himself.  He  could  believe  anything  that  he 
wanted  to  believe.  He  could  hypnotize  himself  at  will  by 
the  enchanting  music  of  his  own  imaginings.  He  had  pretty 
graces  and  he  told  himself  they  were  large,  fine  abilities;  dim 
emotions  and  he  thought  they  were  ideals;  vague  gropings 
of  ambition,  and  when  he  had  waved  the  hands  of  his  fancy 
over  them,  presto,  they  had  become  great  dominating  pur- 
poses. He  had  fluttered  fitfully  from  business  to  Blaines 
College;  from  the  college  to  the  Post;  before  long  he  would 
flutter  on  from  the  Post  to  something  else  —  always  falling 
short,  always  secretly  disappointed,  everywhere  a  failure 
as  a  man,  though  few  might  know  it  but  himself.  West's 
trouble,  in  fact,  was  that  he  was  not  a  man  at  all.  He  was 
weakest  where  a  real  man  is  strongest.  He  was  merely  a 
chameleon  taking  his  color  from  whatever  he  happened  to 
light  upon;  a  handsome  boat  which  could  never  get  any- 
where because  it  had  no  rudder;  an  ornamental  butterfly 
driving  aimlessly  before  the  nearest  breeze.  He  meant  well, 
in  a  general  way,  but  his  good  intentions  proved  descending 
paving-stones  because  he  was  constitutionally  incapable  of 
meaning  anything  very  hard. 

West  had  had  everything  in  the  beginning  except  money; 
and  he  had  the  faculty  of  making  all  of  that  he  wanted. 
Queed  —  she  found  that  name  still  clinging  to  him  in  her 
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thoughts  —  had  had  nothing  in  the  beginning  except  his 
fearless  honesty.  In  everything  else  that  a  man  should  be, 
he  had  seemed  to  her  painfully  destitute.    But  because 
through  everything  he  had  held  unflinchingly  to  his  honesty, 
he  had  been  steadily  climbing  the  heights.   He  had  passed' 
West  long  ago,  because  their  faces  were  set  in  opposite  di- 
rections. West  had  had  the  finest  distinctions  of  honor  care- 
fully instilled  into  him  from  his  birth.  Queed  had  deduced 
his,  raw,  from  his  own  unswerving  honesty.   And  the  first 
acid  test  of  a  real  situation  showed  that  West's  honor  was 
only  burnished  and  decorated  dross,  while  Queed 's,  which 
he  had  made  himself,  was  as  fine  gold.  In  that  test,  all  super- 
ficial trappings  were  burned  and  shriveled  away;  men  were 
made  to  show  their  men's  colors;  and  the  "queer  little  man 
with  the  queer  little  name"  had  instantly  cast  off  his  re- 
splendent superior  because  contact  with  his  superior's  dis- 
honesty was  degrading  to  him.  Yet  in  the  same  breath,  he 
had  allowed  his  former  chief  to  foist  off  that  dishonesty  upon 
his  own  clean  shoulders,  and  borne  the  detestable  burden 
without  demand  for  sympathy  or  claim  for  gratitude.  And 
this  was  the  measure  of  how,  as  Queed  had  climbed  by  his 
honesty,  his  whole  nature  had  been  strengthened  and  refined. 
For  if  he  had  begun  as  the  most  unconscious  and  merciless 
of  egoists,  who  could  sacrifice  little  Fifi  to  his  comfort  with- 
out a  tremor,  he  had  ended  with  the  supreme  act  of  purest 
altruism:  the  voluntary  sacrifice  of  himself  to  save  a  man 
whom  in  his  heart  he  must  despise. 

But  was  that  the  supreme  altruism?  What  had  it  cost 
him,  after  all,  but  her  friendship?  Perhaps  he  did  not  regard 
that  as  so  heavy  a  price  to  pay. 

Sharlee  turned  her  face  to  the  wall.  In  the  darkness,  she 
felt  the  color  rising  at  her  throat  and  sweeping  softly  but 
resistlessly  upward.  And  she  found  herself  feverishly  cling- 
ing to  all  that  her  little  Doctor  had  said,  and  looked,  in  all 
their  meetings  which,  remembered  now,  gave  her  the  right 
to  think  that  their  parting  had  been  hard  for  him,  too. 

Yet  it  was  not  upon  their  parting  that  her  mind  busied 
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itself  most,  but  upon  thoughts  of  their  remeeting.  The  rela- 
tions which  she  had  thought  to  exist  between  them  had,  it 
was  clear,  been  violently  reversed.  The  one  point  now  was 
for  her  to  meet  the  topsy-turveyed  situation  as  swiftly,  as 
generously,  and  as  humbly  as  was  possible. 

If  she  had  been  a  man,  she  would  have  gone  to  him  at 
once,  hunted  him  up  this  very  night,  and  told  him  in  the 
most  groveling  language  at  her  command,  how  infinitely 
sorry  and  ashamed  she  was.  Lying  wide-eyed  in  her  little 
white  bed,  she  composed  a  number  of  long  speeches  that 
she,  as  a  man,  would  have  made  to  him;  embarrassing 
speeches  which  he,  as  a  man,  or  any  other  man  that  ever 
lived,  would  never  have  endued  for  a  moment.  But  she  was 
not  a  man,  she  was  a  girl ;  and  girls  were  not  allowed  to  go  to 
men,  and  frankly  and  honestly  say  what  was  in  their 
hearts.  She  was  not  in  the  least  likely  to  meet  him  by  acci- 
dent; the  telephone  was  unthinkable.  There  remained  only 
to  write  him  a  letter. 

Yes,  but  what  to  say  in  the  letter?  There  was  the  critical 
and  crucial  question.  No  matter  how  artful  and  cajol- 
ing an  apology  she  wrote,  she  knew  exactly  how  he  would 
treat  it.  He  would  write  a  civil,  formal  reply,  assuring  her 
that  her  apology  was  accepted,  and  there  the  matter  would 
stand  forever.  For  she  had  put  herself  terribly  in  the  wrong; 
she  had  betrayed  a  danming  weakness;  it  was  extremely  pro- 
bable that  he  would  never  care  to  resume  friendship  with 
one  who  had  proved  herself  so  hatefully  mistrustful.  Then, 
too,  he  was  evidently  very  angry  with  her  about  the  money. 
Only  by  meeting  for  a  long,  frank  talk  could  she  ever  hope 
to  make  things  right  again;  but  not  to  save  her  life  could 
she  think  of  any  form  of  letter  which  would  bring  such  a 
meeting  to  pass. 

Pondering  the  question,  she  fell  asleep.  All  next  day,  when- 
ever she  had  a  minute  and  sometimes  when  she  did  not,  she 
pondered  it,  and  the  next,  and  the  next.  Her  heart  smote 
her  for  the  tardiness  of  her  reparation;  but  stronger  than  this 
was  her  feat  of  striking  and  missing  fire.  And  at  last  an  idea 
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came  to  her;  an  idea  so  big  and  beautiful  that  it  firet  startled 
and  dazzled  her,  and  then  set  her  heart  to  singing;  the  per- 
fect idea  which  would  blot  away  the  whole  miserable  mess  at 
one  stroke.  She  sat  down  and  wrote  Mr.  Surface  five  lines, 
asking  him  to  be  kind  enough  to  call  upon  her  in  regard  to 
the  business  matter  about  which  he  had  written  her  a  few 
weeks  before. 

She  wrote  this  note  from  her  house,  one  night;  she  ex- 
pected, of  course,  that  he  would  come  there  to  see  her;  she 
had  planned  out  exactly  where  they  were  each  to  sit,  and  even 
large  blocks  of  their  conversation.  But  the  very  next  morn- 
ing, before  10  o'clock,  there  came  a  knock  upon  the  Depart- 
mental door  and  he  walked  into  her  office,  looking  more  mat- 
ter-of-fact and  business-like  than  she  had  ever  seen  him. 


XXXII 

Second  Meeting  between  a  Citizen  and  the  Great  Pleasure-Dog 
Behemoth,  involving  Plans  jor  Two  New  Homes. 

AND  this  time  they  did  not  have  to  go  into  the  hall  to 
talk. 
No  sooner  had  the  opening  door  revealed  the  face 
of  young  Mr.  Surface  than  M'r.  Dayne,  the  kind-faced  Secre- 
tary, reached  hastily  for  his  hat.  In  the  same  breath  with 
his  "  Come  in  "  and  "  Good-morning,"  he  was  heard  to  men- 
tion to  the  Assistant  Secretary  something  about  a  little  urgent 
business  downtown. 

Mr.  Dayne  acted  so  promptly  that  he  met  the  visitor  on 
the  very  threshold  of  the  office.  The  clergyman  held  out  his 
hand  with  a  light  in  his  manly  gray  eye. 

"  I  'm  sincerely  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Queed,  to  have  the 
chance — " 

"Surface,  please." 

Mr.  Dayne  gave  his  hand  an  extra  wring.  "Mr.  Surface, 
you  did  a  splendid  thing.  I  'm  glad  of  this  chance  to  tell  you 
so,  and  to  beg  your  forgiveness  for  having  done  you  a  grave 
injustice  in  my  thoughts." 

The  young  man  stared  at  him.  "  I  have  nothing  to  forgive 
you  for,  Mr.  Dayne.  In  fact,  I  have  no  idea  what  you  are 
talking  about." 

But  Mr.  Dayne  did  not  enlighten  him;  in  fact  he  was 
already  walking  briskly  down  the  hall.  Clearly  the  man  had 
business  that  would  not  brook  an  instant's  delay. 

Hat  in  hand,  the  young  man  turned,  plainly  puzzled,  and 
found  himself  looking  at  a  white-faced  little  eirl  who  gave 
back  his  look  with  brave  steadiness. 

"  Do  you  think  you  can  forgive  me,  too?  "  she  asked  in  a 
very  small  voice. 
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He  came  three  stepe  forward,  into  the  middle  of  the  room, 
and  there  halted  dead,  staring  at  her  with  a  look  of  searching 
inquiry. 

"  I  don't  understand  this,"  he  said,  in  his  controlled  voice 
"What  are  you  talking  about?" 

"Mr.  West,"  said  Sharlee,  "has  told  me  all  about  it. 
About  the  reformatory.  And  I  'm  sorry." 

There  she  stuck.  Of  all  the  speeches  of  prostrate  yet  some- 
how noble  self-flagellation  which  in  the  night  seasons  she  had 
so  beautifully  poUshed,  not  one  single  word  could  she  now 
recall.  Yet  she  continued  to  meet  his  gaze,  for  so  should 
apologies  be  given  though  the  skies  fall;  and  she  watched  as 
one  fascinated  the  blood  slowly  ebb  from  his  close-se^ 
face. 

"Under  the  circumstances,"  he  said  abruptly,  "it  was 
hardly  a  —  a  judicious  thing  to  do.  However,  let  us  say  no 
more  about  it." 

He  turned  away  from  her,  obviously  unsteadied  for  all  his 
even  voice.  A  id  as  he  turned,  his  gaze,  which  had  shifted 
only  to  get  a^  ay  from  hers,  was  suddenly  arrested  and  be- 
came fixed. 

In  the  corn«.r  of  the  room,  beside  the  bookcase  holding  the 
works  of  Conant,  Willoughby,  and  Smathers,  lay  the  great 
pleasure-dog  Behemoth,  leonine  head  sunk  upon  two  mas- 
sive outstretched  paws.  But  Behemoth  was  not  asleep;  on 
the  contrary  he  was  overlooking  the  proceedings  in  the  office 
with  an  air  of  intelligent  and  paternal  interest. 

Between  Behemoth  and  young  Henry  Surface  there 
passed  a  long  look.  The  young  man  walked  slowly  across 
the  room  to  where  the  creature  lay,  and,  bending  down, 
patted  him  on  the  head.  He  did  it  with  indescribable  awk- 
wardness. Certainly  Behemoth  must  have  perceived  what 
was  so  plain  even  to  a  human  critic,  that  here  was  the  first 
dog  this  man  had  ever  patted  in  his  life.  Yet,  being  a  pleas- 
ure-dog, he  was  wholly  civil  about  it.  In  fact,  after  a  lidless 
scrutiny  unembarrassed  by  any  recollections  of  his  last  meet- 
ing with   this  young  man,   he   declared   for  friendship. 
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Gravely  he  lifted  a  behemothian  paw,  and  gravel)  the  young 
man  shook  it. 
To  Behemoth  young  Mr.  Surface  addressed  the  following 

remarks:  — 

"West  was  simply  d<?ceived  —  hoodwinked  by  men  in 
finitely  cleverer  than  he  at  that  sort  of  thing.  It  was  a 
manly  thiug  —  his  coming  to  you  now  and  telling  you : 
much  harder  than  never  to— have  made  the  mistake  in  the 
beginning.  Of  course—  it  wipes  the  slate  clean.  It  makes 
everything  all  right  now.    You  appreciate  that." 

Behemoth  yawned. 

The  young  man  turned,  and  came  a  step  or  two  forward, 
both  face  and  voice  under  complete  control  again. 

"I  received  a  note  from  you  this  morning,"  he  began 
briskly,  "asking  me  to  come  in  — " 

The  girl's  vcrice  interrupted  him.  Standing  beside  the 
little  typewriter-table,  exactly  where  her  caller  had  sur- 
prised her,  she  had  watched  with  a  mortifying  dumbness  the 
second  meeting  between  the  pleasure-dog  and  the  little 
Doctor  that  was.  But  n*  pride  sprang  to  her  aid,  stinging 
her  into  speech.  For  it  t  as  an  unendurable  thing  that  she 
should  thus  tamely  sui.ender  to  him  the  mastery  of  her 
situation,  and  suffer  her  own  fault  to  be  glossed  over  so 
ingloriously. 

"Won't  you  let  me  tell  you,"  she  begar  hurriedly,  "how 
sorry  I  am  —  how  ashamed  —  that  I  nisjudged  — " 

"No!  No!  I  beg  you  to  stop.  There  is  not  the  smallest 
occasion  for  anything  of  that  sort  — " 

"  Don't  you  see  my  dreadful  position?  I  suspect  you,  mis- 
judge you — wrong  you  at  every  step  —  and  all  the  time 
you  are  doing  a  thing  so  fine  —  so  generous  and  splendid  — 
that  I  am  humiliated  —  to  —  " 

Once  again  she  saw  that  painful  transformation  in  his 
face :  a  difficult  dull-red  flood  sweeping  over  it,  only  to  recede 
instantly,  leaving  him  white  from  neck  to  brow. 

"What  is  the  use  of  talking  in  this  way?"  he  asked  per- 
emptorily.  "What  is  the  good  of  it,  I  say?  The  matter  is 
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over  and  done  with.  Everything  is  all  right — his  teUing  you 
wipes  It  all  from  the  slate,  just  as  I  said.  Don't  you  see  that? 
Well,  can't  you  dismiss  the  whole  incident  from  your  mind 
and  forget  that  it  ever  happened?" 

"  I  will  try  —  if  that  is  what  you  wish." 

She  turned  away,  utterly  disappointed  and  disconcerted 
by  his  summary  dbposal  of  the  burning  topic  over  which  she 
had  planned  such  a  long  and  satisfying  discussion.  He 
started  to  say  something,  checked  himself,  and  said  some- 
thing entirely  different. 

"  I  have  received  your  note,"  he  began  directly,  "asking  me 
to  come  in  and  see  you  about  the  matter  of  difference  be- 
tween the  estates.  That  is  why  I  have  called.  I  trust  that 
this  means  that  you  are  going  to  be  sensible  and  take  your 
money." 

II  In  a  way  —  yes.  I  will  tell  you— what  I  have  thought." 
"Well,  sit  down  to  tell  me  please.  You  look  tired ;  not  well 
at  all.   Not  in  the  least.   Take  this  comfortable  chair." 

Obediently  she  sat  down  in  Mr.  Dayne's  high-backed 
Bwivel-chair,  which,  when  she  leaned  back,  let  her  neat-shod 
little  feet  swing  clear  of  the  floor.  The  chair  was  a  happy 
thought;  it  steadied  her;  so  did  his  unexampled  solicitous- 
ness,  which  showed,  she  thought,  that  her  emotion  had  not 
escaped  him. 

"  I  have  decided  that  I  would  take  it,"  said  she,  "with  a  — 
a  —  sort  of  condition." 

Sitting  in  the  chair  placed  for  Mr.  Dayne's  callers,  the 
young  man  showed  instant  signs  of  disapprobation. 

"  No,  no!  You  are  big  enough  to  accept  your  own  without 
conditions." 

"Oh  —  you  won't  argue  with  me  about  that,  will  you? 
Perhaps  it  is  unreasonable,  but  I  could  never  be  satisfied  to 
take  it  —  and  spend  it  for  myself.  I  could  never  have  any 
pleasure  in  it  —  never  feel  that  it  was  really  mine.  So,"  she 
hurried  on,  "  I  thought  that  it  would  be  nice  to  take  it  —  and 
give  it  away." 

"Give  it  away!"  he  echoed,  astonished  and  displeased. 
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''Yet  — give  it  to  the  State.  I  thought  I  thould  like  to 
give  it  to  —  establish  a  reformatory." 

Their  eyes  met.  Upon  his  candid  face  she  could  watch  the 
subtler  meanings  of  her  idea  slowly  sinking  into  and  taking 
hold  of  his  cc   idousness. 

"No  —  no! "  came  from  him,  explosively.  "  No!  You  must 
no:  thi/ik  of  such  a  thing." 

■'  "Ves  —  I  have  quite  made  up  my  mind.  When  the  idea 
came  to  me  it  was  like  an  inspiration.  It  seemed  to  me  the 
perfect  use  to  make  of  this  money.  Don't  you  see?  .  .  . 
And—" 

"No,  I  don't  see,"  he  said  sharply.  "Why  will  you  per- 
sist  in  thinking  that  there  is  something  peculiar  and  unclean 
about  this  money?  —  some  imagined  taint  upon  your  title  to 
it?  Don't  you  understand  that  it  is  yours  in  precisely  the 
same  definite  and  honest  way  that  the  money  this  office  pays 
you — " 

"Oh  —  surely  it  is  all  a  question  of  feeling.  And  if  I 
feel—" 

"It  is  a  question  of  fact,"  said  Mr.  Surface.  "Listen  to 
me.  Suppose  your  father  had  put  this  money  away  for  you 
somewhere,  so  that  you  knew  nothing  about  it,  hidden  it, 
say,  in  a  secret  drawer  somewhere  about  your  house"  — 
did  n't  he  know  exactly  the  sort  of  places  which  fathers  used 
to  hide  away  money  ? —  "and  that  now,  after  all  these  years, 
you  had  suddenly  found  it,  together  with  a  note  from  him 
saying  that  it  was  for  you.  You  follow  me  perfectly?  Well? 
Would  it  ever  occur  to  you  to  give  that  money  to  the  State 
—  for  a  reformatory  f  " 

"Oh  —  perhaps  not.  How  can  I  tell?  But  that  case 
wouW— " 

"Wouhl  be  exactly  like  this  one,"  he  finished  for  her 
crisply.  "The  sole  difference  is  that  it  happens  to  be  my 
father  who  hid  the  money  away  instead  of  yours." 

There  was  a  silence. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  she,  constrainedly, "  that  you  take  this 
— this  view.   I  had  hoped  so  much  that  you  might  agree 
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JJjth^me.   Nevmhele«,  I  thini-   ay  mind  i.  quite  m«ie 

of  ''c^:s::^'Z':Sy^:zrz^^^^  ^'^°"«^  ^^^  ^^-^^^y 

^i'^h'^r '  ''°"''^ " "°"''  ^  -  --  'f  y-  -old 

-,1^/'  '  **.°  "°'  ******  '^^'^^  yo"."  he  said,  lookine  ai  h«" 
with  frowning  8teadine«.    "I  do  not.    N^bSron  ear^ 

uk5  ^'*  "^  proposal?  Have  you  ~" 
None  of  them  but  you.  I  did  not  care  to." 

full  fl?J;?^*  r^  ^?^'"^  **'"^  ^y^"'^  a"  expectation;  in 
Sif?^f  ^-^^  ''*''  *'  *'°PP^  ^'"^  ^^^<1-  He  ^ast  first  he 
rnZ^  ^*  argument;  then  his  steadiness  of  eye  and 
mamier ;  and  when  he  spoke,  it  was  to  follow  up,  not  h^  o^ 
fought  but  her  impUcation.  with  those  evidenc^of  embl^ 
rassment  which  he  could  never  hide 

voii^'"''  ^^  ^"^"'''  *^"'"  ^^  '^'«^' '"  '^^^^'  a  strained 
''If  you  are  willing  ~  to  take  me  back." 

i««  ^^^*^*'  ^"»»"n"n8  a  tattoo  on  his  chair-arm  with 
o,^,  strong  fingers:  and  when  he  resumed  his  argumTnV 
«t  was  with  an  entire  absence  of  his  usual  air  of  authority 
™»i«"  ^^'y^^^'  y^"  o«»«ht  to  keep  your  money  --  to 
^rLrmTri  T^<^"'^^'~'o  stop  working  -  touring 
youreelf  more  pleasures,  tnps,  whatever  you  want —  all 
exactly  as  your  father  intended." 

"Oh!  don't  argue  ivitJi  me,  please!  I  asked  you  not    I 
must  either  take  it  for  that  or  not  at  all." 

It --It  IS  not  my  part,"  he  said  reluctantly,  "to  die 
tate  what  you  shall  do  with  your  own.  I  camiot  s^i^tW^ 

ILf  ^^11''/°"^-^°"^  ™^  proposal.  rtTn  41 

S   ^^T^'J  """"i  ^"""^  ^*  y«>"  J°»o'^^  your  own 
nund.  If  It  IS  quite  made  up  — " 

"Oh,  it  is!  I  have  thought  it  all  over  so  carefully  —  anrf 
with  so  much  pleasure."  ^^a^uiiy      and 

He  rose  decisively.  "Very  well,  I  will  go  to  my  lawyers 
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at  once  —  this  mominK.    They  will  arrange  it  aa  )rou 
wish." 

"Oh  —  will  you?  How  can  I  thank  you?  And  oh,"  she 
added  hastily,  "there  was  —  another  point  that  I  —  I 
wished  to  apeak  to  you  about." 

He  gazed  down  at  her,  looking  so  small  and  sorrowful-eyed 
in  her  great  chair,  and  all  at  once  his  knees  ran  to  water,  and 
the  terrible  fear  clutched  at  him  that  his  manhood  would  not 
last  him  out  of  the  room.  This  was  the  reason,  perhaps, 
that  his  voice  was  the  little  Doctor's  at  its  brusquest  as  he 
said:  — 

"Well?  What  is  it?" 

"The  question,"  she  said  nervously,  "of  a  —  a  name  for 
this  reformatory  that  I  want  to  found.  I  have  thought  a 
great  deal  about  that.  It  is  a  —  large  part  of  my  idee. 
And  I  have  decided  that  my  reformatory  shall  be  oilled  — 
that  is,  that  I  should  like  to  call  it  —  the  Henry  G.  Surface 
Home." 

He  stared  at  her  through  a  flash  like  a  man  stupefied ;  and 
then,  wheeling  abruptly,  walked  away  from  her  to  the  win- 
dows winch  overlooked  the  park.  For  some  time  he  stood 
there,  back  determinedly  toward  her,  staring  with  great 
fixity  at  nothing.  But  when  he  returned  to  her,  she  had 
never  seen  his  face  so  stern. 

"You  must  be  mad  to  suggest  such  a  thing.  Mad!  Of 
course  I  shall  not  allow  you  to  do  it.  I  shall  not  give  you 
the  money  for  any  such  purpose." 

"  But  if  it  is  mine,  as  you  wrote?"  said  Sharloe,  looking  up 
at  him  from  the  back  of  her  big  chair. 

Her  point  manifestly  was  unanswerable.  With  charac- 
teristic swiftness,  he  abandoned  it,  and  fell  back  to  far 
stronger  ground. 

"  Yee,  the  money  is  yours,"  he  said  stormily.  "  But  that  is 
all.  My  father's  name  is  mine." 

That  silenced  her,  for  the  moment  at  least,  and  he  swept 
rapidly  on, 

"  I  do  not  in  the  least  approve  of  your  givii^  your  money 
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to  establish  a  foundation  at  all.  That,  however,  is  a  matter 
with  which,  unfntunately,  I  have  nothing  to  do.  But  with 
my  father's  name  I  have  everything  to  do.  I  shall  not  per- 
mit you  to — " 

"Surely — oh,  surely,  you  will  not  refuse  me  so  small  a 
thing  which  would  give  me  so  much  happiness." 

"  Happiness?  "  He  flung  the  word  back  at  her  impatiently, 
but  his  intention  of  demolishing  it  was  suddenly  checked  by 
a  flashing  remembrance  of  Fifi's  definition  of  it.  "Will 
you  kindly  explain  how  you  would  get  happiness  from 
that?" 

"Oh  —  if  you  don't  see,  I  am  afraid  I  —  could  never 
explain  — " 

"  It  is  a  display  of  just  the  same  sort  of  unthinking  Quix- 
otism which  has  led  you  hitherto  to  refuse  to  accept  your 
own  money.  What  you  propose  is  utterly  irrational  in  every 
way.  Can  you  deny  it?  Can  you  defend  your  proposal  by 
any  reasonable  argument?  I  cannot  imagine  how  so  —  so 
mad  an  idea  ever  came  into  your  mind." 

She  sat  still,  her  fingers  playing  with  the  frayed  edges  of 
Mr.  Dayne's  blotting-pad,  and  allowed  the  silence  to  enfold 
them  once  more. 

"Your  foundation,"  he  went  on,  with  still  further  loss  of 
motive  power,  "would  —  gain  nothing  by  bearing  the  name 
of  my  father.  He  was  not  worthy.  .  .  .  No  one  knows  that 
better  than  you.  Will  you  tell  me  what  impulse  put  it  into 
your  mind  to  —  to  do  this?" 

"I  —  had  many  reasons,"  said  she,  speaking  with  some 
difliculty.  "  I  will  tell  you  one.  My  father  loved  him  once.  I 
know  he  would  like  me  to  do  something  —  to  make  .the 
name  honorable  again." 

"That," he  said,  in  a  hard  voice,  "is  beyond  your  power.** 

She  showed  no  disposition  to  contradict  him,  or  even  to 
maintain  the  conversation.  Presently  he  went  on:  — 

"I  cannot  let  you  injure  your  foundation  by — branding^ 
it  with  his  notoriety,  in  an  impulsive  and  —  and  fnntiesB 
generosity.   For  it  would  be  fruitless.   You,  of  all  people. 
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must  understand  that  the  burden  on  the  other  side  is — 
impossibly  heavy.  You  know  that,  don't  you?" 

She  raised  her  head  and  looked  at  him. 

Again,  her  pride  had  been  plucking  at  her  heartstrings, 
burning  her  with  the  remembrance  that  he,  when  he  gave 
her  everything  that  a  man  could  give,  had  done  it  in  a  man- 
ner perfect  and  without  flaw.  And  now  she,  with  her  in- 
finitely smaller  offering,  sat  tongue-tied  and  ineffectual, 
unable  to  give  with  a  show  of  the  purple,  too  poor-spirited 
even  to  yield  him  the  truth  for  his  truth  which  alone  made 
the  gift  worth  the  offering. 

Her  blood,  her  spirit,  and  all  her  inheritance  rallied  at  the 
call  of  her  pride.  She  looked  at  him,  and  made  her  gaze  be 
steady:  though  this  seemed  to  her  the  hardest  thing  [she 
had  ever  done  in  her  life. 

"I  must  not  let  you  think  that  I  —  wanted  to  do  this  only 
for  your  father's  sake.  That  would  not  be  honest.  Part  of 
my  pleasure  in  planning  it  —  most  of  it,  perhaps  —  was  be- 
cause I  —  I  should  so  much  like  to  do  something  for  your 
father's  son." 

She  rose,  trying  to  give  the  movement  a  casual  air,  and 
went  over  to  her  little  desk,  pretending  to  busy  herself 
straightening  out  the  litter  of  papers  upon  it.  From  this 
safe  distance,  her  back  toward  him,  she  forced  herself  to 
add:— 

"This  reformatory  will  take  the  place  of  the  one  you  — 
would  have  won  for  us.  Don't  you  see?  Half — my  hap- 
piness in  giving  it  is  gone,  unless  you  will  lend  me  the  name. ' 

Behind  her  the  silence  was  impenetrable. 

She  stood  at  her  desk,  methodically  sorting  papers  which 
she  did  not  see,  and  wildly  guessing  at  the  meaning  of  that 
look  of  turbulent  consciousness  which  she  had  seen  break 
starded  into  his  eyes.  More  even  than  in  their  last  meeting, 
she  had  found  that  the  sight  of  his  face,  wonderfully  changed 
yet  even  more  wonderfully  the  same,  deeply  a£fected  her 
to-day.  Its  new  sadness  and  premature  age  moved  her 
strangely;  with  a  peculiar  stab  of  compassion  and  pain  she 
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had  sera  for  the  first  time  the  gray  in  the  nondescript  hair 
about  his  temples.  For  his  face,  she  had  seen  that  the 
smooth  sheath  of  satisfied  self-absorption,  which  had  once 
overlam^  it  hke  the  hard  veneer  on  a  table-top,  had  been 
scorched  away  as  in  a  baptism  by  fire;  from  which  all 
that  was  best  in  it  had  come  out  at  once  strengthened  and 
chastened.  And  she  thought  that  the  shining  quaUty  'of 
honesty  m  his  face  must  be  such  as  to  strike  strangers  on  the 
street. 

And  now,  behind  her  on  the  office  floor,  she  heard  Ms 
footsteps,  and  in  one  breath  was  suddenly  cold  with  the  fear 
that  her  hour  had  come,  and  hot  with  the  fear  that  it  had 
not. 

Engrossed  with  her  papers,  she  moved  so  as  to  keep  her 
back  toward  him;  but  he,  with  a  directness  which  would 
not  flinch  even  in  this  untried  emergency,  deliberately  in- 
truded himself  between  her  and  the  table;  and  so  once  more 
they  stood  face  to  face. 

"I  don't  understand  you,"  he  began,  his  manner  at  its 
quietest.   "Why  do  you  want  to  do  this  for  me?" 

At  this  close  range,  she  glanced  once  at  him  and  instantly 
looked  away.  His  face  was  as  white  as  paper;  and  when  she 
saw  that  her  heart  first  stopped  beating,  and  then  pounded 
off  in  a  wild  frightened  psean. 

"I  —  cannot  tell  you  —  I  don't  know  —  exactly." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

She  hardly  recognized  his  voice;  instinctively  she  began 
backing  away. 

"  I  don't  think  I  —  can  explain.  You  —  rather  terrify  me 
this  morning." 

"Are  you  in  love  with  me?"  he  demanded  in  a  terrible 
voice,  beginning  at  the  wrong  end,  as  he  would  be  sure  to  do. 

Finger  at  her  lip,  her  blue  eyes,  bright  with  unshed  tears, 
resting  upon  his  in  a  gaze  as  direct  as  a  child's,  Sharlee 
nodded  her  head  up  and  'own. 

And  that  was  all  the  at  required  by  clever  Mr.  Surface, 
the  famous  social  scientist.   He  advanced  somehow,  and 
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took  her  in  his  arms.  On  the  whole,  it  was  rather  surprising 
how  satisfactorily  he  did  it,  considering  that  she  was  the 
first  woman  he  had  ever  touched  in  all  his  days. 

So  they  stood  through  a  time  that  might  have  been  a 
minute  and  might  have  been  an  age,  since  all  of  them  that 
mattered  had  soared  away  to  the  sunlit  spaces  where  no 
time  is.  After  awhile,  driven  by  a  strange  fierce  desire  to  see 
her  face  in  the  light  of  this  new  glory,  he  made  a  gentle 
effort  to  hold  her  off  from  him,  but  she  clung  to  him,  crying, 
"No,  no!   !  don't  want  you  to  see  me  yet." 

After  another  interval  of  imcertain  length,  she  said:  — 

"  All  along  my  heart  has  cried  out  that  you  could  n't  have 
done  that,  and  hurt  me  so.  You  amid  n't.  I  will  never  doubt 
my  heart  again.  And  you  were  so  fine  —  so  fine  —  to  for- 
give me  so  easily." 

In  the  midst  of  his  dizzjring  exaltation,  he  marveled  at  the 
ease  with  which  she  spoke  her  inmost  feeling;  he,  the  great 
apostle  of  reason  and  self-mastery,  was  much  slower  in  re- 
covering lost  voice  and  control.  It  was  some  time  before  he 
would  trust  himself  to  speak,  and  even  then  the  voice  that 
he  used  was  not  recognizable  as  his. 

"So  you  are  willing  to  do  as  much  for  my  father's  son  as  to 
—  to  —  take  his  name  for  your  own." 

"No,  this  is  something  that  I  am  doing  for  myself.  Your 
father  was  not  perfect,  but  he  was  the  only  father  that  ever 
had  a  son  whose  name  I  would  take  for  mine." 

A  silence. 

"We  can  keep  my  father's  house,"  he  said,  in  time,  "  for — 
for  —  us  to  live  in.  You  must  give  up  the  office.  And  I  will 
find  light  remunerative  work,  which  will  leave  at  least  part 
of  my  time  free  for  my  book." 

She  gave  a  little  laugh  that  was  half  a  sob.  "Perhaps  — 
you  could  persuade  that  wealthy  old  lady  —  to  get  out  a 
second  edition  of  her  thesaurus  /  " 

"I  wish  I  could,  though!" 

"You  talk  just  like  my  little  Doctor,"  she  gasped— "my 
— own  little  Doctor.  .  .  .  I  've  got  a  little  surprise  for  you 
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—  about  remunerative  work,"  the  went  on,  "only  I  can't 
teU  you  now,  because  it's  a  secret.  Promise  that  you  won't 
make  me  tell  you." 

He  promised. 

Suddenly,  without  knowing  why,  she  began  to  cry,  her 
cheek  against  his  breast.  "You've  had  a  sad  life,  little 
Doctor  -  a  sad  hfe.  But  I  am  going  to  make  it  all  up  to 
you  —  if  you  will  show  me  the  way." 

Presentiy  she  became  aware  that  her  telephone  was  ring- 
ing,  and  nnging  as  though  it  had  been  at  it  for  some  time. 
Uh  bother!  They  won't  let  us  have  even  a  little  minute 
together  after  all  these  years.   I  suppose  you  must  let  me 
go  — 

She  turned  from  the  desk  with  the  most  beautiful  smile 
he  had  ever  seen  upon  a  face. 
"It's  for  you!" 

"For  me?"  he  echoed  like  a  man  in  a  dream.  "That  is 
—  very  strange." 

Strange,  indeed!  Outside,  the  duU  world  was  wagging  on 
as  befwe,  unaware  that  there  had  taken  place  in  this  en- 
chanted room  the  most  momentous  event  in  history 

^"l,!?^  ^^  .'^^y^*'  ^^on*  '^er  with  a  left  hand  which 
trembled,  and  with  his  untrained  right  somehow  caught  and 
imprisoned  both  of  hers.  "Stand  r-ght  by  me,"  he  begged 
hum  idly.  ** 

Now  he  hoisted  the  receiver  in  the  general  direction  of  his 
ear,  and  said  in  what  he  doubtless  thought  was  quite  a  busi- 
nesshke  manner:  "Well?" 

"Mr.  Queed?  This  is  Mr.  Hickok,"  said  the  incisive  voice 
over  the  wire.  "  WeU,  what  in  the  mischief  are  you  doing  up 

•  J '?  T  ^  '"*  —  t'^sactJng  some  important  business  — 
with  the  Department,"  said  Mr.  Surface,  and  gave  Sharlee's 
hands  a  desperate  squeeze.  "But  my  — " 

"Well,  we're  transacting  some  important  business  down 
here.  Never  should  have  found  you  but  for  Mr.  Dayne's  hap- 
pemng  along.  Did  you  know  that  West  had  resigned?  " 
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"  No,  has  he?  But  I  started  --" 

"  Peace  to  his  ashes.  De  mortuis  nil  nisi  bonum.  The  di- 
rectors  are  meeting  now  to  elect  his  successor.  Only  one 
name  has  been  mentioned.  There's  only  one  editor  we'll 
hear  of  for  the  paper.  Won't  you  come  back  to  us,  my 
boy?" 

The  young  man  cleared  his  throat.  "Come?  I'd  — 
think  it  the  greatest  honor  —  there's  nothing  I'd  rather 
have.  You  are  all  too  —  too  kind  to  me  —  I  can't  tell  you 
—  but—" 

"Oh,  no  buts!  But  us  no  buts  now!  I'll  go  tell 
them  — " 

"  No  — wait,"  called  the  young  man,  hastily.  "  If  I  come, 
I  don't  come  as  Queed,  you  know.  My  name  is  Henry  G. 
Surface.  That  may  make  a  difference  — " 

"Come  as  Beelzebub!"  said  the  old  man,  testily.  "We've 
had  enough  of  hiring  a  name  for  the  Post.  This  time  we're 
after  a  man,  and  by  the  Lord,  we've  got  one!" 

Henry  Surface  turned  away  from  the  telephone,  strug- 
gling with  less  than  his  usual  success  to  show  an  unmoved 
face. 

"You  — know?" 

She  nodded:  iii  her  blue-spar  eyes,  there  was  the  look  of  a 
winged  victory.  "That  was  the  little  secret  —  don't  you 
think  it  was  a  nice  one?  It  is  your  magnificent  boast  come 
true.  .  .  .  And  you  don't  even  say  'I  told  you  so'!" 

He  looked  past  her  out  into  the  park.  Over  the  budding 
trees,  already  bursting  and  spreading  their  fans  of  green,  far 
off  over  the  jagged  stretch  of  roofs,  his  gaze  sought  the  bat- 
tered gray  Post  building  and  the  row  of  windows  behind 
which  he  had  so  often  sat  and  worked.  A  mist  came  before 
his  eyes;  the  trees  curveted  and  swam;  and  his  visible  world 
swung  upside  down  and  went  out  in  a  singing  and  spark- 
shot  blackness. 

She  came  to  his  side  again :  in  silence  slipped  her  hand  into 
his;  and  follo\ving  both  his  look  and  his  thought,  she  felt  her 
own  eyes  smart  with  a  sudden  bright  dimness. 
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^^     This  IS  the  best  city  in  the  world,"  said  Henry  Surface. 

The  kindest  people  —  the  kindest  people  —  " 

"Yes,  Uttle  Doctor." 

He  turned  abruptly  and  caught  her  to  him  again ;  and  now, 
hearing  even  ab^'/c  the  hammering  of  his  own  blood  the 
wild  fluttering  of  her  heart  against  his,  his  tongue  unlocked 
and  he  began  to  speak  his  heart.  It  was  not  speech  as  he  had 
always  known  speech.  In  all  his  wonderful  array  of  termin- 
ology there  were  no  words  fitted  to  this  undreamed  need ;  he 
had  to  discover  them  somehow,  by  main  strength  make  them 
up  for  himself;  and  they  came  out  stammering,  hard-wrung, 
bearing  new  upon  their  rough  faces  the  mint-mark  ol  his 
own  heart.  Perhaps  she  did  not  prize  them  any  the  less  on 
that  account. 

"  I  'm  glad  that  you  love  me  that  way  —  Henry.  I  must 
call  you  Henry  now— must  n't  I,  Henry?  " 

"Do  you  know,"  she  said,  after  a  time,  "I  am  — almost 
weakening  about  giving  our  money  for  a  Home.  Somehow, 
I'd  so  like  for  you  to  have  it,  so  that  — " 

She  felt  a  little  shiver  run  through  him. 

"No,  no!  I  could  not  bear  to  touch  it.  We  shall  be  far 
happier — " 

"You  could  stop  work,  buy  yourself  comforts,  pleasures, 
trips.  It  is  a  mad  thing,"  she  teased,  "to  give  away  money. 
...  Oh,  little  Doctor — I  can 't  breathe  if  you  hold  me  — 
so  tight." 

"About  the  name,"  he  said  presently,  "I— dislike  to  op- 
pose you,  but  I  cannot  —  I  cannot  — " 

"Well,  I've  decided  to  change  it,  Henry,  in  deference  to 
your  wishes." 

"I  am  extremely  glad.  I  myself  know  a  name  — " 
"Instead  of  calling  it  the  Henry  G.  Surface  Home  —  " 
Suddenly  she  drew  away  from  him,  leaving  behind 
both  her  hands  for  a  keepsake,  and  raised  to  him  a  look 
so  luminous  and  radiant  that  he  felt  himself  awed  before 
it,  like  one  who  with  impious  feet  has  blundered  upon  holy 
ground. 
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"I  am  going  to  call  it  the  Henry  G.  Surface  Junior  Home. 
Do  you  Imow  any  name  for  a  Home  so  pretty  at  that  ? ' ' 

"No,  no,  I— can't  let  you—" 

But  she  cried  him  down  passionately,  saying:  "  Yes,  that 
is  ottr  name  now,  and  we  are  going  to  make  it  honorable." 

From  his  place  beside  the  sociological  bodccaae  —  per- 
haps faunal  naturalists  can  tell  us  why  —  the  great  pleasure- 
dog  Behemoth,  whose  presence  they  had  both  forgotten, 
raised  his  leonine  head  and  gave  a  sharp,  joyous  bark. 
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